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Book One 


FALLEN 
WORLD 








“Therefore whatsoever ye have spoken in darkness shall be heard in the light; and that which ye 
have spoken in the ear in closets shall be proclaimed upon the housetops.” - Jesus Christ 


“Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature.” - Jesus Christ 


“Behold, I send you forth as sheep in the midst of wolves: be ye therefore wise as serpents, and 
harmless as doves.” - Jesus Christ 


Chapter 1 


Escape from Las Vegas 


“Alpha One-Actual, we have moved into our position overlooking the hotel-casino, 
over.” The radio sounded within the SUV. The man in the passenger seat flipped down the 
microphone on his headset and spoke into the mouthpiece, “Copy. We are almost at our 
destination. Arcades is going to deploy at approximately twenty zero one zero hours. 
Synchronize your watches when we give the signal. Over.” The man waited for a response which 
was delivered promptly, “Affirmative. Alpha Two will remain on standby. Out.” 

The man flipped up his microphone, and he turned to face the third occupant of the 
vehicle which was seated in the passenger's seat. “You ready to get going, Arcades?” The 
occupant, designated callsign as Arcades, nodded. He was not like the others in the vehicle, and 
he was not even a human. Arcades was a member of the species Anthro sapiens, which was a 
race much like human beings, but shared certain characteristics with canines and felines. Arcades 
was part of the canoid racial division, more specifically, he was a fox. 

“T’ll be ready as soon as we arrive at the hotel-casino,” Arcades confirmed with the man 
in the passenger seat. The passenger decided it would be a good time to review the mission with 
Arcades, though the fox already knew what the mission was. “Remember, you’re going in with 
nothing on you. We can’t afford to have you caught by security on the ground floor. Get to the 


eighth floor and use the keycard that we gave you. We had an inside man stash your equipment 


in one of the drawers. When you get the equipment, open the blinds and confirm with us via the 
radio that is in the drawer with your stuff. Then, we will proceed with phase two of the 
operation.” Arcades listened patiently as he took another look at the keycard that he was 
carrying. The card appeared to be the same as any other keycard that guests at the hotel-casino 
would be carrying. Arcades opened the thigh pocket on his Multicam Black pants, and he placed 
the keycard in before closing the velcro pocket. The fox’s black clothing matched with his dark 
gray and light gray fur. Unlike other red foxes, Arcades’ main coat was a dark shade of gray, 
which many took for being black. However, he still had a very light shade of gray that went 
down his muzzle and continued to his chest which added further contrast to his fur color. 

The fox adjusted the low-profile kneepads which were held in by more velcro inside the 
dedicated slots on his pants. He then made sure that his black shirt was still tucked into his pants, 
though not many would care about this small detail. He looked out of the window of the SUV, 
and he watched all of the people walking down the busy Las Vegas streets. Most of the 
pedestrians were humans, but there were still some anthros walking down the street. Many 
humans did not like anthros, and anthros were commonly denied service in many establishments. 
This was nothing new to the fox, as that’s the way society had been when humans and anthros 
started coexisting together. As he was looking at the people walking the streets, Arcades could 
feel the SUV making a turn. The gray fox brought his attention toa KRISS Vector chambered in 
45 ACP that was strapped behind the driver’s seat. He knew that if things were to go south, then 
he would have the means to defend himself once he got back to the vehicle. 

However, Arcades despised the very thought of having to shoot someone. Almost 
everyone that he knew also knew that fact about him as well, even though the fox did not directly 


say this to people too often. The driver of the SUV took a right turn, and the human spoke to 


Arcades, “Alright boss, we’re here. Sniper team is in place overlooking the hotel-casino. You 
have one hour to give us the signal to start phase two. If you don’t signal us in that timeframe, 
then the mission will be aborted, and none of us want that to happen. We don’t want to have to 
attract more attention than we already could potentially have. Good luck.” 

The SUV came to a slow stop, and Arcades unbuckled his seatbelt. He opened the door, 
and he slowly stepped out of the vehicle. He immediately felt the difference between a carpet 
floor and pavement under his bare feet. Some anthros did not wear shoes, and Arcades was one 
of those anthros. The fox closed the door behind him, and he watched as the dark gray Toyota 
4Runner that he was riding in began to accelerate away from him. The fox then looked at the 
door of the hotel-casino and approached it when he began walking at a steady pace. Several 
humans were leaving the casino, but some other humans were also coming inside of the casino. 
They were hoping to strike rich by gambling in a place nicknamed ‘Sin City’. Arcades knew why 
the city was nicknamed such, and he disliked the fact that people would be proud to nickname a 
city as such. Pushing the main entrance doors open, Arcades was immediately hit by the distinct 
smell of cigarette smoke. The smell was so strong, that it almost made his eyes begin to water. 

However, the fox remembered what his mission was. He stood back and took in the 
surroundings of the lobby. Many humans and anthros were playing on gambling machines, while 
others were sitting at tables playing Blackjack and Poker. Arcades moved slowly down the 
gambling hall and was looking around for any details that aroused suspicion to him. The fox 
soon remembered why he had to go in with no weapons. He had to pass the casino floor in order 
to get to the elevators on the other side of the gambling hall. He knew that this design choice was 
intentional, as the owners of a hotel-casino would surely want people to spend their money 


gambling before going to their room. Arcades walked by a human wearing a yellow 


‘SECURITY’ shirt and noticed that the human was looking at him. Arcades then remembered 
that he was a fox and that many humans did not trust foxes. It was another fact of life that the fox 
just had to live with. 

When Arcades finally made his way through the busy gambling hall, he approached a 
group of elevators and stood next to an elevator that had the descending symbol lit up. A human 
woman was standing outside of the elevator and was already waiting for it to reach the ground 
floor. As the fox stood behind the woman, he turned around to get another glimpse of the casino. 
Many of the gamblers were humans, but some of them were surprisingly anthros. However, 
Arcades noticed that he was likely one of the only foxes in the casino, so he now made it a 
priority to draw the least amount of attention to himself as possible. Most of the anthros were 
feloids, with only a few of the anthros being canoids. The few canoids that were at the casinos 
were wolves, which was one of the larger subraces of canoids. Arcades did not remember how 
many vulpoids, or other foxes, were still in the world. 

Arcades heard the dinging noise of the elevator as it reached the ground floor. Arcades 
turned around to face the elevator, and he stepped aside in order for the five occupants of the 
elevator to disembark. Four of them were humans, but one of them was an anthro tiger. Arcades 
allowed the woman to enter the elevator first before stepping in himself. Arcades grabbed his 
black tail that was tipped with white fur in order to ensure that it would not get stuck in the 
elevator door. He knew a few anthros who managed to get their tails stuck in an elevator door, 
and they learned their lesson fairly quickly. The woman pushed the button on the elevator for the 
sixth floor. Once she moved away from the button panel, Arcades pressed the button for the 
eighth floor. After the elevator sat idle for a pre-programmed amount of time, the doors began to 


close automatically, and the elevator started to ascend. 


The woman stood in front of Arcades, and she did not even bother to look at him. The fox 
assumed that she had her own business to attend to, as he knew that the city was quite lively 
during the night. He looked at his black furred hand and then grabbed his foot to examine his 
sole to make sure that he did not step on anything in the gambling hall. Arcades flexed his four 
toes, and he brushed dirt off his black pawpads with the back of his hand. Anthros had five 
fingers like humans did, but only had four-toed feet. Anthros only had pads on their toes and the 
balls of their feet as their heels did not have any padding. Anthros also had pads on the tips of 
their fingers as well as pads on the upper part of their palms. Anthros and humans had very 
similar looking hands, but their feet were somewhat different mainly because anthros had one 
less digit on each foot. Anthros were still plantigrade much like humans were as well. 

After finishing brushing off his feet, Arcades noticed that the elevator had now arrived at 
the sixth floor. The elevator made a ding, and the door promptly opened to reveal a hotel room 
floor. The woman began to disembark the elevator after the doors locked in their open position. 
As she was doing so, Arcades said, “Have a good night,” to which he received no response. Once 
the woman had exited the elevator, Arcades leaned forward to press the button to close the 
elevator. Arcades was a tall fox; he stood at six feet even. Many humans were shorter than he 
was, and his ears made him appear to be even taller. However, the ears of anthros did not count 
to their actual height when measurements were done. The elevator finally began to ascend again, 
and Arcades pulled on his belt to make sure that his pants were not slipping down his slim waist. 
When he finished, Arcades went to go check the time, but he quickly remembered that all he 
brought was an ID card and the keycard for the hotel room. 

The fox heard another ding, and he glanced at the display above the elevator buttons. The 


display showed the number eight, and Arcades knew that he was at the floor that he needed to be 


on. The doors opened, and Arcades stepped from the cold elevator floor onto the rather 
comfortable carpet. Arcades smirked slightly, and he was glad to finally be standing on 
something that felt comfortable under his feet. The fox took a look around the area outside of the 
elevators, and he noticed that nobody was around. He removed his keycard from his pocket, and 
he looked at the number that was written on the keycard in marker. ‘Eight-eight-six-five’ the fox 
read the numbers out in his head and then walked into the hallway to look for his correct room. 

As he walked down the hallway, Arcades noticed that the room numbers were too high to 
be the room he was looking for. The fox turned in order to begin moving down a different 
hallway, but now the numbers were far too low to be the correct room. However, the numbers 
were ascending and they were becoming closer and closer to the correct room number that the 
fox was seeking out. Arcades finally noticed the correct room in the middle of the hallway. 
Arcades held up his keycard again in order to confirm the numbers matched, and then he stepped 
up in front of the door once he finished. Arcades did walk past a man travelling down the other 
side of the hallway, but thought nothing of it since the human looked just like any other civilian. 

Finally ready to enter the room, the fox inserted the keycard into the slot above the door 
handle, and the small light on the door handle went from red to green. Arcades then grabbed the 
door handle, and he could feel as the door electronically unlocked itself . The fox pushed the 
door handle in and gently opened the door. He used his foot in order to help himself push the 
door open while grabbing the door frame with his left hand as he pushed the door with his right 
hand. Once Arcades held the door open for himself, he placed his keycard back into his pocket as 
he would no longer need to use it for the mission. 

Suddenly, Arcades saw something approaching fast in his peripheral vision. A human 


hand grabbed Arcades’ muzzle and wasted no time clamping it shut. The fox could then feel 


himself being forced into the room while that same human grabbed his left arm. Arcades grunted 
from the sudden movements, and he was completely caught off guard from what just happened. 
Once forced inside the room, the fox heard the door close behind him, but he was still being held 
by an unknown assailant. Arcades attempted to speak, but he was still unable to open his mouth 
due to the human grasping it shut. Arcades was then pushed against the closet door in the hotel 
room, and he grunted again as the assailant pushed his torso into the closet door. When the fox 
attempted to struggle, the attacker responded by grabbing his wrist tighter and twisting his arm 
upwards to ensure compliance. Arcades finally heard a male voice speak, “Listen up, I’m only 
going to say this once. You’re going to give me your right hand, and you are not going to speak 
when I release your muzzle. Is that clear?” The fox reluctantly grunted before indicating an 
affirmative response by nodding his head. 

The fox slowly moved his right hand behind his back, and he could feel both of his wrists 
being pinned behind his back with one hand. Since Arcades’ wrists were very thin, the human 
was able to easily hold the fox’s wrists together. Once the assailant had control, he spoke again, 
“Alright. I’m going to release your muzzle now. Don’t try anything funny and don’t scream or 
shout.” The attacker slowly released his grip on Arcades’ mouth, and the fox rested his head 
against the closet door. The fox complied with the human’s order to stay quiet. He then heard a 
distinct metallic rattling which he knew previously, and the fox felt the familiar sensation of 
handcuffs being applied to his wrists. Arcades knew this feeling all too well, and this was far 
from his first time being restrained in handcuffs. He relaxed his hands, and he turned his head to 
the side in an attempt to view his assailant. 

“Alright fox, I know you’re not a guest at this hotel. You’re going to tell me what you’re 


here to do,” the assailant said as he patted down Arcades for weapons. However, the human did a 


poor job of searching Arcades, for he completely missed the ZAK Tools handcuff key that 
Arcades always carried with him along with differently shaped handcuff keys. Once the human 
had finished searching the anthro, he grabbed his shoulder and turned him to face forwards. 
Arcades sat down on his knees, and he attempted to get into a comfortable position. He grabbed 
his fairly bushy tail with his restrained hands, and the fox pushed it off of the soles of his feet. 

Arcades turned his head and looked at the cuffs which he was restrained in. He 
immediately felt relief inside as he recognized the black and silver color scheme of the metal 
restraints. Arcades identified the cuffs as being standard ASP chain-linked handcuffs. His key 
would be able to open the cuffs if he was put into a situation in which he would have to do so. 
However, Arcades felt that he would be able to resolve the conflict peacefully. The fox then 
noticed that the cuffs were not double-locked; he noticed that the double-lock pin was not pushed 
down to properly engage the double-lock. Arcades looked past the cuffs, and he looked at his 
soles. He moved his tail off his soles again the best he could, but some fur was still slightly 
tickling his feet. 

“Alright, first off.. Who are you supposed to be?” When Arcades heard the human speak, 
he directed his attention to the man. Arcades thought for a moment what to say, “My name’s 
Kurt. Kurt Hofmeier is my full name. However, many people call me Saint Arcades.” The 
human displayed a puzzled look on his face before continuing, “Saint? What?” The fox nodded 
his head, “Yeah, that’s right. You see, I’m a born again Christian, so I can call myself a saint. 
The New Testament mentions the word ‘saint’ sixty times.” The man paused again before 
saying, “What are you-? What are you doing in Vegas? You know, they call this place Sin City 
for a reason. Don’t you know that?” Arcades looked up at his captor and said, “Yeah, I do know 


that. But, I have a job to do here.” Arcades eyed the Glock G17 which was held in his captor’s 


holster, but he could not tell what organization the man belonged to. One handgun is not enough 
to determine this. The fox watched the man move over to the door, and he looked out the 
peephole. As he was looking through the hole, he asked, ““How many people came with you 
here?” Arcades waited for the man to look at him again before he answered the question, “I’m 
the only one here.” Arcades did not lie to the man, but the human still did not believe him. Part 
of the reason was due to the fact that Arcades was a fox. 

“No, something’s not right. You’re a fox. You’ve gotta be lying to me,” the human said 
in disbelief as he unholstered his G17. Arcades noticed the firearm and said, “No, please. I 
promise you, there is nobody else in this hotel that’s with me. You can put that G17 away.” The 
human paused again, and he briefly examined the slide on his handgun. He saw that the slide did 
indeed read ‘GLOCK 17 Gen5 AUSTRIA 9X19’. The human shook his head in disbelief before 
saying, “How did you know what model this gun is?” Arcades gave another honest response, “I 
can identify it just by looking at it. Glock G-series handguns are pretty easy to visually identify.” 
The man holstered his handgun, and Arcades asked, “Do you have a name I can call you?” 
Arcades’ captor waited a moment while he considered if he should tell the fox his name, “My 
name’s Johnny. You can call me that I guess. Wait, how do I know you didn’t lie about your 
name?” Arcades provided an answer to Johnny’s question, “I have an ID card in my right thigh 
pocket. You can take a look at it if you don’t believe me.” The fox sat up on his knees, and he 
allowed his captor to remove the ID card from the pocket. After Johnny was finished, Arcades 
rested back on his knees. He was practically sitting on his soles at this point. 

Johnny examined Arcades’ identification card. Johnny looked at the fox’s photo, and he 
compared it to the captive fox which he had kneeling right in front of him. Johnny dropped the 


ID card on the desk after he was done before he said, “Well, it looks like Kurt Hofmeier is 


indeed your name, according to your ID. But, how can I be sure that you’re not lying to me? You 
are a fox.” Arcades continued making eye contact with Johnny as he began to continue speaking 
to the human, “Well, do you want me to tell you some truth?” Johnny concealed his handgun 
with his gray jacket and replied, “Sure fox. Tell me something true.” Arcades smiled before 
saying, “Around two thousand years ago, a man named Jesus Christ of Nazareth was sent to this 
earth by God the Father in order to die for everyone’s sins, so that all may be forgiven. You and I 
broke God’s law, and Jesus paid the price for that. Now, even foxes can be Saints. I don’t want 
you to forget that.” 

Johnny initially did not say anything in response. After half a minute of silence, Arcades 
continued, “Don’t believe me? Do you know who else was not believed? When Jesus was 
preaching while He was here on Earth, the Pharisees rejected what he was saying. However, 
Jesus was always speaking the truth.” Johnny leaned against the wall, but he still did not say 
anything. He finally broke the second pause of silence by saying, “Alright, fox. Just tell me what 
you’re here to do. That was my first question for you. Stop trying to derail things.” The captive 
fox thought about what he would say to the human before speaking. He then decided it would be 
best to come clean, “I’m trying to get underground. I need to extract a high-value individual.” 
Johnny’s attention was grabbed by what the fox had just told him, “Wait... You know about that? 
How the...?” Johnny waited for Arcades to speak again, “Yeah. I presume that you’re one of the 
people working for the local syndicate around here. However, if you want to help me out, you 
can join my company.” 

The human raised an eyebrow when he heard the last word that the fox said to him. 
Johnny looked away from Arcades and walked up to the window which was covered by blinds. 


Johnny disliked his current job, but he knew that he also needed the money. Johnny did wish that 


he could leave Las Vegas and work for people who had more of a moral backbone. Johnny 
remembered all of the things he did working for the organized crime syndicate, and he briefly 
shook his head in regret. Johnny opened the blinds, and he looked around at all of the neon 
flashing buildings of Downtown Las Vegas. What Johnny did not see was the sniper team about 
half a kilometer out. 

“We got movement on the eighth floor. Someone just opened the blinds.” The human 
spotter said as he viewed the building with his rangefinder. A human sniper viewed the window 
with his modified Remington 700 and said, “I see it. Is that where Arcades is supposed to be?” 
The spotter tried taking a closer look at the room, but could only see Johnny standing by the 
window. The spotter remembered where Arcades was supposed to give them the signal at, “I 
think that’s around where he is supposed to signal us. I can’t confirm if that is his room though.” 
The sniper directed his attention to the spotter and asked, “How much time has elapsed since he 
was dropped off?” The spotter checked his watch before speaking again, “Around thirty minutes. 
We still have another thirty minutes left, so let’s not forget that.” 

The sniper looked back at the window and then asked, “How do we know that man didn’t 
kill him?” The spotter shook his head and said, ““We don’t. All we can do is just hope that 
Arcades is alright. I say don’t worry about it, though. He can fend for himself even though he 
does not kill anybody.” The sniper responded, “That fox’s heart is in the right place, but... I 
dunno. I sometimes think he can get himself killed doing that. He refuses to shoot people, and he 
runs a PMC. He’s our boss though. Maybe he’s trying to show us something?” The spotter was 
still looking through the rangefinder, “Yeah, probably. He did work his ass off in order to make 
Fox Security one of the more respected American Defense Companies, and we do have some 


pretty damn good equipment. Of course, we may not have a fraction of the manpower or 


resources that CDI has, but I still think that’s still an accomplishment. Quality over quantity, I 
guess.” 

Johnny closed the blinds before turning around to face Arcades. His captive was still 
kneeling in front of the closet and was waiting for Johnny to say something else. Johnny finally 
broke the long period of silence, “What’s your company called?” Arcades smiled a bit before 
stating the company’s name, “Fox Security.” Johnny’s eyes opened when he heard the fox. He 
had heard the name Fox Security before. Johnny then asked, “Wait, is that supposed to be your 
company?” Arcades nodded his head to indicate a yes. Before Johnny could say anything, the 
fox said, “And if you help me on my mission, I’Il let you join my company. I don’t care what 
you’ve done in the past. As long as you’re willing to change your mind, I’Il let you work for 
me.” 

Johnny contemplated the fox’s offer. He didn’t have anybody in the city that he was 
really close with. He would much rather fight for a better cause than selling anthros into slavery 
to a group that only called themselves ‘The Foundation’. After waiting for a moment, Johnny 
finally made up his mind, “Alright. I’ll help you.” A smile formed across the fox’s face and he 
said, “Good choice. But, I do have a question. Who are you guys supposed to tell the HVI to?” 
Johnny shrugged, “I don’t really know. Some guys wearing blue and black came in a few days 
ago. They said they were from some sort of foundation. I didn’t really pay too much attention.” 
After Johnny finished, Arcades asked, “When are they supposed to make the transfer?” Johnny 
tried to remember for a moment and then said, “I think some time later tonight. Probably before 
dawn.” Arcades then responded with, “Then I guess we’d better hurry. I need to get down there.” 
The human nodded. The fox then sat up on his knees and asked, “Can I get out of these cuffs 


now?” Johnny said, “Oh, right. Yeah. Hold on, I need to get the key for that.” 


While Johnny was searching for his key, Arcades had already pulled out his own key, and 
he began to unlock the cuffs by himself. He had done this many times before. When Johnny 
finally pulled out the key, Arcades stood up, and he sat the handcuffs down on the desk. Johnny 
looked at Arcades with a face of confusion, “Hold on. How did you?” The fox smiled and said, 
“Not my first time wearing these. Getting out is easy for me.” Johnny then continued, “So, how 
long ago did you get out of those?” Arcades sat down on the bed, and he moved his tail out of the 
way, “I didn’t release myself until you said I could get out.” Johnny was reluctant to believe the 
fox, but he took his word for it. Johnny then questioned the fox further, “You've been caught by 
other people before?” Arcades smirked and said, “Well... Not really other people. How about we 
worry about that later. We need to get the HVI out.” Johnny figured that Arcades was 
withholding information about something, but remembered what the fox said he was there to do. 

Arcades stood up, and he walked over to the drawer that was sitting next to the bed. The 
fox opened the drawer and said, ““Ah-ha. There it is.” Johnny moved closer to see what Arcades 
was looking for and asked, “What are you looking for?” The fox pulled out a Multicam chest rig 
and laid it on the bed. He then removed a Multicam holster from the drawer and placed it on the 
bed next to the chest rig. Arcades removed a Ruger MK IV Tactical from the holster. The 
handgun featured a suppressor attached to the barrel, a Surefire tactical light attached to the 
lower rail, and a Trijicon red dot sight attached to the upper rail. The fox dropped the magazine, 
and he made sure that the handgun contained a loaded magazine before placing the magazine 
back into the weapon. After confirming that the weapon contained munitions, Arcades performed 
a function check on the flashlight and pistol sight before disabling both functions and placing the 


handgun back into the holster. He did not load a round into the chamber. 


Johnny questioned, “You have all that stuff in here?” Arcades nodded and responded, 
“Yeah, an insider dropped it off in here a few hours ago.” Johnny removed the handgun from the 
Multicam holster and asked, ““What do you plan on using this for?” Arcades responded, “I don’t 
plan on using it. I don’t shoot people.” Arcades removed a transceiver from the drawer, and he 
powered it on. Arcades stood next to the curtain with the radio and told Johnny, “I need to tell 
my men that I’m ready to proceed with the mission. Gimme a second, alright?” Johnny stood 
back as he watched the fox open the curtains and talk on the radio, “Alpha Two, this is Arcades. 
We have a green light on phase two of the operation. Confirm your status. Over.” 

The spotter heard Arcades transmit over the radio and promptly responded, “Solid copy. 
We are ready for phase two. Over.” The sniper looked at the spotter, “Was that Arcades?” The 
spotter looked through the rangefinder and said, “See for yourself. Eighth floor, third window 
from the left.” The sniper noticed the dark gray fox standing near the window. “Ain’t that the 
same window we saw that other guy in?” The spotter looked at the rangefinder again and 
responded, “Huh. It does look that way. Let’s ask him.” The spotter held down the PTT button 
on the radio and asked, “Arcades, this is Alpha Two-Two. Is there somebody else in the room 
with you? Over.” After a few seconds, the radio sounded again, “Alpha Two-Two, this is 
Arcades. That is an affirmative. We have one friendly inside. Over.” After the spotter heard this, 
he said, “Copy all. Out.” The spotter then spoke to the sniper, “Apparently that guy we saw 
earlier is a friendly.” The sniper looked away from his scope and said, “That’s interesting. Do 
you think that’s what took him so long?” The spotter nodded and said, “Yeah, probably. Just stay 
sharp incase any hostile forces leave the hotel. Ill call them out for you.” 

Arcades closed the blinds and looked at the tactical gear that was on the bed. Johnny 


examined the equipment and said, “Last time I went down there, their security was really tight, 


Apparently the buyers are going to pay a large sum of cash for that ‘HVI’ you’re trying to 
extract. I don’t think it would be a good idea to just walk in there with all that gear on.” Arcades 
turned to face Johnny and asked, “Do you know a way for me to get in there undetected?” 
Johnny considered his options for a moment before saying, “Yeah I do, actually.” Arcades 
nodded and was interested to see what the human had in mind, “Well, what’s your idea?” Johnny 
stepped over to the desk, and he grabbed the pair of handcuffs that Arcades left on the desk, “I 
bring you down there in these, and they’II put you in the cage with the anthro you’re looking for. 
I'll give you the key to the cage so you’ll be able to free yourself, and you will also be able to 
free the anthro you’re trying to save. Then, you collect your gear, and all three of us can escape. 
You have a getaway of some sort?” 

Arcades answered the human’s question, ““Yeah, two of my men have an armored-up 
SUV that’s relatively close by. When I get the HVI, I'll call them up, and they’re supposed to 
come and pick us up. We also have a sniper team that’s about half a kilometer out in order to 
cover our escape. Then we get to the airport. We have an HH-60 waiting for us there.” Johnny 
nodded as he understood Arcades’ escape plan. Johnny then said, “I can bring you down there 
and distract the others to buy you some time. They shouldn’t know that we’re gone until it’s too 
late.” Arcades was liking Johnny’s plan. Arcades accepted Johnny’s idea, ““Your idea sounds 
good. We should do it.” Johnny nodded and then asked, “How did you get out of those cuffs in 
the first place?” Arcades smiled as he silently took out the ZAK Tools key from his back pocket. 
The key had other keys hanging off of it, some were irregularly shaped. “I have the keys to 
almost all handcuff types here. These open all manufacturers I know of, including internationally 


made handcuffs.” Arcades said as he showed Johnny his key collection. Johnny chuckled, “Man, 


you have quite the collection there. Hey, I need to go get some stuff I have stashed in a different 
room. It’ll help us get down there.” Arcades then said, “Alright, II] wait here.” 

Johnny left the room, and Arcades pocketed his keychain. The fox moved back over to 
the bed and examined all of the tactical gear he had laid out. Arcades took a PTT device and 
plugged it into the radio. He then inserted the transceiver into one of the Multicam pouches that 
was strapped onto the battle belt. The fox grabbed the MOLLE holster that held the suppressed 
Ruger and attached it onto the right side of the battle belt. To make things easier for himself, 
Arcades laced the wire through the MOLLE webbing in order to prevent the cords from 
becoming snagged or tangled. After he finished, he plugged in the PTT device into a headset. He 
flipped the chest rig over and made sure that he had a couple spare magazines for the Ruger 
despite the fact that he did not plan on shooting anybody. After confirming this, Arcades tested 
on the chest rig in order to make sure it was still adjusted fit him. He pulled on some straps to 
accomodate for his skinny body before making sure that there were no unfastened Multicam 
straps. Arcades felt for the dump pouch that was situated on his seven-o'clock side. He was 
satisfied with his setup and removed the chest rig. Right after Arcades finished, he heard the door 
unlock and open again. 

Johnny stepped back inside and was carrying a duffel bag. Johnny moved next to the bed 
and sat the duffel bag on top of the bed. Arcades was going to ask of the bag’s contents, but 
Johnny had already unzipped it before he was able to ask the question. Johnny began to remove 
the contents of the bag and lay them on the bed next to Arcades’ tactical gear. Arcades watched 
as Johnny sat a pair of shackles on the bed, a pair of hinged handcuffs, and a fox muzzle on the 
bed. When Arcades noticed the fox muzzle he asked, “A fox muzzle? But why?” Johnny sighed 


before saying, “Look, man... They want the anthros they capture to be bound and gagged at all 


times.” Arcades then said, “I’m not complaining. I honestly don’t mind. I was just asking why.” 
Johnny waited a moment before saying, “Oh. So, if it ain’t a problem for you, I guess it should 
be alright. Anyways, you can put your stuff in this bag, I'll put you in this stuff and we’ll head 
down there.” The fox began to load his tactical gear into the empty duffel bag and zipped the bag 
up once he was finished. Arcades then picked up the restraints and identified both of them as 
being Smith & Wesson brand restraints. Arcades was quite fond of the S&W shackles because of 
their oblong shape that lowered the risk of injury from being shackled. The fox sat the restraints 
back on the bed and said to Johnny, “You should tighten these to where you can fit your index 
and middle fingers inside. I don’t like it when they’re too tight. Also, make sure the keyholes are 
facing the same direction as my hands, so that I can remove them easier. And make sure that 
muzzle ain’t too tight.” Johnny acknowledged Arcades before asking, “Are you ready to start?” 
Arcades nodded. 

Arcades turned around to face away from Johnny, and he placed his hands behind his 
back to allow the human to restrain him. Once again, Arcades felt the familiar sensation of metal 
closing around his furry wrists. Once the fox heard the ratcheting sounds cease, he felt two 
fingers being pushed in around his wrists. “Yeah, that feels fine,” Arcades said, “You should 
double-lock them; I don’t want them tightening on me when I’m escaping.” Johnny grabbed 
Arcades’ cuffed hands and asked, “How do I do that?” Arcades could not see the cuffs behind his 
back but tried to tell Johnny from memory, “There should be some pins on the side of the cuffs 
that you can push in with the other side of the key. Most modern models have that feature as 
standard. I know the Smith and Wesson ones have it for sure.” Johnny could not find what the 


captive fox was asking him to do. 


After waiting a few more moments, Arcades asked, “Can’t find it?” Johnny replied with, 
“Nope. I don’t see it.” Arcades then asked, “Can I try and do it myself?” Johnny stepped back 
and said, “Sure, if you can reach it.” The fox stepped forwards before pushing his cuffed hands 
past his tail and then past his lower body. He stepped over his cuffed hands and was able to bring 
them in front of himself. He dropped his keychain on the floor and picked it up once he got down 
on his knees again. Arcades flipped the key upside down and pressed the double-lock pin down, 
engaging it. Johnny noticed what Arcades did, “Oh, that’s what you were looking for. Also, I 
have to hand it to you, you’re pretty good at still doing stuff while restrained. You spent a lot of 
time in those?” 

Arcades paused and looked up at Johnny, “Well.. Some would consider it a good amount 
of time... Can you hand the me the those legcuffs?” Johnny sat the shackles in front of Arcades, 
and he got off of his knees in order to have his bare feet out to be cuffed. As the fox was locking 
his ankles in the legcuffs while already having his wrists locked together, Johnny asked, “You’re 
barefoot. Is there a reason for that?” Arcades continued to shackle himself while he answered, 
“There actually is a reason. Well... Multiple reasons. I'll have to tell you later.” Johnny did not 
respond. After Arcades double-locked his shackles, he stood back up, and he moved his hands 
behind his back again. Once he moved his hands past his tail, he pocketed the keychain again, 
and he said, “Alright. I’m ready to be muzzled.” Johnny retrieved the muzzle from the bed and 
placed it over Arcades’ mouth. Johnny pulled the center strap, and this clamped down on 
Arcades’ mouth to prevent him from speaking. Johnny then snapped the back strap together and 
tightened it to fit the fox’s head. Once the human finished, he asked, “Is that too tight for you?” 


The captive fox shook his head to indicate a no, and then the captor asked, “I guess we’re ready 


to go now. By the way, if we see people on the way there, I’Il have to act like a dick to you. Pll 
try my best to not rough you up too much.” 

The silenced fox gave out a muffled whine, but did not protest. Johnny picked up the 
duffel bag, and he threw the strap around his body. The human captor then grabbed the handcuffs 
by the hinges with his left hand, and he opened the door with his right hand. Since nobody was in 
the hall, Johnny gently led Arcades down the hall towards the elevators. Arcades felt very 
vulnerable since he was not only in handcuffs, he was in shackles too. He was also barefoot, so 
such a combination made him feel completely defenseless. However, he knew he was not 
completely helpless, and that feeling alleviated some of the stress he was feeling. 

When the two approached the elevators, one of them opened, and a couple humans 
exited. When they noticed the captive, the captor gave the fox a swift shove into the elevator. 
Johnny bluntly said, “Get in there dickface!” Arcades knocked his head on the elevator on his 
way in, and he produced an audible grunt as a result. When the elevator closed, Johnny inserted 
his keycard into a hidden slot, and he pressed a button combination. The elevator made two dings 
before it began to descend. As the elevator was descending, Johnny asked, “Hey, are you alright? 
Did that hurt you?” Arcades was leaning against the side of the elevator and let out, “Mhmm 
hmmm...” Johnny gently grabbed Arcades’ shoulder and said, “Look man, I’m sorry. No hard 
feelings, right?” Arcades stood up straight and gave an affirmative nod. 

The elevator made two dings again, and the doors began to open. As the doors were 
opening, Johnny grabbed Arcades’ cuffs and forced him forwards. The captive fox compliantly 
moved forwards, but was still being purposely treated as if he was resisting. The fox noticed 
several other members of the crime syndicate. Arcades recognized many of the weapons the 


henchmen were carrying as being small 9mm automatic weapons. Most of them were carrying 


MAC-10s, SUB-2000s, and TEC-9s. When the group saw Johnny walking in with Arcades, they 
approached. Once they got close, the captor forced his captive to stop walking. When Arcades 
stopped walking, he got down on his knees. The henchman carrying the SUB-2000 spoke first, 
“Johnny, where have you been? The Foundation is going to be here in an hour or two to pick up 
the anthro they’re gonna pay for.” Before Johnny could answer, the henchman noticed Arcades, 
who was still kneeling in front of Johnny, “Hey, is that another red fox? This one is black! How 
much do you think the Foundation would pay for him? You know that they’re paying a lot for 
anthro red foxes.” Johnny went along with the plan, “Uhh... Do you think that they would pay 
more to get this one and the one we already got?” The henchman wielding a Beretta M12 spoke, 
“Can’t hurt to try. We could sell him off later if they don’t buy him... Put him in the cage with 
the other one.” Johnny heard what he needed to hear, “Sure. Ill go and do that now.” Johnny 
pulled Arcades by the hinges on the handcuffs again and forced him to stand up. 

Johnny opened the door to a small room, and in the middle of the room stood a cage 
which a bound and gagged female anthro fox was laying in. When she heard the door opening, 
she directed her attention to the dark gray fox that was being forcefully moved into the room that 
stood the cage. Johnny closed the door behind him once he entered the room, and he dropped off 
the duffel bag beside the cage. Johnny then pushed Arcades down on his knees while he 
unlocked the cage’s padlock. After the cage was unlocked, Johnny discreetly placed one of his 
keys inside of Arcades’ pocket which held his keychain. Johnny then forced Arcades inside of 
the cage and locked it shut with the padlock. Johnny exited the small room. The room had no 
windows, and this would prove to be convenient for Arcades to escape. 

Arcades sat on his knees next to the female fox, and he wasted no time as he shuffled 


through his back pocket in search of his keychain. He grabbed the key and inserted it into the 


hole. He turned the key backwards to disengage the double-lock first, and then he turned the key 
in the other direction to undo the regular lock. Arcades repeated the same process with his other 
wrist and went to remove the fox muzzle from his face. After he removed the muzzle, he softly 
spoke in a gentle tone to the female fox, “Hey, I’m with Fox Security. I’m here to get you out. 
I’m not going to let them sell you.” Arcades noticed that the vixen displayed a relieved 
expression with her eyes, as a ballgag had been shoved in her mouth to prevent her from 
speaking. Arcades found this oddity very strange, as he was silenced with a fox muzzle instead. 
After he finished removing the shackles he was wearing, he began to remove the restraints from 
the vixen. The vixen had her wrists cuffed with a pair of rigid ASP handcuffs. Her wrists were 
also crossed to further limit her mobility, and Arcades recognized this as the ‘stack’ position. 
Once Arcades freed the vixen’s arms, he worked on freeing her legs. The vixen had also 
been kept barefoot, but Arcades did not know if she was forced to be or chose to be. After the 
metal restraints had been removed from the vixen, Arcades removed the gag that was in her 
mouth. When she was freed, she immediately went to embrace Arcades out of thankfulness. 
Arcades wondered what they were doing to her. The vixen did not want to let go of the fox who 
rescued her, but Arcades said, “Look, you can thank me later. How about we get out first?” As 
Arcades was looking for the key to the padlock, he heard the vixen speak, “Please get me out of 
here.” Her voice was very shaky and was filled with uneasiness. Arcades attempted to calm her 
down, “You got a name? You can call me Arcades.” The vixen did not respond, but Arcades still 
continued to work on escaping the cage. The fox grabbed the padlock through the bars of the 
cage and placed the key inside. The cage door opened, and Arcades stood up in order to step out. 
The vixen was still inside the cage, and Arcades asked, “Can you walk?” The vixen nodded, and 


Arcades went to the duffel bag which was inside the room. 


The fox grabbed the assembled chest rig and battle belt system, and he threw the gear 
over his chest. He placed the earpiece over his right ear, and he switched on the transceiver. 
Arcades then removed the Ruger handgun from his holster, and he chambered a round. He also 
went ahead and enabled the red dot sight. Once he finished, he stood up and moved close to the 
door. Arcades turned to the vixen who had already exited the cage, “Stay close to me and keep 
quiet. My guy should be distracting the other guards.” Arcades slowly opened the door and 
stepped outside of the room. As he looked around the underground chamber, there were no 
people in sight. Arcades motioned for the vixen to follow him, and he cautiously peeked around 
a corner. The fox noticed a security camera. He drew the handgun from his holster and prepared 
to take aim at the camera. He was trying to figure out the best way to disable the camera without 
the operator seeing him. Arcades shifted his body to face the wall, and he lined his right eye up 
with the red dot sight of the handgun. He brought the handgun closer to his body and leaned to 
the right while trying to expose the least amount of his body as possible. After lining up the 
camera with the red dot, he squeezed the trigger. Sparks flew off of the camera and the lens 
shattered. Though the handgun was fitted with a suppressor and was chambered in .22 Long 
Rifle, it was still audibly heard. Arcades holstered his handgun before saying, “They probably 
heard that. We better hurry up.” 

“Did you guys hear that? That sounded like gunfire.” One of the henchmen said as he 
raised his TEC-9 to a ready position. Johnny grabbed an H&K MP5 from a weapons case and 
checked the chamber to assure a round was loaded. He knew what was going on, so he excused 
himself, “Ill go check it out.” Before any of the other henchmen could say anything else, Johnny 
was already out the door. Johnny made his way into the main room and saw the door to the 


holding room had been opened. He looked around, but did not see Arcades. After a few seconds, 


Arcades emerged from cover. Once Johnny recognized him, he lowered his MP5. The fox 
approached Johnny and asked, “You ready to get out of here?” Johnny nodded, and Arcades 
spoke on the radio, “Alpha One-Actual, this is Arcades. We have the HVI and are awaiting exfil. 
What is your ETA? Over.” After a few seconds, he heard the response, “Copy Arcades. We are 
approximately two minutes out. Be ready when we get there. Out.” Johnny could not hear the 
output from Arcades’ headset, so the fox relayed the information to him. 

After he did this, the fox asked, “So, what’s the best way out of here?” Johnny said, 
“Follow me. I can get you to the surface.” When Johnny began to proceed, Arcades checked 
behind him in order to make sure that the vixen was still following. Johnny moved to a door 
which was on the opposite side of the large chamber. Behind the door was a staircase, which led 
up to a hidden side exit of the hotel-casino. After they exited the hotel-casino, the group stayed 
hidden while waiting for the vehicle to return. Arcades spoke, “I don’t have a watch, so I’m 
waiting for them to radio in to us.” Almost immediately after he made his statement, Arcades 
heard a voice in his headset, “This is Alpha One-Actual, we are approaching the rendezvous 
point. Over.” When Arcades heard this, he replied, “Copy. If you can, move in front of the 
alleyway. That’s where we’re at. Over.” The vehicle driver then said, “Roger. We’ll be there in 
about fifteen seconds. Out.” After Arcades finished his short conversation, Johnny said, “We 
gotta get going. I can hear them coming up the stairwell.” After searching for something to 
barricade the door with, Arcades said, “We have nothing to block the door with. Let’s move 
closer to the street. They should be there any second now.” Johnny concealed his MP5 under his 
jacket, and as they were moving to the street, a gray Toyota 4Runner pulled up. Arcades smiled, 


“That’s our ride. Let’s get in!” Arcades opened the door, and he allowed the vixen to enter first. 


Johnny soon followed after the vixen entered. After confirming that everybody was aboard, 
Arcades entered and closed the door. 

The driver let off of the brake and hastily accelerated back into traffic. The passenger 
turned around and noticed Johnny, ““Who’s this, Arcades?” Arcades knew he was talking about 
Johnny, “That’s a new ally. He joined our side.” The passenger gave Johnny a handshake and 
said, “Welcome to Fox Security.” The passenger turned back around, but the driver noticed 
something in the rear view mirror. “Those guys in the car are aiming at us. Get down.” Arcades 
grabbed the vixen’s head and pushed her down before placing his elbow on her back to prevent 
her from rising back up. Arcades announced, ““We’ve got company!” before the pursuing vehicle 
began to fire at the SUV. Shots ricocheted off of the road and the hidden armor under the SUV 
caught some more rounds. Johnny grabbed the MP5 from underneath his jacket and flicked the 
safety off before looking for a place to return fire from. Johnny rolled down the side window and 
leaned out of the window while still holding his MP5. Once he was able to obtain a sightline, 
Johnny began to return fire at the car. After emptying a magazine into the hood of the car, 
Johnny pulled himself back in, and he proceeded to reload the MPS. “They’ve got armored 
plating on their car! We’re gonna have to try and lose them,” Arcades spoke after he saw the 
impact points on the vehicle’s hood. 

The driver pressed harder on the gas pedal and carefully avoided the traffic on the Las 
Vegas Strip. Many drivers were steering out of the way from the sound of the gunfire, which left 
the SUV a path to drive through. Arcades looked at the KRISS Vector which was still being held 
in a pouch behind the driver’s seat and said, “Johnny, protect the HVI. I’m going to try and use 
the Vector to do what I can to disable the hostile vehicle.” Johnny saw Arcades remove the 


Vector from the pouch and said, “They’ve got armor. Is that going to do anything to the car?” 


Arcades flipped the stock of the Vector out and flipped the safety switch off, “I’m going to shoot 
at their windows. Though they’re probably using bullet resistant glass, the cracks should make it 
hard for them to see out of.” Johnny held the vixen after Arcades released her and said, “Alright. 
Good luck.” The fox placed a few extra magazines into the pouches on his chest rig, and he 
enabled the EOTech sight on the Vector. Arcades then said to the passenger, “Open up the 
sunroof.” The passenger had heard what Arcades was going to do, and he pressed up the button 
to open the sunroof. 

The fox slid the cover of the sunroof back, and he placed one foot on the center console. 
He then was looking for a place to set his other foot on. He looked at the passenger again, and he 
came up with another idea, “Hold my left ankle. Make sure I don’t fall, alright?” Arcades sat his 
left foot on the passenger seat, and the passenger wrapped his arm around Arcades’ ankle. Before 
Arcades rose up, he decided he could balance better in his position if he gripped his weapon left- 
handed. Arcades held the pistol grip in his left hand, and he held the foregrip with his right hand 
when he transitioned shoulders. Shots fired by the hostile vehicle were continuous, and the 
gunfire did not cease. Arcades ignored this, and he stood up. The fox used his strong left eye to 
look through the EOTech sight, and he quickly targeted the windshield of the pursuing vehicle 
even under the low-light conditions. 

Arcades squeezed the trigger, and he began firing at the windshield. Arcades forgot that 
the weapon was set to fully-automatic, and some rounds landed on the roof of the car. The fox let 
go of the trigger, and he squatted down while he flipped the fire selector switch to semi- 
automatic. Once he finished, he raised back up again to fire at the car. This time, Arcades placed 
more shots on the windshield rather than the hood. None of the rounds made it past the glass, but 


more cracks were being formed on the glass. Arcades completely emptied a magazine and 


deposited it in his dump pouch. He then squatted as he replaced the magazine and pulled the 
charging handle. Once Arcades finished his combat reload, the fox stood back up and proceeded 
to open fire again. The vehicle’s windshield was now full of cracks, but the henchmen continued 
to return fire back at Arcades. When the fox saw the men emerge from the vehicle, he squatted 
back down to avoid getting shot. He made sure that his entire head was protected by the vehicle 
and that his ears were not poking out of the sunroof. 

“T can’t see anything!” The driver of the pursuing vehicle exclaimed. He then heard 
sirens, and he could see red and blue flashing lights reflected off the damaged windshield. 
Knowing the dangers of incoming gunfire, the driver poked his head out of the car’s side 
window. However, he had accidentally pulled the steering wheel to the left. As he looked out of 
the car, he noticed a tan and black police SUV incoming. The passenger saw and yelled, 
“WOAH! You’re gonna hit it!” as he dropped the magazine of his Beretta M12. The driver 
yanked the steering wheel to the right, but it was already too late. The car impacted right in the 
nose of the police SUV. Airbags deployed on both vehicles, and they quickly came to a stop. The 
policeman stepped out of the car, Glock in hand, and he began to fire at the two henchmen. 

The passenger of the armored vehicle stood up, chambered a round into his M12, and 
squeezed the trigger. The policeman took several rounds to the chest, and he fell backwards as a 
result of getting shot. Just then, the passenger’s weapon jammed before he could finish the 
policeman off. As the passenger racked the charging handle of his weapon, he could hear the 
policeman call for reinforcements as he scooted away, “Shots fired on the Strip! Need support!” 
Suddenly, the passenger collapsed, and a distant gunshot was heard soon after. The driver had a 
general idea of where the shot came from, but he would not be able to return fire with his Hi- 


Point 995 carbine. Another police vehicle arrived, and the driver opened fire at them with his Hi- 


Point carbine. As soon as the police car stopped, an officer stepped out with an M4A1 and 
returned fire. The henchman was struck in the chest eight times and collapsed. “Both suspects 
down,” the officer announced as he kept his sights trained on the two bodies of the henchman. 

A support officer stood behind the door of the vehicle and asked, “Who got the other 
guy?” The first officer responded, “A sniper did. I think he was from Fox Security.” The support 
officer then noticed that the first officer was bleeding from a gunshot wound. “Officer down! 
Start EMS to the Strip.” The officer moved to the downed policeman and began to examine his 
injuries. “I’ve been hit. The vest took most of the rounds, but I’m hit in the arm. I think they only 
had 9mm weapons. The officer then asked, “Who were they shooting at?” The wounded officer 
responded, “It was a gray 4Runner. It has gunshots all over the back of it. I think that was the 
SUV that Fox Security said they were going to use for their rescue mission tonight.” More police 
vehicles soon began to arrive at the scene. 

“Looks like you got that guy. Nice shot” the spotter said as he looked through the 
rangefinder. The sniper cycled the action of the rifle and ejected the spent shell casing. The 
sniper then asked, “Do you have eyes on Arcades’ vehicle?” The spotter looked through his 
scope, but he did not spot the vehicle. “Nope. I lost it. We should get going, they’re probably 
really close to the airport by now.” The sniper stood up, enabled the safety on his rifle and folded 
up the bipod before placing the trunk of their vehicle. The spotter then stood up, and he moved to 
their vehicle after putting his equipment up. The spotter notified Arcades via radio, “Arcades, 
this is Alpha Two. We’re on the move to the airport. We’ll meet you there. You’ll be without 
sniper support until then. Over.” As they started the vehicle, they removed their helmets and 


plate carriers, and they placed them into the back of the car alongside their weapons. 


“Solid copy, Alpha Two. We’ll meet you there. Out.” Arcades moved to the backseat of 
the SUV, and he sat down. He disabled the EOTech sight, folded the stock, and placed the 
suppressed weapon back into the pouch on the driver seat. Arcades informed the occupants of 
what happened, “The enemy vehicle is done for. The police should not be following us, and our 
sniper team is going to meet us at the airport. Looks like we are in the clear now.” Johnny finally 
released the vixen, and Arcades asked the group, “Is everyone alright?” The occupants of the 
vehicle began to sound off to confirm that they are uninjured. Arcades sat back in his seat, and he 
took a sigh of relief. He then asked the driver, “Do we have an ETA for the airport?” The human 
driver replied to the fox, “Yeah, we’ll be there in about five minutes.” 

Arcades turned around and saw that the SUV’s bullet resistant glass had cracks all over it. 
“T’m glad we had that glass. Otherwise, we'd all be dead” Johnny said. Arcades smiled at Johnny 
and said, “We should thank God we all made it out unharmed.” Arcades then turned to the only 
other anthro in the vehicle, “You’re safe now. We’ll bring you to our base, and then we’ll get 
you home soon. Alright?” The vixen finally spoke, “Thank you.” Arcades then said, “Don’t 
thank me. Thank the one who sent me.” The vixen did not say anything back to Arcades. 
Arcades removed the two Vector magazines from the pouches on his chest rig and placed the 
mags back into the sack on the driver’s seat. He then sat up in order to remove the spent 
magazine from the dump pouch on his belt. After doing so, he waited for their vehicle to arrive at 
the airport. 

Arcades felt the vehicle make a left turn, and he peeked out of the window to see that 
they had now arrived at the airport. When the driver stopped at the gate, he held out a badge, and 
the guard opened the gate for them. Driving down a small road near the tarmac, Arcades saw the 


HH-60 Pave Hawk parked on a helipad. The helicopter was dark gray with a Fox Security logo 


near the rear of the fuselage. The logo was a black, gray, and red triangle. The logo also included 
the name of the company, which was superimposed over the rest of the logo. The SUV parked by 
the helicopter, and the occupants all began to disembark from the vehicle. Arcades grabbed the 
bag that included the KRISS Vector on his way out. A human wearing a full Multicam kit armed 
with a SCAR-L opened the side doors of the helicopter and stepped out of the Pave Hawk. 
Arcades helped the vixen board the helicopter before Johnny entered the helicopter. Arcades 
removed his chest rig, battle belt, and handgun, and he placed all of those items with the Vector. 
Arcades then spoke to the human wearing the Multicam kit, “Our sniper spotter team should be 
getting here soon. Is this helicopter ready to fly?” The man responded, “Sure is, boss. We’ve got 
a full tank and we’ll be RTB as soon as they get here.” The fox nodded and returned to the SUV 
to make sure that nothing was left behind. 

Arcades reached in one of the seat pockets, and he pulled out his Bible. Arcades sighed in 
relief and said to himself, “Can’t leave this behind.” Arcades pocketed his Bible in his Multicam 
Black pants and continued to search the vehicle for anything else he could have left behind. After 
he was finished, he closed the doors, and he saw that the sniper spotter team had just arrived. The 
gray car stopped, and the two men stepped out. The sniper asked, “Mission accomplished, boss?” 
Arcades gave a smile and replied, “We did it. Everybody did a great job tonight.” The sniper 
opened the trunk of the car, and Arcades then said, “Ill help you get your stuff into the 
chopper.” He went over to the trunk and pulled out the Remington 700 before placing it in the 
polymer weapon case that was already in the trunk. 

Arcades then threw the sniper’s plate carrier on top of the case, and he carried it to the 
helicopter. Johnny was already sitting in one of the seats and so was the vixen. Arcades sat the 


case on the ground and remembered that he had other items that were still in his pockets. 


Arcades opened his pocket, and he pulled out a small collection of handcuffs that Johnny had 
used on him earlier. Arcades noticed that Johnny was looking at him, and the fox asked, “Can I 
keep these?” Johnny nodded, “Sure. I don’t mind.” Arcades smiled as he placed the handcuffs 
into the dump pouch that was still attached to the battle belt under his seat. Arcades then saw the 
spotter enter the helicopter, and he placed his CZ Scorpion EVO under a seat which a helmet and 
plate carrier was sitting under. Arcades then asked the spotter, “Is that everything out of your 
car? Ours is emptied out.” The spotter stood back up, “That’s everything we got, boss.” The fox 
said, “Good. I don’t want anything to be left behind. A couple CH-53Ks are supposed to come 
by to airlift the cars back to base. However, they’re not coming until the morning.” The spotter 
acknowledged the fox, and he then took his seat in the helicopter. 

The fox stepped out one last time, and he confirmed that everybody was aboard the 
helicopter. He counted the six people that came with him out of downtown, and he made sure 
that they were all in the helicopter. Arcades said to himself, “Alright. That’s everybody. 
Excellent.” The fox boarded the helicopter, and he informed the human with the FN SCAR-L, 
“We’re all set. Ready when you are.” The human then went to the pilots and relayed the fox’s 
message, “We’re set to go.” The pilot turned a few dials, flipped a few switches and prepared the 
ignition process for the helicopter’s engines. The man with the SCAR-L took his seat, and 
Arcades closed the aircraft doors before taking his seat as well. The fox fastened his seatbelt and 
waited for the helicopter to lift from the ground. Lights inside the cabin illuminated the 
occupants of the helicopter. The blades began to spin faster, and the pilot pulled the throttle lever 
forwards. The HH-60 generated lift, and the helicopter then left the ground. 

Now airborne, the helicopter yawed before pitching downwards to cause the rotorcraft to 


gain forward velocity. Arcades looked out of the window and saw the Downtown Las Vegas 


skyline. Even after what occurred during the night, business was still progressing as normal. He 
couldn’t tell if the police were still at the Strip where the exchange of gunfire took place, but he 
assumed that they were still there. They still had a few vehicles and a few bodies to clean up. 
However, the flashing lights of the buildings were continuing as if business was usual. Once the 
Pave Hawk had left the area, Arcades looked back to see everyone in the cabin. Most of the 
occupants were planning on sleeping during the flight back to base. After all, it was going to be a 
good few hours before they would arrive back at base. However, Arcades was never one who 
slept on flights. The fox opened his other pocket, and he removed his Bible. The light in the 
helicopter was bright enough for Arcades to read the pages. Deciding what to read, he flipped 
around the Old Testament before stopping at the Book of Exodus. Arcades thought it would be 
good to read about the Exodus again, but before he started, he decided to pray to God before 
starting. Arcades bowed his head, closed his eyes and prayed. After he finished praying, he 


opened back up his Bible and began to read. 


Chapter 2 


Black Gold 


“This snowstorm is too intense. I can hardly see where I’m going!” Arcades exclaimed as 
he and Johnny were walking through a snowstorm in Alaska. Arcades’ Oakley glasses were 
covered in snow, and he wiped them with his Oakley gloves. However, this only smeared his 
glasses, which further impacted his vision. “Hold on a minute, I gotta reconfigure something” 
Arcades alerted Johnny as he stopped, and he looked at his watch. The sun would rise in a few 
hours. Arcades flipped down his EOTech GPNVG- 18s, and he activated them to hopefully get a 
better view of the dark tundra. Arcades could see a bit better, but it wasn’t great. Arcades then 
spoke to Johnny, “Hey, using your NVGs can help you see a bit. Use them if you want to.” 
Johnny flipped down his L3 Technologies PSQ-36s and could now see Arcades a bit more 
clearly. Arcades continued, and he brushed some leaves off of his Multicam Alpine G4 pants. 

For this operation, both operators wore a Multicam Alpine G4 combat uniform, but they 
still had their regular Multicam gear over their uniforms. Despite the weather conditions, 
Arcades was still not wearing any footwear. When Johnny had questioned him about that, 
Arcades told him that he was not cold. However, Johnny did not believe him. As the anthro and 
the human continued through the snow, Arcades looked upwards, and he noticed a building that 
was only a few hundred meters out. “Heh, would you look at that. It looks like some sort of FOB 
or something.” Johnny moved to the vantage point that the fox was observing from, “Who’s 


FOB is that?” Arcades took a closer look at the building, but the NVGs and the snow made it 


hard to determine what flag was being flown above it. “I wanna say that’s one of Castle Defense 
Industries’ FOBs, but I’m not entirely sure.” Johnny remembered what Arcades had told him 
about the company. “Those guys are all human, right? They don’t hire anthros?” 

Arcades decided to take a break, and he sat down on his knees. “Yeah. That’s one of the 
reasons why they got so big over the years. It’s a shame that many humans think they are greater 
than anthros. Anyways, even though they’re the largest European company, they’re international. 
If you see any tan colored Soviet vehicles, they’re likely from CDI.” Johnny was halfway paying 
attention to what his boss was saying since he was mainly trying to stay warm. He was not an 
anthro, so he did not have any fur on him to keep him warm. Arcades placed the stock of his 
Salient Arms GRY rifle on the icy ground and began to make prints in the ground with the stock. 
Arcades looked behind himself and noticed his own footprints were also printed on the ground. 
When Johnny saw that the fox was looking at his own footprints he said, “I never understood 
why some of you anthros like to go barefoot.” Arcades directed his attention to Johnny and 
replied, “You’re gonna have to remind me to tell you my reason later.” 

“Sir, we’ve got no signal here. Not during this snowstorm,” the radio operator spoke with 
the FOB commander. The commander banged his fist on the table in frustration, “Dammit. We 
need to have those comms up today! I don’t care if all hell is breaking loose!” Another human 
was standing near a window, watching the snowstorm, “Well... I think our unit can handle a few 
anthros by themselves. What company were they with again? Wasn’t it a small one?” The radio 
operator answered the question, ““Yeah, they were a small company. Nothing too dangerous.” 
The commander was still frustrated, “Then, what is happening to all of the units that we’ve been 
sending? We send them out, but they never return!” The room was silent, but the commander 


eventually continued, “Show me the image that our last team sent out before they went dark.” 


The radio operator rolled his chair over to a computer and opened a grainy image. The 
commander leaned forwards and examined the image. “Those guys don’t even look like anthros. 
Out of all of the companies that we know about, nobody can identify where they’re from?” The 
radio operator then said, “Sir, with all due respect. Those guys have been ambushing our men as 
they have been trying to secure the rest of the area. They’re very skilled, well armed, and they 
don’t take prisoners. The only intel we have on them is that they’re wearing blue and black.” 
The commander shook his head before moving away from the radio operator, ““We’re 
contracted to protect this part of Alaska in order for the oil company to drill. However, we’ve 
only been losing men left and right. Now, we have some anthros showing up, and they think they 
can take that contract away from us. I want all of those freaks-of-nature dead.” The radio 
operator did not say anything, but the other man gave an optimistic response, “Then, our combat 
unit should not have any problems with three anthros that breached our perimeter. You said those 
blue and black guys weren’t anthros. Right?” The commander only said, “Well, I suppose so.” 
“Don’t worry bro, we'll be out of the storm soon” a brown and gray wolf reassured his 
brother, a light gray wolf. “I sure hope so. I’ve been freezing out here, Jack.” Jack responded, 
“Ah, come on, Jason. You did alright yesterday and the night before.” Jason took a pause before 
saying, “Well, we didn’t have a snowstorm yesterday, either.” An anthro snow leopard then 
spoke up, “Alright Barter brothers, time to quit talking for now. We’re about to enter a building. 
I don’t know who’s all in there, but I’d rather not come home in a body bag.” Jack replied, 
“Look Rodney, we haven’t seen anyone for days. Ever since we left the city, it’s been nothing 
but a blank tundra. Mate, we ain’t gonna see anything special in that building.” Rodney shook 
his head and lifted his goggles off of his eyes before placing them on his helmet. “I guess we’ll 


just sleep in that building for the rest of the night before proceeding. It really sucks when nobody 


has a vehicle to take us directly to where we need to go.” Jack chuckled, “Yeah? Well, it really 
sucks when nobody could get to us anyways. There’s a huge snowstorm, mate.” 

Rodney was getting irritated, “They had to put me with the Australians. Didn’t they?” 
Jack decided to banter back, “At least I’m not a Canadian. Be glad you ain’t too far from home, 
mate. We came all the way from the land down under!” The snow leopard gave the brown wolf a 
slight shove with the stock of his rifle, “That’s enough, Jack. Let’s just set up shop in there. I 
think that’s an abandoned building. They don’t even have outside lights on. We’Il sleep in there 
tonight, and then we’ll make it to camp tomorrow.” The small fireteam moved to a metal door. 
Jason attempted to open the door, but it did not budge. “I think it’s locked.” Rodney was still 
frustrated, “Fantastic. We get to freeze out here.” Jack was tired of hearing Rodney complain, 
“How about I just get us in here. One locked door can’t be too much of a big deal. Ain’t that 
right, mate?” 

The snow leopard stood back while the wolf used his black combat boot to deliver a kick 
to the door. The door still did not open, and Jack shrugged, “Heh. Worth a shot, right?” Rodney 
shook his head in disapproval, and he was steadily losing his patience. “Time to use the 
masterkey.” The snow leopard removed a short Mossberg 500 that was hanging from his green 
backpack and placed the muzzle of it against the door handle. Before pulling the trigger, he 
placed his black goggles back over his eyes, and he motioned for the wolf brothers to stand clear. 
Jason covered his ears, but Jack just stood and watched as Rodney pulled the trigger. The door 
deformed from the blast and the handle was now able to be removed. Rodney racked the 
shotgun, and a spent shell casing from the shotgun fell on the snow. The snow leopard opened 
the door and allowed the wolf brothers to enter the building. He then followed inside after they 


entered. Once the trio entered the building, Jack closed the door behind them in order to prevent 


more cold air from entering. Jack stopped for a moment, and he brushed the snow off of his 
Kryptek Mandrake uniform. The fireteam was wearing Kryptek Mandrake uniforms with olive 
drab and black equipment. Rodney put away his shotgun and held up his MK18 Mod 1. Jack 
looked at his Australian made Steyr AUG and pulled the charging handle back halfway in order 
to make sure a round was chambered. Jason did not examine his M4A1 SOPMOD Block 2, 
rather he only followed the rest of the fireteam. As the fireteam ascended a small flight of stairs, 
they noticed that the interior had lights that were on. Jack commented, “Huh. Looks like they at 
least got power on. I know some abandoned places never disable their lights.” 

“What was that noise? Did somebody just try to break in?” The radio operator said as he 
heard a somewhat distant noise through the semi-thick walls. The commander looked at the 
operator and ordered, “Quickly, look at the cameras. Let’s go!” While the radio operator was 
loading the camera feed, the commander went to a nearby locker, and he began to remove some 
equipment from it. He placed a FAST helmet on his head and threw a tan plate carrier over his 
ranger green uniform. He then removed an FDE colored Remington ACR from the locker and 
placed a magazine in the lower receiver. Once a magazine was seated in the rifle, he pulled the 
charging handle backwards to load a round into the chamber. The commander then said to the 
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man by the window, “Don’t just stand there! Get going!” The human quickly went to another 
locker and began to arm himself as well. He grabbed a tan plate carrier and donned it. He then 
fitted Peltor Comtacs on the FAST helmet before placing the helmet on his head complete with 
the headset. He plugged in a Motorola radio and enabled it. After he was armored up, he 
removed an FDE CZ 805 BREN from the locker and placed a STANAG magazine into the 


magwell. The trooper chambered a round and was now ready to engage hostiles alongside his 


commander. 


“Bossman, can you remind me why we’re here again?” Johnny asked Arcades as they 
continued to move forwards. “Yeah. Some people have apparently gone missing around these 
parts. If we find out what happened to them and do something about that, then we get paid.” 
Johnny then asked, “Ain’t there some sort of oil drilling operation that’s happening?” Arcades 
continued, “Yeah, there is one that they have going on. But, that’s not our mission. We’re not 
going to interfere with that.” Johnny asked another question, ““We’re looking for missing 
humans, right?” Arcades nodded, “Uh-huh. If we can’t find them, then they’re presumed to be 
KIA.” Johnny became curious, “What organization is supposed to pay us if we find them?” 
Arcades gave a response that confused Johnny, “CDI is supposed to.” Johnny was silent for a 
moment. “Why CDI? You know how they feel about us anthros.” The fox was expecting such a 
response, “It’s an open contract. Whoever completes it gets paid. They’ve had quite a few people 
go missing over the past month. That’s why I think that FOB up there belongs to them. However, 
I don’t really think any of them are left in there. I don’t see any vehicles nearby that they would 
own. Here, we’ll check in there just in case.” Johnny continued to walk with the fox. They were 
getting closer and closer to the building. 

“We can see three anthros on the screen. Looks like one feline type and two canine types. 
I think those two are wolves,” the radio operator said as he switched through the cameras. The 
commander wanted to have more manpower sweep out the FOB, but he remembered that he and 
his two colleagues were the only CDI personnel left alive in the FOB. When the commander was 
preparing to exit the command room he said, “Alright. Let’s make this easy. I’m Alpha. You’re 
Bravo, and our radio operator is Charlie. Clear?” Bravo nodded and Charlie acknowledged his 
new callsign as well. Alpha asked Charlie, “Where are they right now?” Charlie was still 


watching the security camera feed, “Well. They’re one floor below us right now. Looks like 


they’re moving towards the locker room.” Alpha nodded, “Got it. Bravo, you keep in contact 
with Charlie via your radio. Charlie, you alert Bravo if the anthros enter a different room. Come 
on, let’s get a move on.” The two exited the command room, and Charlie went back to watching 
the monitors. 

As they were moving towards the staircase, Alpha whispered, “Keep quiet. I want to get 
the jump on them.” Both Alpha and Bravo were moving slowly down the stairs in order to stay 
as quiet as possible as they descended. They were taking each step lightly and were trying to 
minimize the noise that was produced by the gear that they wore. Once they made it down the 
floor below them, they trained their red dot sights on the doorways. Charlie could see Bravo and 
Alpha on the cameras. Charlie spoke over the radio to Bravo, “I can see you guys. Three armed 
anthros are in the locker room still.” Bravo heard the transmission and tapped Alpha’s shoulder. 
Once he had Alpha’s attention, he pointed to the locker room doorway. Alpha nodded and 
trained his rifle on the doorway. However, he could not see the anthros inside. Alpha stood in 
front of the wall and motioned for Bravo to stop in front of the door. 

Alpha listened carefully, and he could hear faint voices coming from the other side of the 
wall. After waiting for a moment, he flipped the safety off of his ACR. Alpha squinted as he 
concentrated on guessing where the anthros were. After he was convinced of their location, he 
began firing through the wall. Screams were audibly heard from the locker room. Alpha’s ears 
rang as he fired the rifle without hearing protection. After his magazine was empty, he dropped 
the STANAG to the floor. The magazine landed near the spent shell casings of the 5.56x45mm 
rounds that were fired from the ACR. Bravo heard an update from Charlie, “The feline is down. 
One of the canines is wounded.” Bravo rushed through the door, and he immediately whacked 


Jack with the stock of his CZ 805. Jason was disoriented from the sudden chaos, and he began to 


plead, “No! Please don’t!” However, Bravo did not listen, and he grabbed Jason by the head and 
slammed his head into a nearby wall. Jason let out a brief scream, and he was soon silenced 
when Bravo knocked him on the side of the head with his CZ 805 as the first blow to his head 
had not been enough to knock him unconscious. 

Bravo then heard Charlie speak through the radio, “You got all three of them. That’s all 
of the anthros I can see on the cameras.” Once Alpha entered the room Bravo said, “That’s all of 
the anthros that got inside.” Alpha looked at the three anthros on the ground, and he watched as 
the snow leopard’s previously white fur was now stained bright red from the blood that was still 
pouring from his open wounds. The human did not even entertain the thought of rendering aid to 
the anthro. Alpha could hear faint choking noises coming from the leopard, and he knew that 
Rodney was now choking on his own blood. Bravo heard this too, and he aimed his rifle at the 
anthro’s head preparing to put the snow leopard out of his misery. Alpha then pushed the barrel 
aside with his hand, “No, don’t shoot him. Let him suffer... I hate anthros so much.” Bravo 
lowered his rifle and looked at the two wolves that were now sprawled out on the floor. 

Jack was bleeding from his left arm and his right leg. Jason had not been shot, but he had 
been knocked out by Bravo. Alpha then heard the choking stop, and he turned to see that the 
snow leopard was now deceased. Alpha then came up with an idea. “Alright. We’re going to take 
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these three up to the control room. Then, we’ll interrogate these two. Let’s move!” Bravo looked 
at the two incapacitated wolves as he toggled the safety on his rifle before determining the best 
way to bring the three anthros to the command room. Alpha finally inserted a new magazine into 
his ACR and racked the charging handle before also flipping the fire selector to safe. Alpha 


turned to Bravo and said, “Pick up the gray one, and I’ll take the brown one. I'll come back and 


get the leopard after we’re done.” Bravo grabbed Jason and hoisted him over his shoulders. As 


he picked him up, Jason’s rifle landed on the ground and Bravo stopped to look at it for a 
moment. The human saw that the fire selector was still on safe. Bravo shook his head as he 
reminded himself of the task at hand, and he proceeded to exit the room in order to head to the 
stairs. As Bravo was climbing the stairs, he could hear Alpha following closely behind him while 
carrying Jack. Alpha began to complain, “This bastard is bleeding on me,” Bravo disregarded his 
commanding officer and only continued to climb the stairs. 

Charlie heard the door behind him open, and he watched as Alpha and Bravo entered the 
room with the two anthros on their backs. Alpha dumped Jack on the ground and attempted to 
wipe some of the blood off of his stained green combat uniform. When he wiped the blood off of 
his shoulder, he removed the Castle Defense Industries patch from his uniform and examined it. 
The green shield patch once had a tan bastion emblem inside of it. Now, the entire top half of the 
emblem was stained red with Jack’s blood. Alpha placed the patch back on his uniform, and he 
turned to Bravo, “Keep this one from running when he wakes up. I’m gonna go get the other 
guy’s body.” Bravo removed his combat helmet and sat it on a table next to Charlie. Charlie 
looked at the deceased snow leopard that was still in frame on the security camera before looking 
back at Bravo. He was removing his plate carrier, and he sat it next to his helmet. He then placed 
his CZ 805 on the table. As he turned around, he noticed that Alpha had already left to go and 
grab the already deceased anthro. Charlie turned to Bravo and said, “You heard him.” Bravo then 
turned around and saw Jason slumped over on the floor. Next to him was Jack, and the wolf was 
still bleeding out of his arm and leg. 

Bravo dragged Jack close to the wall, and he sat him down on his side. A trail of blood 
was on the floor and it led from where Jack’s first resting spot was. Bravo was not planning on 


rendering aid to Jack, nor was he concerned with cleaning up the mess caused by the wolf’s 


blood. Bravo turned to Jason, and he began to remove the wolf’s combat gear. He was not 
wearing a helmet, but Bravo removed the wolf’s lightly equipped chest rig followed by his battle 
belt. Bravo searched Jason’s pockets, but did not find anything in them. The human assumed the 
wolf carried his gear with his chest rig. Bravo then noticed a weapon was in the holster that was 
attached to Jason’s battle belt. The human pulled out the handgun and examined it. It was a 
Heckler & Koch HK45 and the safety was still enabled. Bravo placed the handgun inside his 
waistband since he was not wearing a holster and assumed that the handgun was already loaded. 

Bravo then opened a nearby equipment locker and rummaged through it. After he 
finished, he removed a pair of chain-linked handcuffs and a pair of stainless steel shackles. He 
dropped the restraints on the ground and rolled the wolf on his stomach. Bravo grabbed the 
wolf’s wrists, and he began to restrain them. Once he finished, he slid the unconscious wolf 
forwards in order to apply the shackles. However, the restraints did not fit around the wolf’s tall 
combat boots. Charlie was watching Alpha drag the dead leopard out of the room via the camera 
when he turned to check on Bravo’s progress. He noticed that Bravo was experiencing 
difficulties, so the human made a suggestion, “Take his shoes off.” Bravo stopped what he was 
doing and looked at the radio operator with a face of slight confusion. Charlie continued, “Go on 
now. Let’s not waste anymore time,” and Bravo finally turned back around with a sigh before he 
started to remove the wolf’s shoes. 

Alpha was dragging Rodney’s corpse up the stairs by his shoulders, and the leopard’s 
head was bumping on many of the steps. Alpha was trying to avoid getting more blood on his 
uniform than he already had, so this was why he adopted the method of carrying the anthro. He 
still would have to go back downstairs to collect the weapons that the anthros dropped. Getting 


tired of hauling the extra weight, Alpha stopped to remove the snow leopard’s plate carrier. He 


picked up the olive drab vest and examined it. The vest showed signs of many entry wounds, but 
only a few exit wounds. Blood was surrounding the area of the exit wounds. Alpha undid the 
cumberbund, tossed the vest aside, and he told himself that he would have to go back for the 
damaged vest later. 

He then removed the leopard’s helmet followed by the goggles that were still sitting on 
top of it. Alpha examined the Ops-Core FAST Helmet that he had removed and determined that 
it was not damaged. The helmet was OD Green, and that was an acceptable color by CDI’s 
uniform code. The attached goggles were black colored Oakley goggles. Alpha set down the 
helmet gently on the ground, but did not set the anthro’s head down gently. When Rodney’s head 
landed on the ground, blood that was still in his mouth began to spill out on the floor. The fur 
around his mouth was already stained with his own blood, and his Kryptek Mandrake combat 
shirt was stained as well. Alpha used his boot to shift the helmet out of the blood’s way before he 
grabbed Rodney by the shoulders and continued dragging him again. Looking at all of the blood 
that had been spilled, Alpha figured it would be more trouble than it is worth in order to clean up 
the FOB. He didn’t even know if any other CDI forces would ever return, and he was now 
starting to doubt the thought further. After making his way to the floor his destination was on, he 
dragged the body down the hall and was approaching the control room. When he finally made it 
to his destination, he opened the door and let himself in. 

When Bravo heard the door open, he looked up to see Alpha dragging in the bloody 
corpse. Jason was restrained in the middle of the room, and Alpha dragged the leopard’s body 
around the wolf. Bravo asked, “Why did you drag him all the way here?” Alpha let go of the 
leopard, and he checked his gloves to see how much blood they soaked up. After noticing that 


his gloves were completely soaked with blood, he removed them, but he only dropped them on 


the ground. Some blood from the gloves splattered on the floor when they landed on the floor, 
and Alpha turned to the sink to wash the blood off that was already on his hands. However, the 
blood that was on his hands did not come off. Feeling agitated, Alpha grabbed a paper towel and 
proceeded to wipe his hands. The paper towel soaked up some of the blood, but it did not remove 
all of the blood. 

Alpha decided that he would have to clean up later; after all, there was a huge mess. 
Charlie closed the camera feed, and he sat back to look at Alpha. After a moment of silence, he 
spoke, “The wolf still hasn’t woken up yet.” Alpha directed his attention to Jason, who was 
kneeling on the floor with his arms pinned behind his back. His tail was being pulled down by 
the chain of the shackles, which was also wrapped around the chain of the handcuffs. This 
effectively would keep the wolf from standing and would force him into the vulnerable position. 
To make things even worse for the wolf, he had been stripped of his footwear. This would make 
him feel even more vulnerable once he would wake up. Alpha responded to Charlie, “Good, we 
still have time to prepare then. We’re gonna find out who’s been killin’ all our guys.” Alpha 
opened the locker, and he removed a Standard Manufacturing Co. DP-12 shotgun that was 
outfitted with flat dark earth furniture. He opened the chamber of the shotgun and began loading 
12-gauge shells into each of the chambers until he finished filling both magazines of the shotgun. 
He decided to keep the chamber open, and he would not close it until Jason would wake up as 
the human had something in mind. Charlie then asked, “Hey, speaking of guns, did you grab the 
rifles that they came with?” Alpha sat the shotgun on the table before saying, “No, we’ll grab 
those later when we finish here. There’s some gear down there that we’ll have to grab and plenty 


of blood we need to clean up as well.” Bravo eyed the DP-12 that was on the table. “When the 


wolf wakes up, I need you to try and look intimidating with that. Alright?” Alpha said. Bravo 
quickly directed his attention to Alpha before saying, “Oop. Yes sir, of course.” 

The light gray wolf began to finally wake up. He started groaning in pain from what 
previously occurred, and this grabbed the attention of the human fireteam. Jason’s vision was 
blurry as he tried to adjust his eyes for what was going on. He immediately felt the 
uncomfortable position that he was in, and this prompted the wolf to attempt to move. However, 
the restraints did not budge. Jason felt stressed, and he looked up to see his brother, who was still 
bleeding out from his wounds. Jason’s vision went blurry again and when it cleared, he noticed 
his former snow leopard colleague was dead in the corner of the room. The wolf was in disbelief 
of what he was witnessing, and he wanted to believe that what he was seeing was not a reality. 

Suddenly, he heard the noise of a shotgun chambering, and he instantly looked to his 
right to see three humans staring at him. One was clearly armed with the shotgun. “Wake up, 
dirtbag,” Alpha barked at the anthro. Being in the defenseless position that he was in, the wolf 
was at a loss of words. “Wha-?” the anthro tried to speak, but he was silenced by Alpha kicking 
him in the torso. Having no way to brace for the sudden impact, Jason bent his body forwards in 
pain. Jason grunted, and he let out a soft sob as tears began to form in his eyes. Jason clenched 
his bound fists and attempted to sit back up in the position that he was forced to be in. Alpha 
leaned in and firmly grabbed the wolf’s muzzle. “Listen up dickhead. I’m gonna ask you some 
questions, and you are going to answer them. If I don’t like your answers, you are going to get 
hurt. Understood?” The human spoke with a cold tone as he stared the anthro dead in the eyes. 
The anthro began to choke up a sentence, but his muzzle was grabbed tighter by the human. His 


breathing rapidly sped up and tears began to drop from his eyes. Alpha then yelled at his captive, 


“DO YOU HEAR ME?” He loosened his grip on the anthro, and this indicated to Jason that it 
was now his turn to speak. 

After a sniffle and sob, the wolf finally spoke, “Y-yes.” After hearing this response, 
Alpha tightened his grip back on the wolf’s muzzle and yanked his head towards the ground. 
Jason grunted again from the impact, and Alpha finally released him. The human stood back and 
waited for Jason to pick himself up again. Jason never felt so vulnerable before, and this effect 
was multiplied due to the fact that he also could tell that he was barefoot. On top of the position 
that he was forced in and the shackles he was locked in, he was feeling extremely defenseless. 
Jason did not wait for the question that Alpha was going to ask, and he immediately started to 
plead with the humans. “Pl-please! Don’t h-hurt me!” Though his speech was barely coherent, 
Alpha figured what he was saying. Alpha grabbed Jason’s muzzle again and squeezed it harder. 
“SHUT UP! Dirty anthros like you deserve no mercy! Humans are the superior species, and 
YOU’RE GOING TO REMEMBER THAT!” Feeling the rage, Alpha squeezed Jason’s muzzle 
even more, and the wolf began to cry out in pain from the mental and now added physical 
pressure. When Alpha removed his grip from the anthro, he rammed his knee into the wolf’s 
muzzle. Jason let out a yelp in pain and decided to wait for Alpha to ask the questions. It would 
hurt him less to choose that option. 

“Who are you three with?” Alpha officially started the interrogation. A puddle of Jason’s 
tears was forming in front of where he was kneeling. Alpha heard only Jason’s weeping instead 
of a response. In response to this, the human smacked the anthro on the side of the face. “Speak 
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up, dirtbag! Don’t make me kill your sorry ass!” Jason only tilted his head downwards, and he 
spit out a bit of blood which landed in the puddle of tears. Alpha motioned for Bravo to drag 


Jack in front of Jason. Bravo held the DP-12 in one hand, and he dragged the brown wolf by his 


shirt collar. When Bravo sat down Jason’s brother in front of him, it triggered a reaction. 
“JACK! NO!” Alpha noticed this reaction, and he then said, “Oh. So, do you know this assface? 
What is he? Your faggot gay-ass lover? Knowing you shithead anthros, that probably ain’t so far 
from the truth. Now is it?” 

Jason sobbed more, and he couldn’t bear to watch his bleeding brother. Jack was almost 
at death’s door thanks to all of the blood that he had lost, and he would soon die without medical 
attention. Jason tried to speak to Jack, “JACK! JA-HAH-ACK! SPEAK TO ME, BROTHER!” 
Jason’s voice was filled with pure distress. Alpha listened to what the wolf had said before 
continuing, “Brothers? Heh. Tell me who you are, and I may let him live.” Jason sobbed some 
more, but finally said, “M-my name i-is J-J-Jason. Th-hat’s my brother J-Jack.. PLEASE DON’T 
KILL HIM. PL-EEE-ASE!” Bravo turned around and was holding Jack’s dog tags. He nodded to 
Alpha, and Alpha nodded back at him. Alpha then said, “Looks like you answered one question 
correctly. But, you took way too long. Your brother is gonna die.” When Jason heard this, he 
immediately began to desperately plead. However, his intense pleas fell upon deaf ears. Bravo 
turned his head away from the brown wolf, and he was hoping to shield himself from the splatter 
as much as he could. Charlie plugged his ears with his hands, and the human closed his eyes to 
prevent blood from entering them. Alpha did nothing to brace himself from what he was about to 
do. Jason was physically unable to brace himself. The wolf could not look away, but he wished 
that he could. 

Bravo pulled the trigger. Jason watched in horror as his brother’s head began to instantly 
deform from the blast. Jack’s head could not handle the force of the 12-gauge round at point- 
blank range and began to split. Blood, brain, skull, skin, and fur began to disperse in all 


directions. The blast was so powerful that Jack’s head actually became decapitated from his 


body. The noise of the shotgun inside also deafened Jason, and his ears were now ringing. Pieces 
of gooey brain landed on Jason’s shirt, and he only looked on in horror. His brother who he had 
grown up with and did everything with was now gone. The image of Jack’s head exploding 
would forever be embedded in Jason’s mind. Jason started screaming, “JACK! NOOOOO!” He 
closed his eyes and held them shut. He wished that what he was experiencing was not reality; 
However, he knew that this would not change what had just happened. 

Bravo turned back, and he took a look around the room. Blood and brain was all over the 
room. On the walls, on the floor, on the ceiling, and even Jason was painted with his own 
brother’s blood. Bravo remembered that the shotgun still had a round in the second chamber. He 
raised the DP-12, and he fired the second round at the wolf’s corpse. The headless wolf jolted 
forwards from the impact of the 12-gauge. Jason watched as more blood sprayed in the air. He 
pleaded for the nightmare to end, “PLEASE STOP! PL-EE-ASE!” Jason saw all of the body 
parts and blood scatter around the room, and he felt sick. However, there was nothing in his 
stomach to vomit. Jason began to squirm, but the unfeeling restraints did not give the anguished 
wolf any leniency. Alpha then remembered what he wanted to get from the anthro in the first 
place. He grabbed the wolf by the shoulders, and he began to shake him. Undried blood that was 
on the wolf’s fur began to drip off onto the ground and the blood that was on Alpha was still 
running down his face. “WHO KILLED OUR MEN!? ANSWER ME! NOW!” 

Alpha shook Jason, and he was hoping that he would get an answer. However, the mental 
trauma that he just caused Jason to feel would not allow him to receive any answers. After more 
weeping, the wolf cried out, “I DON’T KNOW!!” Jason genuinely did not know who the human 
was talking about. The wolf opened his eyes and looked at the human. His face grimaced before 


he began to sob more. Alpha stirred up with rage, and he moved behind Jason. The human 


grabbed the handcuffs and squeezed the bows tighter around Jason’s wrists. Since the cuffs were 
not double locked, the bows were free to lock down tighter. Jason felt the immediate pain of the 
metallic restraints on his wrists, and he yelped out in pain once more. Alpha grabbed the 
handcuffs by the chain and yanked them upwards. The chain squeezed Jason’s tail, and another 
audible yelp was heard. Since the handcuffs and the shackles were connected to each other, 
Jason’s bare ankles began to painfully move upwards. This caused him to yelp once again. When 
Alpha finally dropped him back on the ground, he could not find a somewhat comfortable 
position. His legs were hurting from kneeling, and his wrists were now hurting from the 
circulation being cut off. 

Alpha stood back, and Bravo cycled the action of the DP-12. Two hot shell casing landed 
on the ground next to the still bleeding body and two more rounds were now loaded into the 
chambers again. Alpha was disappointed that he would not hear the answers he wanted to get, 
but he did not regret the rather inhumane interrogation techniques that he had employed. Alpha 
knew that he liked it when he got to see anthros suffer. Alpha then took the DP-12 out of Bravo’s 
hands, and he turned to Charlie. “Hey, you’ve wanted to kill an anthro, right? Here’s a free 
chance.” Alpha tossed out the shotgun, and Charlie unwillingly caught it. Charlie hesitantly 
stood up, and he looked at the distressed wolf in front of him. The light gray wolf was 
completely defenseless and completely vulnerable. The wolf had no way to defend himself, even 
though his life now depended on it. 

Jason heard what Alpha had just said and began to sob even harder. He began to plead 
with the human, “NOO! DON’T KILL ME! PLEASE! PLEASE DON’T KILL ME! NOOO!” 
Jason thrashed in his restraints again, but this only caused him more pain. However, he did not 


have any other options at this point. Charlie had previously wanted to kill an anthro, and now the 


opportunity was presented in front of him. However, the recent events followed by Jason’s 
pleading made him unwilling to pull the trigger. Deep inside, Charlie felt genuinely sorry for 
Jason, and he really did not want to kill him. Alpha stood behind him and pressured him to 
continue, “Hey! What are you waiting for? Waste this damn shitface already!” Jason began 
thrashing more when he heard this, but his struggles did not cause the tight cuffs to release. 
Charlie slowly shook his head before saying, “I can’t do this.” Alpha was disappointed and 
surprised, “What? Do you mean to tell me you’re showing mercy to an anthro?! Anthros deserve 
death and nothing less!” Bravo stood to the side of the room, and he remembered that he was 
carrying Jason’s Heckler & Koch HK45 in his waistband in case he needed to use it. Charlie 
looked at Alpha in his peripheral vision, and he made a decision. 

Charlie quickly turned ninety degrees to his left, and he squeezed the trigger. The 12- 
gauge round tore through Alpha’s torso, and he was blasted backwards into the surveillance 
monitors. Even more blood now sprayed in the air, and Charlie watched in shock in awe as his 
former commander now fell lifeless on the floor. Bravo grabbed the HK45, flipped the safety off, 
sighted Charlie, and pulled the trigger. However, an audible click was heard. Charlie squatted as 
a reflex to hearing the handgun failing to fire. Bravo grabbed the slide of the handgun and pulled 
it back. A round was not ejected from the chamber, and this was evidence that the weapon was 
not chambered in the first place. As Charlie was aiming at Bravo, his former squadmate pulled 
the trigger. Charlie also pulled his trigger at the same time. 

The .45 ACP round went right through Charlie’s unarmored head, and the round tore 
through his brain. Blood sprayed in the air yet again, and the human dropped to the floor. Bravo 
was peppered by the shotgun blast, and it tore apart his insides. More blood sprayed, but it was 


towards Jason’s direction instead. Bravo slumped against the table, and blood began to run out of 


his mouth. He was choking on his blood, but this soon stopped. The room was now silent, except 
for Jason’s weeping. Jason had never witnessed so much death in his life before, and he could 
not even process what had just happened. Jason closed his eyes as tight as he could, but the pain 
did not go away. His ears were now ringing again from the brief gunfight that had just taken 
place. Everybody in the FOB was now dead, and Jason was trapped there with no way to move. 
He flopped to his side, and he quietly sobbed to himself. He decided that he would accept the 
fact that he would most likely die of starvation or thirst in a room with five bloody corpses 
despite the fact that this was a terrible way to die. Jason continued to weep, and he could not stop 
thinking about Jack. He would never see his brother again. 

“Alright, this looks like the place,” Arcades said as he stood in front of the FOB. He 
looked up, and he saw that the building was still in good shape. He didn’t know if anyone was 
inside. “How do we know that nobody is inside there, boss?” Johnny asked. Arcades replied 
with, “We don’t. All we can do is pray to God that He lets us live another day.” Johnny did not 
respond to what Arcades said. Arcades stood in front of the door of the FOB before saying, 
“Maybe we can find another way in. Let’s walk around the building first and see if there is a way 
to get in. I don’t want to waste time here if we can get in via an easier way.” Johnny tried the 
door handle, and he was not surprised that the door was locked. The fox looked towards the 
horizon, and he lifted the NVGs from his eyes. “Looks like the sun is rising. However, the storm 
is still going. If we get in that FOB, then we can camp out there until the storm ends. 

“Maybe we can figure out what happened to those CDI guys.” Johnny removed his night 
vision goggles, and he also looked towards the horizon. The fox placed his gloved hand on 
Johnny’s shoulder to indicate that it was time to get going. Johnny nodded in acknowledgement 


and followed the fox. As they made it around to the back of the FOB, Arcades was constantly 


looking up and down the walls in order to see if he could get inside the base somehow. However, 
the back wall of the base was fortified almost as if it was a bunker. The fox stopped and said, 
“Dang... That wall is massive. I bet it could withstand an AGM missile.” Johnny continued to 
walk forwards, and Arcades hurried along to catch back up with him. As Arcades rounded a 
corner, he noticed another door. The fox moved forwards to approach the door and saw that the 
door had been deformed and the lock had been removed. Arcades got down on his knees to 
inspect the door, “Looks like someone’s broken in here. Let’s go and check it out.” Johnny did 
not bother to warn Arcades of the potential danger that could be inside, but he figured that 
Arcades already knew of the risks. 

The fox stood back up, and he used his bare foot to push the door open. He shouldered 
his rifle, but he kept the safety on. After all, Arcades still did not plan on shooting anybody. 
Johnny set his [WI Tavor to fully-automatic and followed closely behind Arcades while staying 
out of the way of the fox’s bushy tail. When Arcades made his way up a small flight of stairs, his 
attention was immediately captured by blood on the floor. The fox lowered his weapon, “Woah. 
Stop. Look at that.” Johnny diverted his attention to the blood as well, and Arcades began to 
follow the trail of blood. Being careful not to step into the blood, the fox made his way to the 
door that the blood led to. The fox looked at the wall next to the door and saw that it was filled 
with holes. On the ground near the wall was an empty STANAG magazine and shell casings. 
Arcades took a risk and pushed the door open. When he stepped inside, he saw a smeared pool of 
blood, as well as three weapons on the floor. A Steyr AUG, a MK18 MOD 1, and an M4A1 
SOPMOD Block 2 were all lying on the floor. Arcades looked around the room, but he did not 
see anything else but equipment lockers. Some of the lockers had dents in them, but Arcades 


assumed this was due to the rounds fired through the wall. 


The fox stepped back outside of the room, and Johnny was already waiting for him. 
Johnny asked, “What did you find in there?” Arcades replied, “Two ArmaLite 15 variants, and 
an AUG were on the ground. A pool of blood was near one of the rifles, and some other blood 
was on the floor. There’s nothing else in there.” Arcades then noticed that the blood trail 
continued up the next flight of stairs. The fox pointed in the direction, “Looks like we may find 
whose blood that is if we follow that.” Johnny looked towards the staircase, and Arcades began 
to make his way to the staircase. At the base of the staircase was an OD Green plate carrier. The 
fox grabbed the carrier by the drag handle, and he looked at the reverse side of the platebag. 

Upon examining the piece of tactical gear, the fox was able to see that there were several 
exit wounds in the vest. Arcades sat down the vest, and he slowly ascended up the stairs. Before 
the stairs took a turn, Arcades recognized a familiar helmet on the ground. “Hey, that’s an OPS- 
Core FAST helmet. That’s the same type as what I’m wearing.” Arcades picked up the helmet 
and examined it as well. “Looks like it’s not damaged. Whoever got shot probably did not get 
shot in the head.” The fox sat down the helmet before continuing again. When Arcades made it 
to the next floor, he saw the blood trail was leading into another room. Arcades advanced on the 
door very slowly and was keeping his ears open for any other sounds. As the fox made it closer 
to the door, he could hear a faint sound coming from behind it, but he could not figure out what 
the sound was supposed to be. He stood in front of the door now, and he reached out his gloved 
hand. Arcades lightly grabbed the door knob and turned it slowly. The fox entered the room. 

“Oh my gosh...” Arcades was at a loss of words from when he realized what he was 
witnessing. Three dead humans were lying about in the room, and there was blood all over the 
walls, ceiling, and floor. Arcades then noticed the body of a deceased snow leopard, but he 


directed his attention elsewhere when he saw the decapitated body of the brown wolf. The fox 


looked down, and he was now looking at the source of the sound. Jason was laying in the middle 
of the floor and was still weeping. He was still forced in the position that Bravo had restrained 
him in. Arcades got down on his knees behind the captive wolf, and he removed his keychain 
from his back zipper pocket. Arcades grabbed the wolf’s handcuffs, and he said with a soft 
voice, “Hey buddy. It’s okay now.” 

The fox inserted the key into the hole and turned it in the direction that he would 
normally turn the key to first release the double-lock. However, Arcades did not feel the double- 
lock resetting back into place. The fox then carefully moved the cuffs upward to face him and 
saw that they were clamped tightly around the wolf’s wrists. Arcades heard the wolf grunt in 
pain before continuing to weep, “Whoops. Sorry about that buddy. Here. I’ll get these off of 
you.” Arcades looked, and he saw that the handcuffs were wrapped around the chain from a pair 
of shackles. Arcades grasped the key and turned it in the other direction. The metal restraint 
opened, freeing the wolf's first wrist, and Arcades began to open the other side. 

Once the handcuffs had been unlocked, the fox removed them from underneath the chain 
of the shackles and sat the cuffs aside. Arcades went to remove the shackles, but the wolf’s tail 
was in the way. “Here, can you sit up, so I can remove these from you?” The wolf sat up, and he 
buried his face into his now free hands. Arcades unlocked one of the shackles, but the keyhole on 
the other shackle was facing the opposite direction. Arcades moved around the side of the wolf, 
and he saw that Jason was trying to avoid looking at him. “Calm down now. It’s all over. ’'m 
almost done releasing you,” Arcades said softly as he was trying to keep Jason calm. The fox 
finally found the keyhole, and he twisted the key. The shackle opened, and Arcades finally was 
able to remove the pair from Jason’s ankles. Arcades tossed the restraints aside, and Johnny 


made his way into the room. 


“What happened in here?” Johnny asked as he took in the view of the room. Arcades 
figured that the wolf was not in a talking mood, so he spoke instead of the wolf, “We'll have to 
figure all that out later.” The fox sat in front of the wolf, and he placed his hands on the wolf’s 
shoulders to comfort him. “It’s alright. You’re safe now,” the fox reassured. The wolf did not 
open his eyes to view Arcades, and he did not even know that Arcades was an anthro since the 
fox was wearing gloves. The fox decided that the best course of action would be to wait until the 
freed wolf was ready to talk. Arcades rested down on his knees, and he pulled his tail around to 
make sure that it did not touch any blood. He then looked up at Johnny and said, “Go check out 
the rest of the building. I’ll probably move him to a different room.” Johnny acknowledged by 
turning around and exiting the doorway before continuing down the hall. 

The fox shuffled around on his knees and was trying to get into a more comfortable 
position. The wolf still had not even bothered to look at him yet. As Arcades looked at Jason, he 
noticed that the wolf’s face was bloodied. “Hey, come with me, and I’ll clean you up,” Arcades 
offered as he began to rise to his feet. The fox stowed his rifle out of the way, and he reached his 
left hand underneath Jason’s arm. “Come on, let’s go,” Arcades spoke gently. After a moment of 
reluctance, Jason began to stand up. However, he was still hiding his face with his arm. Arcades 
guided the wolf into the hall, and he was looking for a room that he could use to render aid to the 
wolf. The fox saw Johnny exiting a room and he asked, “What room is that?” The human 
responded, “Crew quarters.What, do you need to take him in there?” Arcades led Jason towards 
the room, and the fox responded, “Yeah.” Arcades guided Jason into the room, and he sat him 
down on the side of a bed. 

Arcades’ started by unbuckling his helmet and removing it. Before he sat his helmet 


aside, he removed his M2 Frames, and he placed them inside of the helmet. After finding a stable 


location to place his helmet on, he began removing his plate carrier. The fox removed the 
Multicam JPC 2.0 from his torso, and he sat it right next to his helmet. Arcades unbuckled his 
Multicam rifle sling and propped his Salient GRY against the wall. He then reached for his vest, 
and he began opening a pouch on the back of the JPC that had a medic emblem on it. Arcades 
removed his Oakley gloves and placed a pair of blue disposable gloves on his hands instead. He 
looked around the room, and he was looking for anything that he could use to get the wolf 
cleaned up. He spotted a sink that was behind him. Arcades approached the sink, and he wetted a 
soapy paper towel. He then began to approach the wolf. “Hey, we’re gonna get you cleaned up” 
Arcades said as he was telling Jason what he was going to do. 

Arcades knelt down and lightly grabbed Jason’s arm to move it out of the way. Jason did 
not resist, but he still whimpered to himself. Arcades looked at the blood that was on the wolf’s 
face. “Let’s get this blood off. What do you think?” Arcades reassured the wolf as he began to 
wipe the blood off of the wolf’s face. Jason still did not open his eyes, and he was wondering if 
what was happening was even reality. He felt that he should have died with his brother, and he 
wondered why he was the one who was left alive. After several minutes, Arcades finally had 
cleaned up the blood from Jason’s face, and he even avoided getting blood on his untainted white 
combat uniform. After the fox disposed of the paper towels, he asked, “Are you hurting 
anywhere?” He did not get a response from the wolf. Arcades grabbed Jason’s arms, and he 
inspected them for damage. When he got to Jason’s wrists, Arcades could feel several 
indentations that were caused from the way the wolf had been restrained. The fox knew that 
these marks would soon be gone from the wolf, as Arcades had to deal with them himself 


previously. 


Arcades then saw all of the blood that was on the wolf’s Kryptek Mandrake shirt. He then 
said, “Probably not the best idea to wear a bloodied shirt, huh?” The fox unzipped the '4 zip 
shirt, and he removed it from the wolf. He sat the shirt on a nearby counter, and he said 
reassuringly, ““We can find you another shirt here before we go.” Arcades was surprised to see 
that Jason’s pants were not fully covered in blood, but almost everything in the room that he 
found him in was bloodied up. Arcades looked down, and he remembered that Jason was not 
wearing any shoes. “Did you come here with shoes?” Arcades asked. Jason slowly nodded after 
a moment of silence. Arcades removed the disposable gloves and then said, “Alright. I'll try and 
find them for you. Just wait here, alright?” 

Arcades left the room, and he saw that Johnny was coming back up the stairs after 
looking through the base. Johnny stopped and asked, “Does he speak English?” Arcades then 
replied, “Well, he didn’t speak to me, but I’m pretty sure that he understands English. He 
passively responded to what I was saying to him, and he did give me some nonverbal responses. 
I did not see him look at me, and he kept trying to hide his face. I guess he must have witnessed 
everything happen in that room we found him in.” Johnny then noticed that Arcades was not 
wearing his kit and the only gear that he still had on was the dump pouch that was attached to his 
web belt. “Where did your stuff go?” Johnny asked the fox. Arcades responded, “I took off my 
JPC so I could get to my medic kit on the back of my plate carrier. I left my stuff in there.” 

Johnny asked, “Wait, what are you doing out here?” Arcades then said, “He came here 
with shoes, but he’s missing them. I’m going back in there to go get them for him. If you’re 
finished looking around this base, I think you should keep an eye on him in there. Maybe try and 
get him to talk. Or maybe it’s too early, and he’s still feeling the trauma from what he witnessed 


in there.” Johnny nodded, and he entered the room that Arcades had just exited. Arcades 


proceeded into the room where he first discovered the wolf. The fox opened the door, and he 
braced himself to see what he already saw earlier. Once again, Arcades took in the sight of 
bodies of both humans and anthros all contained in one room. Typically, there were either bodies 
of one species in a single place. Arcades looked to his left, and he noticed a pair of black combat 
boots laying on the ground. The fox picked up the boots, and he was happy to see that they were 
not covered in blood either. However, he still could not confirm that the boots belonged to the 
wolf. He scanned the room, but did not go in further since he did not want to step in puddles of 
blood. He didn’t see any other shoes in the room, so he decided that it would be best to exit. 
Arcades closed the door behind him, and the fox took a sigh. He never liked seeing people die, 
even if they were humans. 

The fox opened the door where he moved the wolf to and saw that Johnny was examining 
Arcades’ rifle. Arcades smiled and asked, “Do you like that?” Johnny continued inspecting the 
weapon, “Yeah. What does this cube symbol with the S inside of it mean?” Arcades replied, “It’s 
the logo for the company I got it from. Salient Arms International. I first heard about them way 
back in 2014. That rifle is called the G-R-Y. It’s pronounced like the word ‘gray’ is. I put an 
EOTech XPS3 sight on it, and I also have an EOTech magnifier behind it. It has Magpul 
furniture and even an EOTech PEQ box.” Johnny gave an impressed look on his face. He then 
pulled back the charging handle, and he watched as a round did not fly from the ejection port. 
Johnny asked, “Was this not loaded?” Arcades smiled and said, “I don’t keep it loaded. I don’t 
shoot people, you know?” Johnny then looked at the front of the rifle, and he saw a muzzle 
device that he had not seen before. Arcades noticed what Johnny was looking at, “That’s called 
the Jailbreak muzzle. It was made by Salient Arms. It’s supposed to hide the flash from the left 


and right so people who are standing next to the gun don’t have gas and gunpowder blown in 


their face.” Johnny then said, “That’s pretty interesting.” Arcades continued, “You can even take 
it off, and I have a SCAR-L flash hider underneath that in case I want to put a suppressor on it. 
Suppressors screw right onto the barrel with that flash hider.” Johnny placed the weapon on the 
ground and propped it against the wall like it was when he found it. 

Arcades turned, and he saw that the wolf was still sitting up on the bed. Jason had buried 
his face into his hands again. Arcades placed his hand on the wolf’s shoulder to comfort him 
again, “You don’t gotta keep sitting up. You can lie down if you want. I found your shoes too. 
Ill sit them beside the bed here.” Arcades sat the boots next to the bed, and he stood back up. 
Johnny was brandishing his Tavor and he asked, “What did you say they called these again? 
Where the magazine is behind the trigger?” The fox answered the question, “Those are called 
bullpup designs. Some of the popular ones are the FAMAS, the Steyr AUG, the FN F2000, and 
the IWI Tavor. You’ve got the Tavor. It’s made by the Israeli IWI company.” Johnny then said, 
“T can’t remember all of that stuff.” The fox chuckled, “Heh... Ahh, don’t worry about it. It ain’t 
that big of deal.” Johnny then looked at his weapon again, “I suppose so.” Arcades remembered 
one thing he read a while back, “Oh, wanna know where the name Tavor came from?” Johnny 
looked up and inquired, “How’d they get that?” Arcades then said, “It’s based off of the Israeli 
mountain called Mount Tabor. That’s where Jesus was transfigured in front of His disciples. 
Whenever I see a Tavor, it makes me think of that. I find that to be a good thing. It reminds me 
of what’s really important. And that’s Jesus.” Johnny acknowledged, and he released his grip 
from the rifle so that his sling would catch it. He then sat down on a different bed, and he looked 
at Arcades. The dark gray fox’s white uniform was still completely clean. 

Johnny then remembered what he had asked the fox earlier, “Hey boss, do you have time 


to explain to me why you don’t wear shoes?” Arcades looked at Johnny and he said, “Well, I 


reckon we have plenty of time now... I don’t wear shoes for multiple reasons. One of the main 
reasons is that it makes me look less intimidating.” Johnny looked puzzled, “Less intimidating? 
What?” The fox nodded, “Yeah. I don’t kill people, remember? When I do encounter people, I 
don’t want them to feel threatened by me. It especially helps when I am restrained. Being 
barefoot makes me appear more defenseless. It makes whoever that captured me feel less 
uneasy.” Johnny still kept the puzzled look on his face, “Hold up. That reminds me. What is with 
you and handcuffs?” 

Arcades unknowingly displayed an embarrassed look on his face, “Uh.. Yeah... To tell 
you the truth, I really don’t mind being in them.” Johnny noticed the look on Arcades’ face, “Is 
that so? Is that why you asked to keep the ones that you got from Las Vegas?” The fox silently 
nodded; his embarrassment was not hidden at all. Johnny then remembered what the fox had said 
to him moments ago, “You also said there were multiple reasons. What’s the other reason for not 
wearing shoes?” The room went silent before Arcades said, “I-I also like the way my feet look.” 
Johnny took a moment to piece everything together. He finally spoke, “So, what you’re telling 
me is that you like being bound and barefoot?” Arcades waited for Johnny to say something else, 
but the human was waiting for a response. Arcades took a breath before saying, ““That’s correct.” 
The fox turned away in embarrassment and waited for what was going to be said next. The fox 
heard Johnny ask, “What else?” Arcades turned back around in confusion, “What? What do you 
mean what else?” 

Johnny elaborated, “There’s gotta be more right? That can’t be all you do.” Arcades 
raised an eyebrow, “Uh.. I don’t do anything else. That’s all I do.” Johnny chuckled, “Heh. I’ve 
seen a lot of shit back in Vegas. You’re doing more than that. I know it.” Arcades shook his 


head, “I really don’t.” Johnny shook his head back at the fox, “Bondage and feet can’t be your 


only fetishes.” Arcades’ expression went from confusion to shock, “What? How in the world did 
you get sex out of that? Just because someone does something like that doesn’t make it sexual. I 
don’t have any fetishes.” Johnny did not answer the fox’s question, “You know how that looks 
right? Especially to people who came from where I’m from. You shouldn’t be surprised that I 
think you’re full of shit.” Arcades sighed, “We live in a Fallen world where people judge based 
upon how things look. I do know many share similar interests, they do it for completely different 
reasons. If you don’t believe me, I can’t make you.” Johnny waited for a moment before saying, 
“Forget it. It’s not too big of a deal. Let’s just move on.” Arcades was relieved to hear that 
response. 

The fox turned towards the wolf, who was now laying on the bed, and he dropped a 
couple MREs next to him. “Here, you can have these if you’re hungry.” Arcades looked out a 
nearby window and saw that the snowstorm was still going. However, the sun was now rising as 
well. “It looks to me like the storm won’t let up for a little bit. I say we wait it out here before we 
call for exfil. The mission is over.” Johnny raised an eyebrow as he asked, “Why is the mission 
over?” Arcades turned to face him and said, “We found the CDI operatives. They’re dead in the 
other room. And, we can’t just leave this guy in here. We’re getting him out of there.” Johnny 
shook his head, “I don’t think the guys in the other room are the guys we were supposed to be 
looking for.” Arcades sat his hand on the windowsill, “Yeah... I know they’re not. But if we 
bother to tell CDI, they’re going to think that we killed them ourselves.” Johnny replied, “What 
about the bodies in the other room? Are we just supposed to leave them there?” Arcades moved 
his hand underneath his muzzle, as if he was stroking a beard. 

“T don’t know. I say we figure it out later. We don’t even have body bags.” The fox sat 


down on a nearby bed and looked at the wolf. It looked as if he had already fallen asleep. 


Arcades looked at the window again, “Since the snowstorm is still going, I think it would be a 
good time for me to catch up on some sleep. We can call for exfil after the storm dies down.” 
Johnny then said, “Alright, boss. I'll go see what I can find elsewhere.” The fox smiled, 
“Thanks.” Johnny left the room, and Arcades laid back in the bed. After walking around in the 
snow all night, it did not take him long to fall asleep. 

Arcades awoke and slowly opened his eyes. He looked around the room and noticed that 
it was exactly the same as when he went to sleep. After remembering what had happened before 
he went to sleep, he sat up on the bed, and he looked over at the wolf. Jason was already awake, 
and he was finishing up one of the MREs that Arcades had given him earlier. He even had put 
his boots back on already. The fox looked around the room, but did not see Johnny. He did see 
that all of his gear was still on the counter, and he also saw that his Salient GRY was still 
propped up against the wall. Arcades removed the covers, and he smiled as he saw that the wolf 
was eating. “You need some water with that?” Arcades asked as his eyes finished adjusting. He 
was surprised to hear the wolf finally speak, “That would be nice.” Arcades stood up and 
approached his JPC on the counter. As he opened the hydration compartment of the Crye Back- 
Panel 2.0, he responded, “Nice to hear that you can talk.” 

The fox removed the hydration pack from the plate carrier, and he brought it to the wolf. 
He handed it to the wolf, and he said in response, “Thanks, mate. I didn’t catch your name.” 
Arcades then said, “My name is Kurt -- Kurt Hofmeier. I usually go by Saint Arcades. However, 
most people just call me Arcades.” The wolf drank from the hydration pack before saying, “I’m 
Jason Barter.” Arcades raised an eyebrow as he was piecing together the wolf’s accent, “Hey, 
you don’t happen to be from New Zealand or Australia?” The wolf nodded after swallowing 


some more water, “Yeah... I’m from Australia. You’re an American right? You’re wearing 


American flags on your uniform right above those other emblems.” The fox replied, “Yep. ’m 
an American. I’m from Fox Security. We’re a small PMC company. This is our logo. I made it a 
while back.” 

Arcades leaned forwards and showed Jason the full colored red, white, and black patch. 
Jason focused on the patch before asking, ““What’s your other patch you got there, mate?” 
Arcades smiled when he turned to his right shoulder to show his other patch. It was a Multicam 
shield patch with a black infrared Cross in the middle. The text above the Cross read ‘BORN 
AGAIN’ in capital letters. Arcades always liked talking about his faith, “This is my personal 
patch. I’m a Born-Again Christian. I made this patch to remember that God walked on this very 
earth two thousand years ago to die for our sins. From His death and resurrection, us sinners can 
receive salvation. When Jesus was teaching, He said that you must be born again to see the 
Kingdom of Heaven. What he’s saying is that when the Blood of Christ covers you, the Holy 
Ghost transforms your sin ridden spirit to be clean. You become a saint, and that’s why I took up 
the name Saint Arcades.” Jason went silent after what Arcades had to say as it was something 
that he would never expect to ever hear from an anthro wearing Multicam. 

Not having a place to sit down near Jason, Arcades sat down on his knees in front of the 
wolf. Jason then remembered hearing the conversation between Arcades and Johnny before he 
went to sleep, but he did not want to ask Arcades about it, not right now at least. Johnny finally 
broke the silence, “Well, I can’t say that I’d ever expect to see an anthro working for a PMC say 
all that.” The fox chuckled, “There’s a first for everything, I guess. It’s a real shame that the 
majority of anthros do not believe in our Lord. He’s not blocking them out, like some of them 
think He does.” The wolf placed the hydration pack on the bed, and it was now around halfway 


full. Jason then said, “You don’t act like anybody else I’ve seen before working for a PMC.” The 


fox raised an eyebrow, “Why’s that?” He was still kneeling while keeping his hands meshed 
together in front of him. Jason was debating bringing up what he heard earlier, “You... You 
don’t act all hard like most of the people I’ve seen. Especially with you being in that position 
that you’re in now.” Arcades smiled and then said, “I don’t want to be intimidating. I know that 
during situations like these, that’s what people like to do. They want to assert their power over 
others. However, they’ve received their reward.” 

The fox moved his tail out of his way before Jason asked, ““Weren’t you picked on during 
training?” Arcades replied, “Never happened. I never was formally trained. I learned everything 
completely by myself. I read the Bible for myself, I trained myself with firearms and all kinds of 
tactical gear.” Jason asked another question, “Do you kill people?” The fox shook his head, “T 
sure don’t. Though I train with weapons, it’s more of something I do just for fun. I enjoy firing 
weapons, but I always try to find alternatives rather than killing people.” The wolf had another 
question, “But why?” Arcades smiled before responding, “Because everyone deserves to hear the 
Gospel of Jesus Christ. If they don’t hear it from someone else, they’re going to hear it from me. 
You don’t need to literally kill people to win wars.” Jason was confused, “What war?” Arcades 
was happy to answer, “The spiritual war between sin and God. Jesus is the only one who can win 
the war.” 

Jason was thinking about what to ask next. He finally asked, “Who owns Fox Security?” 
Arcades answered, “I do.” A look of disbelief was displayed on the wolf’s face, “Why are you 
doing grunt work?” The fox adjusted himself to get more comfortable, “I come to serve, and not 
to be served. That’s my example for my people.” Jason then remembered what Arcades said to 
Johnny towards the end of their conversation, “What are you going to do with me?” The fox 


briefly sat up on his knees before sitting back down, “We’re going to get you out of here, and we 


will bring you back to our base. Then, you get to decide if you want to go home or if you want to 
work with us.” The wolf thought about the offer. He didn’t think he would have much to return 
to, especially since he just lost his brother. Jason said, “I think I’d rather work for you guys. Just, 
when we get going, can you please... Recover my brother’s body?” Arcades’ eyes widened as he 
remembered the headless corpse in the command room. 

He then said, “Oh my gosh. I’m so sorry to hear that was your brother.” The fox sat up on 
his knees, and he placed his hands on Jason’s shoulders. Jason’s eyes welled up with tears, and 
he leaned forwards into Arcades. The fox moved his hands to pat the wolf’s back. After a couple 
moments, the wolf finally cried out, “PLEASE TELL ME MY BROTHER IS NOT IN HELL!” 
Arcades could not make any promises, “I do not make that decision. I tell you one way or 
another.” Jason held onto Arcades tightly as he continued to cry into his shoulder. Through his 
crying, the wolf said, “He didn’t even believe in God!” Arcades was unsure of what to say next. 
He finally responded, “A lot can happen in the moments leading up to death. You don’t know 
that for sure.” As Jason continued to cry, most of his tears began to land on Arcades’ Multicam 
Alpine shirt, and some tears landed on the fox’s soles and tail. The fox still did not let go of the 
wolf, and the wolf continued gripping the fox tightly. 

After Jason calmed down again, Arcades held up the hydration pack, and he offered it to 
the wolf. “Here, drink some more of this.” The wolf grabbed the pack, and he drank from it. 
While he wiped the tears from his face, Arcades used his tail to wipe the tears that landed on his 
soles. After Jason finished drinking the water, he sat the pack down on the bed again. The fox 
then said, “The best advice I can give you is to repent and trust in Jesus. That’s all you need to 
get saved. Also, don’t fear the men who can destroy your body. Fear God because He can 


destroy your body and soul.” Arcades then decided he should take Jason’s mind off of his 


brother. “Are you still hungry? I have more food that you can have.” Jason shook his head, “No, 
but thanks.” The fox was feeling uncomfortable from kneeling, so he changed positions by 
extending his legs outwards. Jason saw that Arcades was barefoot and asked, “You like not 
wearing shoes?” 

Arcades nodded, “Yeah. Helps me look less intimidating.” Jason had heard Arcades say 
the same thing to Johnny, but he did not want to say this. Jason wanted to ask Arcades about 
what he heard Johnny ask after his previous question, but he decided that later would be a better 
time. Jason decided that he had a better question to ask, “So, when would we be getting out of 
here?” The fox looked towards the closed door, “I’m pretty sure my guy is going to call for exfil. 
When they get here, we’ll move out of here.” He stood up, and he approached the speaker that 
was attached to his plate carrier. Arcades switched on the radio and spoke into the microphone, 
“Johnny, this is Arcades. Requesting ETA on exfil. Over.” Static was on the line for a moment, 
“Exfil is en route. ETA twenty minutes. Over.” Arcades heard the response and acknowledged, 
“Copy all. Out.” The fox sat down the microphone back on his plate carrier and turned to face 
Jason. “Did you hear that?” The fox asked. Jason nodded, “Yeah. Good thing we won’t be here 
too much longer.” The fox returned to the wolf, and he got back down on his knees again. The 
fox said, “So, we have about twenty minutes before we get out of here. Anything else you got for 
me?” Jason thought for a moment before asking, “Do you have a clean shirt I can wear by any 
chance? The fox stood up, and he went over to his equipment that was on the counter. He opened 
one of the flaps on the back panel, and he searched through the contents. He pulled out an olive 
drab short sleeved shirt. “Good thing I have a spare. I usually keep this incase my shirt happens 


to get wet. It sure doesn’t feel good running around all day with a plate carrier on when your 


shirt is soaked.” The fox handed the shirt off to the wolf, and the wolf threw the shirt over his 
light gray and white chest. 

Arcades peeked out the window, and he could recognize an HH-60 in the now clear sky. 
The fox smiled, “That’ll be them. Collect whatever you need, as we’ll be leaving now.” Arcades 
donned his plate carrier, and he began to put his helmet on. After getting most of his gear on, he 
slid in the sunglasses over his eyes, and he put his Oakley gloves back on. He then grabbed his 
Salient GRY that was leaning on the wall, and he strapped the one-point rifle sling around his 
torso. He then removed the magazine from the rifle, and he pulled the charging handle back to 
release the round that Johnny had chambered. The fox placed the round back in his magazine, 
dropped the bolt, and placed the magazine back into his rifle. After he was finished, Arcades 
turned to Jason and asked, “Anything you need to take with you right now? Another crew will be 
coming in later to remove everything else from this FOB.” Jason shook his head, “No. I’m just 
ready to get out of here.” After Jason stood up, Arcades grabbed the hydration pack that was 
laying on the bed, and he inserted it back into his plate carrier back panel. The helicopter was 
now audibly heard from within the base, and Arcades opened the door to the hallway. Johnny 
was waiting for them, “Y'all ready?” Arcades let his sling carry his rifle for him, and he placed 
his left hand on Jason’s right shoulder to guide him out of the base. 

The two anthros followed the human as he opened the door to the outside. The Pave 
Hawk had already landed, and an onboard operator opened the door to let the three in. Arcades 
stepped on the snow, and he immediately remembered what it felt like to walk on snow. Slightly 
shivering, he helped Jason step aboard the helicopter, and he did not step on until after Johnny 
entered the helicopter. Arcades took his seat right next to Jason and he said, “It’s over. Let’s get 


out of here.” The fox tapped on the shoulder of the human operator inside of the helicopter, and 


he gave him a thumbs up. The operator then signaled to the pilot that everyone was aboard and 
ready to leave. The pilot gave the aircraft throttle, and the Pave Hawk lifted off of the ground. It 
would take a while to get back to base, as they still would have to take another flight from 
Alaska back to the mainland United States. Arcades sat his weapon aside, and he removed his 
helmet and plate carrier. He also removed his dump pouch, and he strapped it to the JPC. Once 
he removed all of his combat gear, the fox opened a different compartment of his back panel, and 
he pulled out his Bible. Arcades removed his sunglasses and placed them in the pouch on his G4 
Shirt. He then closed his eyes and bowed his head while he prayed to God. Jason watched 
Arcades as he prayed. After the fox finished, he opened up his Bible to the Book of Acts and he 


began reading. 


Chapter 3 


The Jade Cane 


Arcades was driving down the street in Hong Kong, and he was looking all around for the 
target building. He was not used to driving on the left side of the road, and the fox found himself 
thinking he was on the wrong side of the road. The small roads made it hard for him to get 
around traffic as well. Despite it being nighttime, there were still quite a few other drivers out on 
the road. Arcades stopped, and he made a left turn down a different road. As he pressed on the 
accelerator pedal, his stealth gray Ford Mustang’s engine roared a bit louder than Arcades 
wanted. The fox let off the gas, and he remembered that this was a covert mission. When he 
approached a stoplight, he took a peek at the picture of the target building that he had sitting in 
his vehicle. He knew that he should be getting close, so he was keeping his eyes open for the 
building. The building he was looking for was a seemingly run down shop, but underneath was a 
secret vault that an organized mafia supposedly used to keep their stolen goods. Arcades was 
being paid to reclaim a special jade cane. He didn’t know why someone would pay $30 million 
dollars for a cane, but he figured that he would put the cash to good use. 

The fox pulled up next to a building, and he matched it with the picture that he brought. 
“Bingo,” Arcades said to himself as he was looking for a place to move his vehicle to since he 
would go inside the building to look for the cane. He found a space adjacent to the building that 
he could enter with his car, so he parked his vehicle inside of the space. When he turned the 


ignition off on his car, the song Kimosabe by BT stopped playing right before the bass dropped. 


The fox got out, and he went around to the trunk of the car in order to don his equipment. The 
trunk popped open, and Arcades examined the contents of the trunk. He placed a black JPC over 
his black G4 Combat Shirt, and he turned the handheld radio on before sticking it back in the 
radio pouch. He then put on his black Oakley gloves, and he put his lightly equipped battle belt 
over his pants belt. 

Arcades removed his customized Salient G17 from his holster, and he made sure that 
rounds were in the magazine. He then checked to make sure his chamber was empty before 
checking the pistol suppressor fit on the barrel. The fox inserted the magazine back into the 
handgun, and he holstered it in a Condor Outdoor universal handgun holster on his black battle 
belt. He was wearing an all black loadout to help him blend in with the night, and this also 
blended in with his black fur as well. He also was not wearing any patches, and he did not even 
wear his American flag patches. Arcades finished his loadout by plugging in his Code Red 
Headsets Tactical Bone Conduction Headset into his radio’s PTT. He then put the headset on and 
decided to test the radio. “Radio check, radio check. How copy? Over.” After a few seconds, he 
heard Johnny’s voice, “Radio checks out, Arcades. We’re on standby. Over.” The fox responded 
with, “Solid copy. Pll call y’all up if I need you. Proceeding with the mission. Out.” Before 
Arcades continued with the mission, he placed his foot on the quarter panel of his car, and he 
made sure that his G4 Combat Pants were adjusted the way he wanted. Once he was finished, he 
turned, shut the trunk, and proceeded to the mission. 

The fox moved in front of the target building, and he looked for signs of hostile patrol. 
He did not see any lights being emitted from the building, so he figured that guards were likely 
to be stationed near or within the underground vault. He moved to the front door and began to 


pick the lock. Once the door was unlocked, Arcades entered, and he examined the interior of the 


building. The building looked to be an old market, and there were several small aisles with 
empty stands. The interior was very dark, so Arcades drew his handgun and switched on the 
Surefire X300 pistol light mounted on the G17. He moved slowly, and Arcades noticed that his 
lack of footwear allowed him to move silently. Arcades scanned the interior with his flashlight, 
and he was looking for a way to get underground. He then decided that it would be best to start 
his search by examining the backroom first. The fox moved towards the end of the aisles, and he 
found another door. He holstered his handgun after turning off the light, and he attempted to 
open the door. As Arcades expected, the door was locked. 

Arcades came prepared for a situation like this, however. The fox knelt down, and he 
opened one of the pouches that he had on his battle belt. The general purpose pouch held a few 
utility items, and the fox picked out a small lock picking device. Being familiar with lock 
picking, the fox knew that he wouldn’t have that hard of a time getting inside of the door. The 
fox inserted the device into the keyhole, and he began turning the device left and right. He 
picked the lock successfully, and he made his entry into the next room after returning the tools to 
their proper pouch. He looked to his right and there was a dead end that was filled with clutter. 
He then looked to his left and he noticed a small elevator. Arcades slowly stepped in the 
elevator, and he pressed the button to descend to a lower floor. The elevator closed and began to 
slowly descend down to the lower level. 

Once the elevator reached its destination, Arcades took a quick peek at the output room 
before he crouched down to avoid detection by anybody that would be in visual range to see the 
fox. The underground was in much better condition than the storefront that he just came from. 
The fox moved silently out of the elevator, and he peeked around a corner. He saw a human that 


was equipped with black combat gear, and Arcades recognized the human’s weapon as being a 


Norinco QBZ-95. The human guard was not looking towards Arcades, but the fox decided that 
he should find another way to get further in the hidden vault. Arcades figured that security 
cameras would be operating nearby, so he disabled his radio and headset. He then turned on the 
ECM jammer that he brought with him. He switched the jammer on, and he also turned on the 
jammer’s battery pack to prevent it from burning through its own battery supply. The fox 
removed his headset, and he let it hang around his neck since it would not function with the 
jammer active. 

He then proceeded down the other direction, and he peeked around the corner. He spotted 
a camera, and he was glad that he turned on his ECM jammer. While there was a camera down 
the corridor, there was no armed guard that appeared to be close. Arcades decided to use this 
opportunity to continue his stealth mission. The fox slowly crept up while using the wall for 
cover and he was being mindful of the noise that he was generating. Once he reached the corner 
of the wall, he used a corner mirror to look down the next corridor. The corridor was guarded by 
another security camera, and there was a door behind this one. The fox knew he had to make his 
entry fast since he knew that personnel would soon arrive to troubleshoot the camera system. The 
fox moved down the corridor, and he approached the door. This door was different, as it was 
opened using a keycard. 

Arcades examined the door’s keycard lock, and he looked for screws around the receptor. 
However, he didn’t see any screws. What Arcades decided to do was take the knife-end of his 
multitool and use it to pry the plastic cover off of the receptor. After attempting for half of a 
minute, the fox was able to remove the plastic cover. Arcades examined the wiring of the 
keycard receptor, but he did not know how to open the door itself. The fox then heard footsteps 


coming from behind the door, and he quickly put the plastic cover back on before moving to take 


cover. Arcades went back to the corner of the wall he came from, and he waited for whoever was 
on the other side of the door to pass. As he waited, he heard the door open, and he could audibly 
hear somebody entering the room he was in. Arcades used his mirror to see who was in the room 
with him. He saw another human armed with a similar Norinco rifle that was moving towards the 
camera facing the keycard door. The man looked up at the camera, and he pulled out his radio. 
“This is D3, I’ve arrived at the location of the downed camera. I’m going to proceed with 
troubleshooting. Over.” The man said this in Chinese, but Arcades did not understand him. The 
man’s radio only outputted static back at him, and Arcades heard him give off an audible 
frustrated grunt. The fox’s ECM jammer was successfully preventing contact back to the 
command post. 

However, Arcades figured that the radio operator was seated in an area that was out of his 
jammer’s range due to the fact that the operator was able to alert somebody to attend to the 
camera. The fox watched as the human visually inspected the camera for damage, but he could 
not see anything wrong with the camera. He then looked at the wiring that was travelling to the 
wall, but there was nothing wrong with it as well. The guard removed his handheld radio again 
and said, “This is D3, I cannot find anything wrong with the CCTV system. Possible malfunction 
on your end? Over.” He still did not receive a response, and he let out another frustrated grunt. 
While the fox could not understand what the man was saying, he took a guess as to what he was 
saying. Arcades looked in his mirror again and saw that the guard was going to open the keycard 
door. He peeked around the corner and was prepared to move when the guard opened the door. 
The guard slid his keycard into the door, and he pushed the handle down once a green light 
appeared over the receptor. Arcades quietly followed behind the guard, and he made sure to stay 


out of the guard’s line of sight. He entered further into the vault. 


“Load up, we’re dropping in five!” A human announced as he checked the chamber of his 
black FN SCAR-L. The seven other men in the helicopter made sure that their weapons were 
also ready. They were all humans, and they were wearing navy blue uniforms with black 
equipment and weaponry. The squad was flying in a custom Sikorsky S-70 helicopter that had 
been modified with a sleek, angular frame to cause it to not return radar signals. This helicopter 
was designated as the MH-60X Stealth Hawk and was lacking any identification markings. The 
helicopter flew over the water and was now closing in fast on the target building. To reduce the 
risk of being detected by radar systems, the helicopter flew low, and the doors were shut to 
further prevent radar detection. 

As the helicopter was closing in on the abandoned store, the squad leader reminded his 
men of the plan, “Alpha fireteam, split off and find the jade cane. Omega fireteam, mop up the 
security detail. Kill everyone who is a human, but take anthros alive if you see them. However, 
that shouldn’t be a problem here. All hostile contacts are reported to be humans. If anybody sees 
the cane, notify the rest of the squad via radio. Remember, the Site Director said that he needs 
that cane to decode the secrets.” The pilot pulled the yoke aft and gave the helicopter some 
throttle to level it out. The squad leader felt this, and he stood up from his seat in order to open 
the door. Once the door was open, the human looked down at the target building, and he 


”? 


announced to his crew, “This is it. Go, go go!” Lines were deployed from the helicopter, and the 
human operatives began to exit the helicopter. Once they all landed on the roof of the building, 
the squad of eight split into two fireteams of four, and they both rappelled down opposite sides of 
the building. Fireteam Alpha touched the ground first, and they went around to the rear of the 


building. Omega went towards the front entrance, and they opened the front door after carefully 


checking their surroundings. The Omega fireteam leader spoke to another operative, “We’re in. 


Alert Alpha via radio.” The operatives stopped, and one operator said over the radio, “Fireteam 
Alpha, this is Omega 3, we have made entry. You’re cleared to move in. Over.” Alpha 
responded, “Copy, Omega. This is Alpha 2, we are moving inside the building.” 

“They’re in, let’s go,” Alpha 1 said to his men as they stood up to move around to the 
front of the building. The fireteam of four split into two groups of two, but they combined back 
into the four man team once they reached the front of the building. The operatives entered the 
store, and they immediately looked through the sights of their Aimpoint and Trijicon optics as 
they cleared the store of hostiles. As they reunited with Omega, the squad leader spoke, “Split up 
and search the building. There is an entrance to the underground vault somewhere. We need to 
find it. Once you find the entrance, radio in for us. Let’s go.” The squad leader was designated as 
Omega 1, so he stayed with his fireteam. The squad split up into four groups of two again as they 
searched the interior of the building. They checked all of their corners for hostiles, and they were 
looking down their sights the entire time. A voice was then heard over the radio, “This is Alpha 
4, I have found an elevator. Possible entrance to the vault. Over.” Omega 1 responded, “Solid 
copy. This is Omega 1, what is your location? Over.” Alpha 4 notified the squad of his location, 
“This is Alpha 4. Alpha 3 and I are in the backroom directly behind all of the aisles. Over.” As 
the remaining operatives began to make their way to the elevator, Omega | responded, “Roger. 
We are on our way. Out.” 

As the duo was waiting for the rest of the squad to return, Alpha 4 kept his FN F2000’s 
sights trained on the elevator door. Alpha 3 was watching the hallway that they came through to 
get to the elevator, and he held his custom M4A1 in a ready position. The remaining operators 
started to make their way down the hallway. Omega 3 and 4 were the first to enter, and they were 


followed by Alpha 1 and 2. Omega | and 2 finally found the room soon after. Alpha 3 lowered 


his rifle, and Omega | walked up towards the elevator button. He pressed the call button, and the 
squad waited for the elevator to return while Omega 3 and 4 provided rear security. The elevator 
arrived, and Omega | looked inside. He shook his head, “It’s only big enough for two people to 
fit in. We'll have four groups of two go one at a time I guess. Alpha | and 2, you’re up first. 
Wait right outside of the elevator and wait for all of us to get down there before proceeding. If 
there are any hostile forces that come around, you’re cleared to engage. Let’s go.” The two 
operatives silently acknowledged as they entered the elevator, and they pressed the button to go 
down into the vault. 

Arcades was finally closer to where he needed to go. As he looked around the vault 
doors, he remembered what was said during the briefing. The jade cane was in Vault Three. 
Arcades saw a number three above one of the vault doors, and he knew that the cane had to be in 
there. However, he didn’t know how to get in there. The fox crouched down, and he knelt in the 
shadow of a crate that was on the ground. There were several guards walking by, and Arcades 
was waiting to see if they would move. The fox looked up, and he noticed what appeared to be a 
control room. ‘Maybe the vault controls are in there?’ Arcades thought to himself as he took 
another peek at the guards. However, he would need to get up into the control room, and that 
would prove to be difficult as the staircase leading to it had a guard standing in front of it. 

As he was waiting, he was startled by the sound of gunfire coming from where he just 
came from. The fox jumped forwards and almost hit his head on the crate that he was using for 
cover. He saw that some of the guards were also caught off-guard by the noise, and they raised 
their weapons as their reflexes kicked in. A guard that was standing in front of Vault Three 
began to speak, ““Gunshots are coming from the entrance zone! Let’s go!” Arcades could not 


understand the guard, but he assumed it had something to do with the gunfire. As he was 


crouched down behind the crate, he saw three guards rush past him with their Norinco rifles held 
at ready. He also saw that the control room guard traversed down the stairs, and he exited the 
area Arcades was in. The fox decided that an opportunity had presented itself. He hurried to the 
staircase that led to the control room, and he made sure to keep his head low. He also was hoping 
that his tail did not give his position away. He knew one anthro who met an unfortunate demise 
due to his tail revealing his location. 

“Contact! Open fire!” A guard yelled in Chinese as he opened fire with his Norinco CQ. 
The rounds struck the walls of the entrance zone as a gunfight erupted. Six out of the eight 
operatives had successfully made it down the elevator before they were discovered by passing 
guards. Alpha 1 returned fire with his FN P90 and struck a guard three times in the chest. The 
guard fell backwards from the impact, and he dropped his weapon. However, his ballistic vest 
prevented him from sustaining lethal internal injuries. Omega | approached the downed guard, 
and he finished him off with his SCAR-L. Blood painted the floor and some even reached the 
wall that was several meters away. Another guard avoided a hail of gunfire before attempting to 
call for reinforcements. The guard opened the cover for the alarm button and was prepared to 
push the button. The guard was in the motion to press the button, but he was shot in the back of 
the head by a 5.56mm round fired by Omega 2. The guard dropped dead, and his blood covered 
the alarm button. “Clear,” Omega 3 announced as he moved in after Omega 2. Omega 3 and 4 
finally reached the bottom of the elevator, but they could only see the aftermath of the initial 
assault. They did not bother to question the actions of the rest of the squad, so they proceeded 
further into the entrance zone. 

Arcades heard more gunfire behind the closed doors. ‘T hope that keycard door will buy 


me some time,’ The fox thought as he turned to face the direction of the gunfire. He looked back 


at the control panel, and he was struggling to make out the control that would open Vault Three. 
He saw a switch with a three next to it, and he flipped it. Nothing happened. He scratched his 
head with his gloved hand, and he then remembered that his ECM jammer was still enabled. The 
fox flipped the switch on the jammer to disable it, and he pressed the vault door’s switch again 
after the jammer was inactive. The vault door began to slowly creep its way open. After the door 
opened, the fox switched his ECM jammer back on to prevent somebody else from closing the 
door on him. He turned around, but he unknowingly walked past a security camera that had seen 
him when he turned the ECM off. 

The fox quickly stepped down the stairs, and he ran towards the open vault. He was now 
on borrowed time. When he reached the vault, he heard more gunfire, and he figured that 
whoever else was in the building was also seeking what he was looking for. After all, the 
contract had only been open for twelve hours. Arcades entered the vault, and he heard the alarm 
finally sound. ‘7 don’t have much time. I better hurry up and get the cane out,’ Arcades thought 
to himself as he moved his attention to the vault. Inside, he noticed a single case sitting on a 
table. The vault’s lights reflected on the stainless steel case, and the fox approached the case to 
open it. He flipped the latches down, and he opened the case. Inside was a gold cane with a large 
jade crystal on the end of it. Since his weapon was holstered, he had both hands free to inspect 
the cane. He picked up the cane, and he looked at the gold handle. The handle was inscribed with 
black symbols all over. Arcades’ eyes widened when he recognized some of the symbols. 
Though he recognized the symbols, he could not tell what the message was. He now was 
absolutely convinced that he could not let anybody else get the cane. He was now wondering if it 
was best to not give the cane to the man who opened the contract. Since he didn’t know if the 


case had a tracking device, Arcades did not want to take any chances. The fox removed a black, 


folded up drawstring sack from his dump pouch, and he sat the case inside of the bag. He then 
tossed the bag over his shoulders, and he exited the vault. 

“Move. Clear right,” Omega | was calling out as his fireteam moved around the next 
area. They had dispatched multiple guards, but they still did not know where the jade cane was. 
As they began traveling down a stairwell, a few guards started firing at them. Omega | notified 
his fireteam, “Contact! Down the stairs!”” Omega | could hear the guard speak in Chinese as he 
stepped back from the stairwell to check the rounds in his magazine. He was using a Magpul 
PMAG in his SCAR-L that allowed him to view the remaining rounds via a plastic window on 
the side of the magazine. He estimated that he had approximately ten rounds left in the current 
magazine. He decided to perform a tactical reload. Omega 1 removed the magazine and placed it 
in his dump pouch. He then removed another PMAG from his magazine pouch, and he inserted it 
into his rifle. Since his rifle already had a round chambered, he did not need to pull the charging 
handle again. As soon as he finished his reload, he heard gunfire coming from right behind him. 
Omega 2 and 3 had just killed a small group of guards that attempted to flank them from an 
alternate route. Blood was now all over the walls and floor, and the floor was also littered with 
spent shell casings. “Moving,” Omega | announced as he began traveling down the staircase. 
Omega 2 followed him closely, and the guards that were below the stairwell started shooting up 
at them. The rounds penetrated the floor, but missed the two operatives. Omega | heard one of 
the guards announce something, and he assumed this was a reload callout. He peered over the 
railing, and he fired at two guards. Rounds ripped right through the guards, and they collapsed to 
the ground. A pool of blood soon began to form underneath them. Omega motioned for the rest 


of his fireteam to join him, “Keep going, we cannot lose that cane!” 


Alpha 1 and his fireteam stepped over bodies of deceased guards as they traveled deeper 
into the facility. Alpha 1 moved in, and he noticed a large room with a control room in the 
middle. Three vault doors were in the room, but one of them was already open. Alpha 1 figured 
that the jade cane could be in one of the vault doors. He pushed the PTT on his radio, “Fireteam 
Omega, this is Alpha 1. We have located three vault doors. Vault Three has been opened already. 
The cane could possibly be in Vault One or Vault Two. Please advise, over.” Alpha 1 only heard 
static coming from the radio. He then pressed the PTT button again, “Omega come in! Omega, 
do you copy? Over.” Nothing happened. Alpha 1 turned to the rest of his fireteam, ““Dammit! 
Comms are out. Two of you get inside that control booth and open those other vault doors. Alpha 
2, you’re on me. We’re going to look inside Vault Three. Cover me, in case any more guards 
decide to show up.” 

After the fireteam split up again, they could hear more gunfire coming from elsewhere. 
Alpha 1 said, “That must be Omega. Sounds like they’re making their way to us. We need to 
figure out why our comms are out.” Alpha | ran inside Vault Three, and he looked at an empty 
case that was on the table. Alpha 2 then asked, “Sir, do you think the cane was here?” Alpha 1 
shook his head, “I don’t know if it was here or not.” He then looked up at the security camera 
that was in the vault. “If we can roll back on that security footage, we might be able to figure it 
out. But, since we can’t contact Omega, we’re gonna have to wait for them to meet us here.” 
Alpha 1 and Alpha 2 exited the vault, and they saw a few regular doors open. More guards ran 
inside the main chamber, and they began to open fire with their rifles. Alpha 1 was caught 
outside cover, “Contact front! Get to cover!” He raised his P90 and laid down cover fire to buy 
himself time to run in front of the control room’s walls for cover. Alpha 2 also returned fire with 


his M4A1, but he did not run. Rather, he dropped a knee, and he fired at the guards. One guard 


tried to shoot back at Alpha 1, but he was instead shot by Alpha 2. The guard fell backwards, and 
he dropped his QBZ-95. The second guard ran out of ammunition, and he tried to make a break 
to the nearest doorway to get to cover; However, he was shot by Alpha 1 peeking out from cover 
with his P90. The guard fell forwards, and his head rammed right into the doorway. Another pool 
of blood soon amassed on the floor. 

Omega | made his way to another doorway, and he opened it. As the crew entered, 
Omega | heard a familiar voice, “Friendlies! Check your fire!” Omega | turned his attention to 
the source of the voice, and he saw that Alpha 2 was aiming his rifle right at him. Omega | 
confirmed with the rest of his fireteam, “We’re clear! Friendlies! Check your fire.” Alpha 1 and 
Alpha 2 lowered their weapons, and Fireteam Omega did the same. Alpha 1 approached Omega 
1 and said, “Our comms are down. Did you hear what we said?” Omega | shook his head, “No, I 
didn’t hear you guys. Let’s test it.” Alpha 1 held his PTT button, “Radio check. How copy? 
Over.” Omega | nodded, “Copy Alpha 1, radio checks out.” Omega | shrugged, “I don’t know 
what happened to you there. Are you sure you held the button down?” Alpha 1 nodded, “Yeah. I 
heard only static.” Alpha | then noticed that the vault doors were still closed. He held down the 
PTT, “Alpha 3, what is taking so long? Why aren’t the vault doors open? Over.” Alpha 3 
promptly responded, “Sir, we’ve been trying. We also already told you that the buttons don’t 
work. Over.” Alpha | raised an eyebrow, but this was hidden behind his large ESS goggles. 
“What are you talking about? You two shits never said anything to us!” Alpha 1 then said to the 
rest of the men with frustration, “Fuck it. We’re going up there.” 

The six operators reached the control booth. Alpha 1 was still frustrated, “Alright, you 
two shits better have a damn good excuse as to why the vault doors aren’t open yet.” Alpha 3 


raised his voice, “Dammit! I told you the doors didn’t work worth of shit!” Omega 1 decided to 


step in, “Shut the fuck up all of you! Try it again for fuck’s sake.” Alpha 3 flipped the two 
switches on the control panel, and the two vault doors began to slide open. Alpha 3’s face was 
full of surprise. Omega | was still frustrated, “Well ain’t that all fine and dandy! Let’s go to the 
vaults now.” The squad of eight moved out of the control booth, and they split into two fireteams 
once again. One to go into each vault. Fireteam Alpha moved into Vault One, and Fireteam 
Omega moved into Vault Two. Omega | approached a boxed item on the table. He opened the 
box and found a large diamond. Omega | expressed his surprise, “Oh shit! Look at this baby!” 
He held the diamond up and showed it to the rest of his fireteam. It was an expensive diamond, 
but this was not the cane they flew all the way over to find. 

Alpha 1 approached a case that was sitting in the middle of the table in Vault One, and he 
flipped the latches down. “T think this is it,’ Alpha 1 said as he was anticipating finding the 
mission objective. When the case opened, Alpha | was both surprised and disappointed. Inside 
the case was a firearm that he had never seen before. Alpha | picked up the weapon, and he 
examined it. The weapon halfway resembled a conventional automatic rifle, but it also resembled 
a bullpup rifle at the same time. The lower reciever of the weapon seemed to have a place where 
a STANAG style magazine would fit inside of. The stock of the weapon had another magwell, 
but it was well above the size to accommodate a standard 5.56x45mm magazine. Alpha | wanted 
to try out the weapon, but he did not have a compatible magazine since he was using a P90. He 
requested a magazine from Alpha 2, “Hey, Alpha 2. Gimme one of your M4 mags.” Alpha 1 
heard the velcro of the magazine pouch open, and Alpha 2 handed him a Magpul PMAG. 

Alpha 1 inserted the PMAG into the weapon, and it did fit. He even heard a click 
confirming the magazine was fully seated into the weapon. He then flipped the weapon over, so 


he could find a way to chamber a round. The weapon even featured a bulky scope on the top of 


the upper receiver. Alpha 1 found a power button for the scope, and he looked through it. 
Holding up the rifle was kind of tough as it was fairly heavy. Alpha 1 was surprised by the 
weight of the prototype especially since there were not any munitions loaded into the bullpup 
part of the weapon. However, since the weapon was a bullpup, it was not hard for him to keep 
the muzzle up once he firmly pressed the stock up against his shoulder. Alpha 1| finally found a 
charging handle, and he pulled it back. As he pulled back the handle, he noticed that the chamber 
on the stock did not open. He then directed his attention to the breech that was above the 
STANAG lower receiver. Alpha 1 finally understood what he was holding, “Oh, I get it now. 
This is one of those hybrid assault rifle prototypes. It’s supposed to be two guns in one. You 
have the standard rifle here, and you have the 20mm launcher in the back. I guess that’s 
interesting. We should take it back with us. I didn’t even know the Chinese were developing one 
of these.” 

Omega | and his fireteam entered the vault that Alpha 1 was in. “Any luck here?” Omega 
1 asked. Alpha | presented the weapon that he found. Omega 1| shook his head, “That ain’t it.” 
Alpha 1 then asked, “Sir, you didn’t find the cane in the other vault?” Omega 1 showed Fireteam 
Alpha the diamond, “I found this decent diamond, but no jade cane.” Alpha | then made a 
suggestion, “How much do you want to bet that it was in Vault Three?” Omega 1 nodded, 
“Probably was. I found a CCTV room when we were clearing this place out. We should check 
out the cameras there. All of these vaults look like they have cameras inside, so we should be 
able to find out who took whatever was in Vault Three.” Alpha 1 had a question, “Uh sir, what if 
the jade cane was never here in the first place?” Omega 1 shook his head, “There’s no way in 
hell that our intel was that off. Come on, let’s go and check the cameras.” The squad exited the 


vault, and they began to backtrack to the CCTV room. 


Arcades was almost finished reaching the summit of an alternate route he took to get 
back to the entrance zone. He found a hidden unguarded maintenance tunnel that had a staircase 
that could lead him back to the entrance zone. The gunfire that he heard before was now gone, 
and he assumed that the hostile forces that came in after him had already eliminated all of the 
guards in the facility. Arcades did not want to assume that they had left already, as he knew that 
they would likely be looking for the jade cane. The fox finally reached the door that would take 
him back to the entrance zone, and he was not prepared to see what happened to it. 

When the fox opened the door, his eyes widened and his jaw dropped from the sight he 
took in. Bodies laid sprawled out all over the floor, there were many spent shell casings, and 
there was so much blood splattered all over the floor. Arcades moved slowly through the 
aftermath, and he was being careful as to not step in any blood with his bare feet. Arcades did 
not want to look at the gruesome sight, and he now wanted to exit more than he did before. As 
the fox was moving back to where the elevator was, he heard a faint voice. Arcades paused, and 
he turned his head in the direction of the voice. He saw one of the guards had not been killed. 
The guard’s right leg had blood all over it, and he was reaching his hand out to the fox from afar 
as if asking for help. The guard seemed to not care that an anthro was his only means to survive. 
Though he was not expecting the anthro to render aid to him, Arcades quickly made his way to 
the fallen guard. Arcades found a spot on the floor that had not been contaminated with blood, 
and he got down on his knees. The guard grabbed Arcades’ arm, and Arcades said, “Don’t worry 
buddy, I'll get you out of here.” Arcades knew that if the human had not been wounded, he likely 
would not hesitate pulling the trigger on an anthro. The fox did not care, as he did not want 
another life to be lost to the unknown hostile force. Arcades gripped the guard’s hand to reassure 


him, and he began to take off the guard’s plate carrier. 


When the fox finished removing the plate carrier, he noticed that it had five rounds that 
landed on it. Arcades sat the vest aside, “Man, you got lucky. You would have been a goner if 
these hit you.” The guard then grunted, “A-American... Help.” Arcades was surprised, “You 
speak English?” The guard groaned while he slowly nodded, “Yes, American. I... Shot in leg. 
Help.” After hearing the human speak, the fox realized that the guard only had a poor grasp of 
the English language. However, this did not prevent the fox from rendering aid. “You’re not 
dying today. I’ll get you out of here.” Arcades realized that he did not have his medkit with him, 
as it was in his vehicle. He was not expecting anybody to fire any shots. Arcades informed the 
guard of the situation and hoped he understood, “Hey buddy, I have to get you out of here before 
I can get you help. What you can do now is put pressure on that wound.” The fox grabbed the 
guard’s hands, and he pressed them on the wound. The guard grunted, but he held his wounded 
upper thigh with his hands. The fox then used his meager strength to lift the man off the ground 
and carried him into the elevator. He then entered the elevator, and he made sure that he was still 
carrying the jade cane before he started the elevator. The elevator rose, and once it reached its 
destination, Arcades carried the guard out of the building. 

Arcades reached his vehicle, and he sat the guard down behind the trunk of his car. He 
propped the man’s back up against the rear bumper, and he used the key fob to open the trunk. 
However, the trunk did not open. The car did not respond to the key fob. Arcades then realized 
that his ECM jammer was still on. He switched it off and was then successful at opening the 
trunk. Arcades placed the jade cane in the back of the vehicle, and he dropped his JPC off in the 
trunk with it. He then retrieved the medkit that he had in the trunk. When the fox removed his 
JPC, he remembered that his headset was still attached to the PTT module. Arcades dropped the 


headset in the trunk and left it open as he knelt down again in front of the wounded guard. The 


fox could not see how the man was wounded in the darkness, so he used the only light that he 
had. 

He removed his G17 from his holster, and turned on the flashlight. When the guard saw 
the fox take out the handgun, he began to breathe heavily. When Arcades noticed, he placed his 
left hand on the guard’s shoulder to comfort him. “Hey, hey. Don’t worry. I’m not going to shoot 
you. This is the only light I have with me right now.” The guard responded with broken English, 
“Please American. No kill me.” Arcades sat the handgun on the ground, and he tried to reassure 
the guard again. “Aww, don’t worry buddy. I’m not here to take life. I’m here to try and help 
save life. Now, let’s save your life.” The fox now could see the human’s wounds a bit better. He 
then needed to see how it actually looked. Arcades removed his Oakley gloves and tossed them 
in the trunk. He reached in the med kit, and he put on a pair of disposable gloves. He removed 
his multi-tool, and he flipped the knife out. He then began to cut the guard’s pant leg off. Once it 
was removed, he pulled it down to the guard’s boot, and he looked at the gunshot wound. 

“Oof, that looks like it hurt,” Arcades said to the human. He looked up, and he saw that 
the man’s gaze was starting to face upwards. Arcades touched the man’s face to get his attention, 
“Stay with me buddy. Come on, focus on me!” The guard looked down at the fox, and he said in 
broken English, “Feel sleepy.” Arcades did not want the man to go unconscious, “No, don’t go to 
sleep. Tell me about yourself. Where are you from?” Arcades didn’t think too much about the 
questions he was asking, he was mainly focusing on keeping the man alive. The guard replied, “I 
am Chinaman.” What other response was Arcades expecting to get? As he cleaned the wound, he 
noticed that there was an exit wound. He concluded that the man was probably shot with a 


regular rifle round as an AP round would have pierced the vest the guard was wearing. 


Arcades finished cleaning the wound, and he removed a shot of morphine from the med- 
kit. He injected the guard with the morphine, “Hey buddy, this will take some of the pain away. I 
need you to stay with me now. Keep talking to me. You got a family?” The guard nodded 
slowly, “Yes, American. I have family.” The fox then decided that he should bandage the wound, 
for it was too late to use a tourniquet. Arcades did not know if the guard would make it, but that 
did not stop him from trying. While Arcades was bandaging the guard’s leg, he prayed to God 
that He would keep the man alive. Once the man was finally bandaged, the fox said, “I’m 
praying that you’ ll make it until we get to the airport. I’m gonna take you with us. We’ll get 
people to treat you.” The man barely understood what the fox was saying to him, “Thank you, 
American.” Arcades smiled, and a tear slowly dropped out of the fox’s eye. 

The fox placed the rubber gloves into a disposable bag, and he then picked up the 
handgun off of the ground before disabling the light. Once the light was disabled, the fox sat up 
on his knees, and he placed the handgun back into the holster before removing his battle belt. He 
tossed the battle belt in the car trunk and gathered up what was left from the med-kit to place it in 
the trunk. He closed the trunk and helped the guard take a seat inside of his vehicle. The fox then 
entered the vehicle himself, and he started the vehicle. Once the vehicle started, Kimosabe by BT 
resumed playing. Arcades chuckled to himself before shifting his vehicle into drive, “Heh, this 
song takes me way back. You know what I’m saying?” Arcades started driving his car towards 
the airport, and he pulled out his cell phone to call Johnny. 

“Hey, Johnny. Mission is a success, but some stuff happened down there that we’re going 
to need to discuss. I have one wounded with me. I’m alright, but some unknown hostile force 
killed all of the other guards in the compound save for one. My ETA to the airport is about eight 


minutes, so be ready for me when I get there. We’re gonna need paramedics on standby.” Johnny 


then responded with, “Alright, Kurt. We’ll be ready for you.” Arcades ended the call, and the 
wounded guard started to speak to him. “You are named Kurt? American?” Arcades figured 
what the man was asking, “Oh, yes. My name is Kurt Hofmeier. It’s a German name, but I’m an 
American.” The wounded guard asked another question, “You are German?” The fox shook his 
head, “I’m descended from Germans, but I’m an American. I was born in the... Wait, no. I was 
born an American. It’s interesting because I was born outside of the US.” The guard had a 
difficult time understanding what the fox was saying. He then asked, “So, you were born 
German?” Arcades shook his head, “Nah, it wasn’t Germany.” The guard asked, “You are not 
German? You are American?” The fox nodded his head, “Yeah, that’s right. My parents were 
both Americans.” Arcades was surprised that the man was understanding at least half of what he 
was saying. He did not really care though; his main focus was keeping the man alive. Arcades 
then decided to say the most important thing, “Hey, this is more important than anything else. If 
you repent and trust in Jesus to forgive you of your sins, the Holy Spirit will grant you 
everlasting life. I need you to remember that. Can you?” The guard somehow understood, “Yes, 
American. I will remember.” 

Arcades finally pulled into the airport, and a few Fox Security operators let him into the 
airport. He stopped the vehicle, and both Johnny and Jason were waiting for him. Arcades exited 
the vehicle, and he moved around to the passenger side. He opened the door and revealed the 
wounded guard to the crew. Johnny asked, “Where’s he hurt?” A few Fox Security operators 
moved in, and they helped the man out of the vehicle. Arcades informed his fellow operator of 
the situation, “He’s been shot in the upper right thigh. The bullet went through. He lost quite a 


bit of blood, but I think I got him stable. He’s been talking to me, so that should be a good sign. I 


injected him with some morphine, and that should be taking effect if it hasn’t already. He speaks 
some English, but it’s not the best. You’re going to kinda have to make-do with that.” 

After Arcades finished, Jason asked, “Boss, you got the jade cane we came all the way 
out here for, mate?” The fox nodded to the wolf, “Yeah, I have it in the back of the trunk. While 
I was there, some other force came in, and they shot up the place. It surely was not a good sight 
as I made my way out.” The fox moved to the trunk of the car, and he opened it. After digging 
through all of the other stuff he had in the trunk, he pulled out the bag that held the jade cane. 
The fox placed the bag on the roof of his car, and he opened it up. Arcades removed the jade 
cane from the bag and showed his men the item which was so sought after. 

Johnny saw the peculiar markings and asked, “What are all those markings on the handle 
supposed to mean?” Arcades was hoping he would ask that question, “Yeah, that’s the problem. I 
think these symbols are the reason why the contract opened in the first place. Honestly, I think it 
would be best that we don’t turn it in to the contractor who wants it. Though we wouldn’t get 
thirty million dollars, I don’t think that price is worth the secrets that are contained on these 
symbols.” Johnny raised an eyebrow, “How are you sure about that?” Arcades answered the 
question reluctantly, “I recognize some of the symbols.” Johnny was confused, “What? What’s 
inscribed on the cane, then?” Arcades needed Johnny to listen, “I don’t know exactly what they 
represent. All I know is that these are symbols that the occult uses. If occultists get their hands on 
this cane, they are going to use it to perform some sort of ritual with it.” 

Johnny’s face lit up, “What the fuck? Kurt, how the hell do you know all that?” Arcades 
then said, “Look, I used to do covert operations way before Fox Security was a thing. I learned a 
lot during those times... I’m sorry, it’s really hard for me to explain.” Johnny was silent, but 


Arcades continued, “I think that we should destroy the cane to prevent the occult or whomever 


from obtaining it. You know, now that I think about it. I have a feeling that those hostile forces 
could potentially be affiliated with the occult, but I cannot confirm this. Why else would 
someone be so reckless for this cane?” Johnny then asked, “So, you’re going to throw away 
thirty million dollars?” Arcades looked straight at Johnny, “I’m afraid so. The information on 
this cane is way too dangerous. Nobody should keep it. We must destroy it.” Johnny forgot that 
Arcades was his boss, “Kurt. This is the second time we’ve been on a mission that you abort it 
because of some other factor outside of the mission. The first time it was this wolf, and now 
you're aborting it because you’re scared of some magic secrets?” Arcades disagreed, but did not 
change his tone, “This war is not fought with flesh and blood. It is fought with principalities and 
powers. This is a spiritual war, and the enemy is very powerful.” When Jason heard Arcades 
speak, he remembered what the fox said to him back in Alaska. 

Jason’s memory raced back to Alaska. He remembered what Arcades said, “The spiritual 
war between sin and God. Jesus is the only one who can win the war.” Jason stood back, and he 
watched as Johnny continued to criticize Arcades’ decisions. “You’re running a company. What 
the fuck are you thinking? You’re letting your bitchass feelings get in the way of doing your 
fucking work!” The fox gently placed his hand on Johnny’s shoulder, “Look, this is greater than 
all of us. I’m going to do what God’s best interest is. What profits a man to gain the whole world 
when he loses his soul in the process?” Johnny shrugged off the fox’s hand, “You motherfucking 
son of a bitch. You fucking handcuff yourself for fun. And then you go on to tell me all of this 
bullshit? Yeah, you’re fucking real special aren’t you?” 

Arcades’ eyes widened, and he began to slightly shake. ““Wha? No...” The fox was at a 
loss of words. Jason was also astonished by what Johnny said to his boss. Johnny did not stop, 


“You're fucking pathetic. You know that, you little bitch? You let your damn feelings get in the 


way of your work. You fucking let people cuff you and everything because your sick fucking 
anthro degenerate ass enjoys it. All of you fucking anthros are all the same! You shits fucking 
are all pathetic little bitches. You’re a terrible soldier, Kurt! You’re weak! YOU FUCKING 
TOLD ME YOU MAKE YOURSELF LOOK LESS INTIMIDATING ON PURPOSE! WHAT 
THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING? WHAT KIND OF EXAMPLE IS THAT? THIS IS WAR! 
WAR DOESN’T CARE ABOUT YOUR FEELINGS!” 

Arcades was now shaking more, and tears were welled up in his eyes. He tried to say 
something, but he couldn’t, “No.. Wh-hy did... Please...” Johnny was not having any of it, “And 
don’t even try to fucking bring God into all of this. You’re just trying to push away the reality of 
the situation. When will you wake up and realize that nobody gives two shits about your fucking 
feelings!?” Jason stared at the fox that had rescued him back in Alaska, and he did not look the 
same at all. Jason figured that Arcades now looks as vulnerable as he did back in Alaska. Jason 
did feel sorry for Arcades, but he did not know what to do. Johnny ripped off the Fox Security 
patch he was wearing, and he slapped it on Arcades’ left shoulder. Johnny then remarked, 
“Here’s to your fucking joke of a company. You weak pathetic bitch.” 

The fox’s breathing was now accelerating and was becoming less controlled. Johnny then 
started removing items that were in his pockets that belonged to the company, “Have your shit 
back, you fucking bitch.” Johnny dropped most of the stuff on the ground in front of the fox, but 
then he pulled out one particular item. Johnny removed a pair of hinged handcuffs from his cargo 
pocket, and had an malevolent idea. Johnny held the cuffs up in front of a distressed fox and 
taunted, “Hey bitch. How about this?” Johnny forcibly grabbed the fox’s shoulder and spun him 
around. He then grabbed the fox’s right wrist and locked the cuff around it. He then grabbed 


Arcades’ other wrist and cuffed it in the opposite direction of the first. Jason was confused, but 


he knew that Arcades did not deserve this. The wolf yelled, “Dammit Johnny, stop!” Johnny 
pushed the fox to his knees, and he turned around to look at the wolf. He then looked back at 
Arcades. Johnny pushed Arcades to his stomach and let go of him. Before turning to confront 
Jason, he taunted the fox, “How’s that feel bitch? You fucking enjoying yourself there? Yeah, I 
fucking thought so.” The poor fox was shaking in the restraints, and he was quietly crying. 
“Why did you do that?” Jason asked the former operator. Johnny indirectly answered his 
question, “This dumb little bitch here? He’s your leader? How could you get to be more pathetic 
than that? Look at this dumbass. He’s fucking crying like a bitch.” Jason shook his head, “But, 
after all the work he did-” Johnny cut the wolf off, “He did fuck all! That weak son of a bitch is 
who you call your leader? He didn’t even fucking try to resist that! He probably likes it that 
much, anyways.” Jason raised his voice, “Well, at least he rescued me!” Johnny shook his head, 
“That bitch didn’t rescue you. Some other dickhead who killed your dumbass brother did! 
Wanna know why? Because his feelings got in the way too! That’s how people get fucking killed 


1”? 


in war!” Jason had enough, “Don’t you bring up my brother.” Johnny chuckled, “Haha. What is 
your bitchass gonna do about it? Come and have at me, motherfucker!” Johnny whacked his 
chest with his hand to get Jason to attack him. Jason took the bait, and he rushed at Johnny. As 
Jason was coming, Johnny taunted, “Ah yeah! I get to bag myself two pathetic fuckass anthros!” 
Johnny grabbed Jason’s arm, and he pushed the wolf backwards before sending his elbow into 
the wolf’s back. He then pushed the wolf to the ground, and he purposely stomped on his tail. 
Jason yelped in pain, and he bit his lip. Johnny then kicked the downed wolf, “Your ass is even 


weaker than your fucking excuse of a leader, and that passive-ass bitch is locked up in cuffs. 


How pathetic. Fucking faggot-ass bitches.” Johnny then stood behind the defeated fox, “Here’s 


one for the road you bitch!” Johnny strongly stomped right on Arcades’ tail. The fox jolted 
forwards in pain, and he let out a loud cry. 

A nearby operative heard the commotion and came to see what happened. As he 
approached the scene, he saw Johnny giving one last kick to Arcades before turning around. The 
operative raised his SCAR-L at Johnny, “Hold it there.” The operator said as he held his former 
colleague at gunpoint. Arcades got to his knees, and he turned to face the two humans. Though 
he was still in pain, he managed to say, “No... L-let him go. H-he can get out of here. It’s what 
he wants.” The soldier lowered his rifle, “Boss?” Johnny turned around and gave an evil smile, 
“Wow, you really are fucking weak. Get out of my sight, bitch. Motherfucker...” Jason stood 
back up, but did not pursue Johnny. As Johnny walked away, Jason turned to his leader. “Boss, 
you’re just going to let him go?” Arcades lowered himself on his knees, “Some seeds landed 
along the path, and the birds came and devoured them. He who exalts himself will be humbled... 
Jason, I turn the other cheek. It’s the right thing to do. He’ll get what’s coming to him, so don’t 
pay him any mind.” 

Jason then asked the fox, “Are you alright, man?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah... He’s got a 
hard heart. It’s a real shame. Some people just don’t like the Gospel.” The operator wielding the 
SCAR approached the restrained, kneeling fox, “What happened? Did he do this to you?” 
Arcades did not give a direct answer, “Too much happened...” Arcades then was relieved to see 
that the jade cane was still sitting in the bag on top of his vehicle. The fox said, “Glad that’s still 
there. We’re going to destroy the cane, so nobody can use it for wrong.” The operative then 
asked, “But boss, it’s an open contract worth thirty million dollars.” The question reminded 
Arcades of the encounter that he had with Johnny, but the operative calling a defeated, kneeling, 


and handcuffed fox ‘boss’ caught his attention more. Arcades finally had something to say, 


“Sometimes, you have to do what’s right. Even if the money isn’t.” The soldier then asked, “Do 
you need help to get out of those?” Arcades shook his head, “No, I’ve got the key in my pocket. 
I'll get out of these... When I’m ready... What’s the status of the guard I pulled out of the 
compound?” The soldier replied, “He’s stable, and he’ll be alright. We took him to a nearby 
hospital. He would have died without your help.” The fox took a sigh of relief, “Phew. That’s a 
good thing. I even got to share the Gospel with him. Maybe that’s why he didn’t die.” The 
human soldier nodded, “I suppose so. Is there anything else you need, boss?” 

The fox remembered that they needed to get home, “Prep for exfil. We’ll be leaving soon. 
Alright? Just make sure everything is where we need it. By the way, we’re melting the cane 
down. Make sure that’s safe until we get it to base.” The human soldier nodded again, “You got 
it, boss. Take care.” Arcades was feeling worn out, “Yeah, that’s nice. Thanks...” The human 
boxed up the cane, and he took it to the parked C-130 Hercules. A few tears were still in 
Arcades’ eyes, but he could not wipe them away because he was still restrained. The wolf turned 
to face the fox, “Look, man... I’m sorry.” Arcades looked up towards Jason, “‘No, it’s not your 
fault.” He took a long pause before continuing, “I don’t see how someone could call an anthro on 
his knees and in handcuffs ‘boss’ either.” 

“Man, what happened to the camera feed?” Alpha | said as he viewed the camera 
footage. Omega 1 asked, “Are you sure you’re looking in the right place?” Alpha 1 nodded, 
“Yeah, there’s nothing here. It’s like the footage was corrupted or something.” Omega | then 
said, “View the cameras now. They should be working.” Alpha 1 flipped a few switches, and the 
live feed displayed on the screen. He then switched to a few more cameras, and they also flashed 
upon the screen. Omega | was getting impatient, ““Let me do this. You’re obviously doing 


something wrong.” He motioned for Alpha 1 to stand up, and he took the seat instead. He looked 


at the camera inside vault three and started rewinding the footage. He got to a point where a 
stainless steel case appeared in the vault. Alpha | asked, “Is that supposed to be where the jade 
cane was? Was it in that case?” Omega | made an assumption, “It’s gotta be in there. I don’t see 
any other place where it could be.” Alpha 1 then said, “Well, how about we find out who took it 
then?” Omega 1 was still impatient, “What does it look like I’m doing?” 

Omega | scrolled through the camera feed, and he sped up the footage. Suddenly, the 
case disappeared, and the vault door was open. Omega | shook his head, “‘There’s gotta be 
something missing. That door can’t just open like that. He rewound the video, and he examined 
it frame by frame. On the video’s first frame, the case was in the vault, and the door was closed. 
He switched over to the next frame. The case was gone, and the door was open. Alpha 1 asked, 
“Who cut the video out?” Omega | had an idea, “How about we check and see who opened the 
doors? That’|l tell us who took the cane.” He set the time back to before the cane went missing, 
and he switched to the camera overlooking the control panel. 

The poor lighting of the control booth combined with the poor quality of the camera 
made it difficult to see who was at the controls. Alpha 1 pointed, “Right there. Look. Someone is 
at the controls. Is that one the guards? It looks like he is wearing black.” The operatives watched 
as the figure in front of the control panel turned around. Omega | blinked twice, “Is that an 
anthro?” Alpha 1 took a closer look at the fuzzy image, “Wow, that sure looks like one. He’s 
definitely not one the guards.” Omega | then questioned, “How did he get in there without 
getting caught?” Alpha | pointed to the blurry image, “He doesn’t even have a gun. He probably 
slipped in there when we were fighting the guards.” However, Alpha | could not tell that 
Arcades had a holstered G17. Omega | then said, “I don’t see any patches. Not even any flags. 


There’s no telling where he came from.” Alpha 1 asked, “What race of anthros is he?” Omega 1 


replied, “He looks like a red fox, but I don’t know if his main fur coat color is actually black or 
the camera makes it look like that.” Alpha 1 was intrigued, “A black red fox? Those are pretty 
rare. He probably made out with the cane. If we had the cane and him, then I’m sure the Site 
Director would be extremely happy. Remember what he said? He said that anthro red foxes carry 
some of the most energy. More than any human does. Whatever that’s supposed to mean.” 

They continued to watch the video feed, but it cut out after Arcades flipped a switch on a 
device he had. Omega 1 commented, “There you have it. He’s using an EM-RF jammer. The 
doors probably are activated by a radio frequency. He had to disable it to open the door.” Alpha 
1 then came up with a conclusion, “That’s why the cameras weren’t working, either. That guy 
looks like he knows what he’s doing. Too bad we can’t tell where he came from. I guess that also 
means he has the jade cane...” Alpha | thought for a moment, “Actually, remember that this was 
an open contract? We came because we were already looking for the jade cane, but maybe this 
guy did it for the thirty million dollars? He’d probably turn it into the contractor. We should be 
able to get it from the contractor after he gives it up. That shouldn’t be too hard to track down.” 
Omega | asked, “How are you sure he’d give up the cane? He could potentially know about all 
of the symbols on it.” Alpha 1 replied optimistically, ““What the Foundation does is secretive 
enough. All of its personnel are under a strict NDA. I doubt he knows about the symbolism that 
the Site Director mentioned to us.” Omega | shrugged, “He could still potentially know about it, 
or maybe he just wants to keep it for himself.” Alpha 1 was still optimistic, “Hey, we did find a 
nice diamond, and a hybrid weapon prototype. Let’s call for exfil and get out of here. We’ll 
figure this out later when we get back to the Foundation.” 

Just then, Omega 1 remembered something important. “Wait, remember when those other 


guys from Facility Five went to buy that anthro red fox from Las Vegas several months ago? She 


was taken too.” Alpha | shrugged, “Yeah? So what?” Omega | rolled back the footage to 
Arcades facing the direction of the camera. He said, “I got something to show you.” Omega 1 
paused the security footage, and he moved to an adjacent computer. He started the computer, and 
he toggled the language setting to English. He then opened Tor, and he logged onto LiveLeak. 
Alpha 1 asked, “Why do you need Tor for that?” Omega | replied, “It’s China. Their internet is 
censored.” Once the website loaded, Omega | inputted text in the search bar, “Car chase 
gunfight Las Vegas.” He clicked on a video with a relevant upload date, and he watched the 
video. 

The video was shot from the point of view of a cell phone. It started with the camera 
facing in the direction of an audible sound of gunfire. The camera followed the Toyota 4Runner 
as it drove by. Arcades was seen standing out of the sunroof, and he was firing his suppressed 
KRISS Vector at the windscreen to prevent the vehicle crew from seeing out of their window. 
The two vehicles passed the cameraman, and the video ended once they were past the range of 
the camera. Omega 1 rewound the video and paused when the 4Runner was in the middle of the 
frame. He then zoomed in on Arcades. He said, “Look at him. He looks like the same anthro.” 
Setting the two screens side by side, he examined them. Alpha | said, “I dunno man. Both of 
these videos are pretty dark. You can tell they’re both anthros, but you can’t confirm it’s the 
same black red fox.” Omega | made a compromise, “Alright, but just keep your eyes open for 
anthros like him. You got that?” Alpha 1 nodded, but he decided that they’ve seen enough, “I 
think we should get going now.” Omega | turned off the monitors and he agreed, “Yeah. Get the 
prototype. I have the diamond.” The operators collected their equipment and ill-gotten gains, and 


they stepped over the body of the former camera operator on their way out of the CCTV room. 


Jason stood next to Arcades, “You sure you don’t need help getting out of those, mate?” 
Arcades answered, “I’ve been like this many times before. Ill release myself when I’m ready.” 
Jason became curious, “How do you release yourself when your arms are on top of one another 
like that?” The fox looked up at the wolf, “When you lock somebody in hinged handcuffs like 
this, one hand is always in the same direction of the keyhole. All I have to do is just pick up the 
key with that hand, and I can release myself.” Jason asked, “That takes practice?” Arcades 
shrugged, “Eh, probably does. I’ve done it quite a bit, so it’s easy for me.” After some silence, 
the fox decided he was ready to go. Arcades said, “Well, I guess I'll release myself now. We 
should get going. We’re going to melt the cane when we get back to base.” The fox used the 
hand closest to his zipper pocket to open it, and he removed his keyring. He was free in under 
half a minute. He got up from his knees, and he examined the restraints before pocketing them. 
He also placed the keyring back into his zipper pocket. Arcades then picked up the items that 
Johnny had tossed to the ground before walking off. Jason had another question, “How does he 
think he’s going to get back to the United States?” Arcades stood back up, “Well, we are at an 
airport. I bet he’s going to use whatever money he has on him for a one way flight back to the 
States.” The fox paused for a moment, “Don’t pay him any mind. He’s made his decision.” 

Arcades then walked over to the open trunk, and he started bringing his equipment to the 
C-130. He held his plate carrier, and he dropped it next to his seat in the aircraft. Arcades knew 
that this flight would be a long one back to the US. Jason helped him move some of his stuff into 
the plane, “It’s going to be a long flight back, right?” The fox nodded, “Yeah. I’m glad that I 
don’t have to fly part of it.” Jason became curious when the fox spoke about flying aircraft, 
“Hey, what if you could fly one of these?” Arcades shrugged, “That'd be interesting. Wait, I 


don’t know if you know this or not, but Iam a pilot. I only fly helicopters, though.” Jason was 


surprised, “Dang, that’s really cool, mate.” The fox forced a smile, “Thanks...” Jason could tell 
that Arcades was still upset, “You did complete the mission. You got the cane before those other 
guys could, and you even saved another life in the process.” Jason then added, “You said not to 
give him any mind. Why don’t you do that?” The fox did not have an answer. The whole ordeal 
was enough for him. 

As the two anthros were returning back to the vehicle to make sure it was empty, Arcades 
spotted the MH-60X fly away from the building he entered at the start of the mission. The fox 
pointed, “Look at that! Those are the guys who killed the guards! They’re leaving.” Jason 
squinted as he tried to identify markings on the helicopter, “Mate, I don’t see any marking on it.” 
Arcades replied, “It’s an unmarked stealth helicopter. It looks like the one that SOCOM used in 
2011 when they killed Osama Bin Laden.” The fox paused before questioning, “How did those 
guys get that helicopter?” Arcades made a mental note for himself to watch out for Stealth 
Hawks. Arcades watched the direction they were heading. He then said, “Hmm, they’re heading 
over the water. I wonder where they’ re getting at.” Jason tried to make the situation a little more 
lively, “They ain’t coming around here. Good thing they don’t know that we have the cane, 
mate!” Arcades nodded, “Yeah... Come on, let’s get the car in the plane.” 

The fox drove his vehicle into the aircraft, and he got out to secure it inside of the cargo 
bay. He looked at the passenger seat and did not see blood on it. He did a good enough job 
patching up the guard, and he didn’t bleed on the seat. The pilot of the C-130 entered, and he 
asked, ““Hofmeier, are you ready to go?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah... It’s been a long night. We 
got what we came here for. Let’s go.” The pilot exited the cargo bay, and he went to the cockpit 
of the plane. The rest of the Fox Security operatives made their way into the plane, and they took 


their seats. Jason sat next to Arcades, and he watched as the fox took out his Bible. The wolf 


watched as Arcades bowed his head and closed his eyes to pray to God. Jason watched Arcades 
pray, and he could tell that he was still distressed. When the fox finished, Jason said reassuringly, 
“Don’t take it personal, mate.” Arcades displayed a half smile on his face, and he was having 
trouble saying thanks. Jason remembered how the fox treated him in Alaska, and he wanted to 
return the favor. After all, Arcades had told Jason the Golden Rule before, “So whatever you 
wish that others would do to you, do also to them, for this is the Law and the Prophets.” 

Jason remembered what Arcades did for him, so he placed his hand upon the fox’s 
shoulder. The fox closed his eyes, and a couple tears dropped on his black combat shirt. The 
plane now started to move, and it taxied down the runway. Arcades sat back in his seat. He just 
wanted to forget what happened, but he knew he would not be able to do so. The plane lifted off 
the runway, and Jason was still holding onto the fox. The fox held onto his Bible, but he did not 
read it. Jason however, did not know what else he could do for Arcades. He would occasionally 
hear the fox sniffle, but it stopped around half an hour. Jason looked at Arcades again, and he 
saw that the fox had released his grip from his Bible. The fox’s head was tilted downwards, and 
it looked as if he had fallen asleep. Arcades was not one to sleep on flights, but Jason let him 
sleep as he slowly grabbed the fox’s Bible from him. The wolf looked at the bland cover, but 


flipped to where Arcades had left a bookmaker. Jason opened the Bible to the Book of John, and 


he began to read. 


Chapter 4 


siege of Berlin 


“Tt’s time. Do we have everything ready?” A man wearing UCP spoke to the other 
humans inside of the warehouse. He checked the chamber of his Steyr StG 77 again, and he 
made sure the magazine was properly seated. He did not want his weapon to fail right at the start. 
The other men were wielding similar weapons, and they all spoke in German. They wore full 
UCP kits, but they had LWH helmets with UCP covers on their helmets due to the resemblance 
to the World War II German steel helmet. They all wore a black patch that read ‘NSS’, but it was 
written in white nordic runes. The result looked more like an XSS, but the humans knew what 
their emblems were supposed to represent. Another member held his Steyr MG 74, and he was 
getting eager to fire it. He was becoming increasingly impatient, “Hans, when are we starting? 
You said it was time fifteen minutes ago.” Hans replied, “Fritz, I told you. We have to wait for 
the rest of the NSS to get into position before we can begin. Besides, I have to remind you that 
our commander has ordered us to take all anthros alive for some reason. I know you want to kill 
them, but that’s supposed to happen when they get to the camps. Yeah, I don’t get it either. It 
makes more sense just to kill them here.” 

Hans let the rifle sling catch his StG 77, and he looked at his Glock G17 to make sure that 
it was ready to fire as well. Hans then asked another soldier, “You have the flag, right?” The 
soldier that was holding a Steyr SSG 08-A1 held up a flag. The flag was black, and it had a white 


circle in the middle of it. The white circle contained the NSS emblem inscribed in black in the 


same nordic runes. Hans said, “Good. As soon as we get the go-ahead from command, we’re 
starting.” The rest of the men rechecked their weapons as well. Their UCP uniforms had been 
provided to them by a group of people they were told they did not need to know. However, they 
had more things to think about than who provided them with their equipment. “They’ve been 
planning this for months. And today, we’re finally going to be able to secure a future for the 
white race. Anthros, blacks, and jews will be no more! Make sure that you kill anybody who is a 
subhuman. The only ones we need to take alive are the anthros, but if they fire back at us, don’t 
worry if you kill them all. The Bundeswehr probably won’t be too late to the party, so shoot 
them on sight; anybody wearing flecktarn is an enemy,” Hans reminded the squad of what they 
already knew. Hans finally heard the voice he wanted to hear over the radio. The operation was 
to be commenced. He announced this to his squad, and they quickly sprang into action. As the 
squad ran out of the warehouse guns blazing, they could hear distant gunfire from other NSS 
units. An evil smile formed on Hans’ face as he pulled the trigger on his StG 77 on his first 
victim. 

It had been several months since Arcades had finished the mission in Hong Kong. He had 
not seen Johnny since then, but he wasn’t really bothered by it as much anymore. Arcades stood 
in front of the small cube of gold that used to be the jade cane. The jade crystal sat on top of the 
gold cube, and he looked at his own reflection in the shiny metal. He did not want to sell the 
cube, even though he would be able to fetch at least a few thousand dollars for it. As the fox 
continued looking at his reflection, he remembered that night back in Hong Kong. He also 
wondered what Johnny was up to, but he did not wish any harm on his former colleague. 

Above the cube that was in his room was his Salient GRY hanging on the wall. He 


always thought that his favorite rifle made a nice set piece in his room. Jason unexpectedly 


walked in his room; Arcades never locked his door, and he allowed people to enter whenever 
they liked. The fox turned to face the wolf, “What’s up, Jason?” The wolf then asked, “Did you 
see what happened in Germany earlier today?” The look on Arcades’ face communicated that he 
was not aware of what Jason was speaking of. Jason then added, ““No? Well, come and look at 
this.” The wolf led his boss into a different room with a TV playing, and the fox looked at the 
paused TV. Jason unpaused the TV when he saw that Arcades was ready to see what was on the 
screen. 

“And now we have breaking news out of Germany. Men dressed in full military gear are 
shooting civilians, police officers, and soldiers all over Berlin,” the human news anchor spoke. 
The camera then changed to an aerial view over Berlin. Many buildings were on fire, and 
multiple aircraft were descending on the city under siege. Another news anchor continued the 
story, “Yeah, our drones cannot get any closer to Berlin. The faction is targeting all aircraft, 
military and civilian. The death toll is unknown, but is estimated in the thousands so far. The 
amount of manpower this faction has is also unknown at the time. What we do know is that they 
call themselves the NSS. That stands for Neues-Schutzstaffel. They’re a group of radical white 
nationalists that seem to have started their own race war from what we’ve heard. They’ve been 
said to be targeting anybody they declare to be subhumans, and they have been rounding up 
anthros. The German Army has stepped in and declared martial law due to the fact that the police 
have been unable to stop the faction. That’s all of the information we have now. Back to you, 
Daniel.” 

The first news anchor then said, “Thanks Mark. Now, when did this attack start?” The 
second anchor replied, “Around nine-o’clock PM in America, last night this happened. They 


started in the morning, and they were reported coming out of warehouses wearing full military 


gear and wielding military grade assault weapons. They also seem to have vehicles such as 
armored cars with military weapons equipped on them as well.” The first anchor then asked, 
“Now, do we know where they got their weapons from? Military grade assault weapons are 
banned from civilian sale in Germany.” The second anchor responded, “Now, Daniel... We 
aren’t really sure at the moment. They all are using similar weapons though, and they all are 
Austrian made from what we heard. The Austrian Army has confirmed that they were not 
involved in supplying the NSS with their equipment. However, they are said to have been using 
American made uniforms. The uniforms are the digital pattern that the US Army used in the mid 
2000s. That pattern has since been completely phased out many years ago.” The first anchor 
decided to conclude the story, “Well Mark, it sure is a grim day in Berlin. That’s all the time we 
have on this story, but we’ll keep you posted on any updates that we receive. Apparently, the 
German Army has been reaching out to the American private security firm Fox Security for 
assistance in driving away the NSS. We’ll take a commercial break, and we’ll be back in a few 
moments. Stay tuned.” 

Jason paused the TV once the commercials started, and he turned to Arcades. Arcades 
asked, “Is that last part true? Are they asking for our help?” Jason nodded, “Yeah, the request 
came in this morning. They offered a decent amount of money for our assistance. I wanted to get 
the go-ahead from you before we start sending help over there.” Arcades questioned the 
country’s decision, “Why us? CDI is based a lot closer to Germany.” Jason answered the 
question, “CDI has their hands full in the Middle East. Apparently the Islamic State has been 
popping back up in Iraq and Syria in the past few weeks. The governments and other forces over 
there have been requesting their help because they’re pretty close.” The fox thought about what 


was said by the news anchor, “So, what I’m hearing is that they have UCP uniforms and Steyr 


made weapons?” Jason nodded, “Well, if that’s what you know as ‘Austrian-made weapons’, 
then yes.” 

Arcades scratched his head, “Hmm.. I remember when the US Army phased out UCP in 
favor of Multicam, and some other group bought out most of it. I can’t remember who did, 
though.” Jason shook his head, “I dunno, mate. Can’t really confirm that those guys supplied the 
NSS.” Arcades then nodded, “Yeah, I know. I'll keep my eyes open though.” The wolf reminded 
Arcades of the original question, “Well Kurt, are we going to send guys over there to help the 
Germans out?” The fox nodded, “Yeah. I’m going out there with them. I want to get to the 
bottom of this. What about you?” Jason was reluctant at first, “A real battle? Never been in one 
of those.” The fox placed his hand on the wolf’s shoulder, “Hey, I’m not gonna make you go if 
you don’t want to. This is your choice.” Jason thought about it for a moment before replying to 
the fox, “Alright. As long as you’re with me I should be fine.” The fox patted Jason’s shoulder, 
“Hey, we'll all be alright. Don’t worry.” Jason nodded, “Thanks. I’ll go rally who wants to help 
out. We should be flying over there hopefully in a couple days.” The fox then said, “Alright. P’Il 
get some things straightened up. I’ll be ready when everyone else is.” 

The C-5 Galaxy landed in Brandenburg an der Havel only two days later. In only the 
span of two days, Berlin had been taken over by the NSS, and they extended their conquest to 
Potsdam. After the plane landed, Arcades disembarked the plane. He was wearing a Multicam 
UF PRO uniform and so was Jason. It was the dawn of another day in Germany, and the fox 
planned to get to the battlements as soon as possible in order to prevent the NSS from extending 
their reach further. Jason asked, “Are we going there today?” The fox replied, “Yeah. Berlin is 
less than 70 miles from where we are. That’s less than 100 kilometers for you being Australian 


and such. We’ll be there in about an hour or two, so make sure you’re loaded up and ready to go. 


The Bundeswehr will pick us up in one of their MRAPs, and our convoy will be rolling in with 
them. We’re expecting heavy resistance when we reach Potsdam.” Jason acknowledged, and he 
grabbed his Heckler & Koch G36C. Arcades picked up his Heckler & Koch 433, and he placed a 
magazine inside the lower receiver. However, he did not pull the charging handle, and the fox 
confirmed that the weapon was still on safe. He propped the weapon up against the fuselage of 
the C-5, and he began donning his tactical gear. 

The fox’s equipment was pretty simple; he was wearing a Condor Outdoor Battle Belt 
and H-Harness both of which were in Multicam. He checked his radio, and he hooked up the 
Code Red Headsets speaker PTT to the radio. The radio was the same one that he brought to his 
other operations; it was a Kenwood TK-F8 with an extended battery pack as well as a taller 
antenna to increase the range of the transceiver. Arcades finally placed a boonie hat on his head. 
The hat was outfitted with 3D multicam pattern camouflage on top of the already Multicam hat. 
This made it look more like having a ghillie hat, but Arcades did not have the rest of the ghillie 
suit to go along with it. He chose having a lightweight loadout over one that offered more 
protection, and part of the reason for this decision was due to the fact that Arcades was not sure 
how long he would last in the combat zone carrying a lot of weight. He didn’t know how long he 
would be in the AO, so he made sure that he would not drop from fatigue. To complete his 
loadout, the fox put on his Oakley M2 frames, and his tan Oakley SI Assault Gloves. Though the 
fox wore gloves, he still did not wear any shoes. While the fox let Jason choose his own loadout, 
the wolf followed most of what Arcades did for this operation; However, the wolf wore shoes 
instead. 

After Arcades was prepared, he picked up his weapon, and he attached his Condor 


Outdoor Multicam sling to it before placing it over his equipment. Jason had a question, ““Why 


are we using these guns? Their magazines are different.” The fox nodded, “Yeah, that’s kind of 
the reason why. The Germans use the G36, and while the ammo is compatible with what a 
SCAR or an M4 use, the magazines aren’t cross-compatible. However, the Germans have been 
trying to phase in the newer HK416 and the HK433. Those use the same magazines as the SCAR 
and M4 do. That’s why half of our allies are using STANAG compliant weapons, and the other 
half are using weapons that are compatible with HK’s proprietary magazines.” Arcades 
performed a function check on his EOTech XPS3 sight, and he made sure that his angled 
foregrip was tightly held on the weapon rails. The rest of the Fox Security operatives exited the 
plane, and they were waiting for the Bundeswehr to pick them up as well. Others were starting to 
get their equipment out of the plane. 

A Mowag Eagle IV pulled up in front of the two anthros and Arcades said, “Looks like 
they’re here. Come on, let’s get going.” A Bundeswehr soldier opened the door for the two 
operators, “Hello? Fox Security operators?” Arcades smiled and said, “Yep, that’s us. We’re 
happy to help y’all.” The two anthros sat in the back seat of the MRAP, and a couple more Fox 
Security operatives entered the vehicle. The vehicle stopped and waited for a convoy of German 
armored vehicles to assemble. Many other vehicles began pulling up, and the rest of the Fox 
Security operatives entered the support vehicles. Most of the Fox Security operators were 
humans, but only a few of them were anthros. As Arcades was waiting, he asked the Germans for 
a situation report, “Hey, so what’s it looking like out there?” The Germans were having some 
difficulty understanding the American, “We have some armor fighting the enemy. They’re taking 
our weapons and armor. We lost Berlin yesterday to them.” Arcades figured out what they were 
saying, and he relayed the information to his own people inside of the vehicle, “Looks like we’ ll 


be encountering medium to heavy enemy vehicles. Possibly some IFVs and maybe a few 


Leopard tanks. Make sure you stay out of their way. We can’t take them down with these small 
arms.” The Australian wolf nodded, “Right, mate. I'll stick next to you.” 

The convoy was finally ready to get moving, and all of the Bundeswehr troops had been 
accounted for. The vehicles all began moving, and they drove out of the airfield and onto the 
road. The Bundeswehr had closed down the roads leading to Potsdam and Berlin to prevent 
civilians from entering while allowing their military forces to lead into the cities under siege. As 
the convoy began moving, the vehicle Arcades was in waited before it took its position behind 
three vehicles. The lead vehicle, a Bundeswehr Leopard tank, inched the convoy along at a 
steady pace. The fox looked out of the window, and he knew that this would be a long drive with 
the tank in the lead. However, he knew that the Bundeswehr was not compromising on safety as 
they did not know if the NSS was setting up land mines or other ordnance on the way to 
Potsdam. As the convoy rolled through the town of Brandenburg an der Havel, he saw that the 
buildings were all empty. The civilians had been evacuated out of the state of Brandenburg, and 
the military had taken up the surrounding cities to drive out the NSS. Depending on the outcome 
of the operation that the convoy was carrying out, the city could potentially turn into the next 
battleground. The fox did not want this to happen. 

After about an hour and a half of driving, the convoy was abruptly stopped as the 
Leopard 2 tank drove over a landmine that had been buried in the road. The bottom of the tank 
lifted up due to the blast, but the mine was not large enough to destroy the tank. Arcades felt his 
stomach drop, and his eyes widened as he saw a cloud of smoke coming from where the tank 
was. He heard some shouting coming from the vehicles in front of him, and he saw Bundeswehr 
troops step out with their weapons raised. They almost immediately started shooting. The fox 


stepped out of the vehicle, and he looked through the sights of his HK433. He could not see 


where the NSS were shooting from, and they were even wearing ineffective camouflage. 
Arcades then realized that he and Jason were out in the open. There was nothing but a few trees 
to use for cover. The fox called out, “Watch out! They’re firing from the treeline!” Gunfire broke 
out from one of the trees, and Arcades could see the muzzle flash of the automatic weaponry. He 
assumed the weapon was a Steyr MG 74 due to the rate of fire. He then saw an anti-tank rocket 
fly across, but it did not hit the Leopard tank. The rocket ricocheted off of the ground before 
exploding in mid-air. 

The fox heard some shouting in German and English from the side that he was on. 
Arcades turned around, and he saw one of his operatives take a knee to fire a SCAR-L down 
range. However, nobody knew if they were actually hitting anything. The fox pointed to one of 
the MRAPs that had veered off from the road. He patted Jason’s arm to get his attention, “Take 
cover behind that vehicle! It’s mine-resistant, so it should protect us for the time being. As long 
as they don’t fire anymore rockets.” The two anthros made a break for the vehicle, and they slid 
once they got close enough. Arcades took his rifle off of safety, and he chambered a round by 
pulling the weapon’s charging handle. He was prepared to lay down suppressing fire, but not to 
kill anybody. As he peeked over the hood of the vehicle, he could see the roofs of buildings in 
the distance. He moved his head back down, and he informed the wolf of his findings, “Looks 
like Potsdam is right over yonder. Less than a kilometer to our twelve-o’clock. The NSS must 
have it heavily fortified because gosh, they’re putting up quite the fight here.” Jason silently 
acknowledged, and he looked back towards the convoy. “The allied Germans are losing men.” 
Arcades tried to find a position that gave him the most coverage by the vehicle, “How about our 
guys? What’s it looking for us?” The wolf turned around again, “Uhh... I don’t see any 


casualties so far!” 


The fox decided it would be best to determine all of that later. He finally found a good 
position to fire from. He was kneeling behind the front tire of the MRAP, and he placed his 
rifle’s barrel on the hood of the truck. He used his left hand to stabilize the stock of the rifle by 
holding the stock as if he was using a weapon with a bipod. He looked through the sight with his 
right eye, but remembered that he was left eye dominant. The fox switched shoulders, and he 
looked through the non-magnified sight. He could see vague areas of where the muzzle flashes 
were coming from. However, most of what he could see were incoming tracer rounds coming 
from the treeline. The fox turned around, and he made sure that his tail was not exposed before 
his fire would give away his position anyways. He was not wearing ear protection, but he 
decided that some matters were currently more important. He set the rifle to semi-automatic, and 
he took a shot in the general direction of where the fire was coming from. 

He watched as the grass dissipated from the round that he fired, so he fired some more 
rounds. More dirt kicked up, and he saw the muzzle flashes cease for a few seconds. The NSS 
were now alerted to his position. The fox ducked back down under the tire, and he heard rounds 
impact the other side of the MRAP. He then heard his allies fire their weapons as well, and the 
incoming gunfire impacting the MRAP soon ceased. Arcades’ ears were ringing from his own 
weapon, and he leaned back over the hood. He took more shots, and he could see some of his 
rounds land on rocks and more shrubbery. After laying down some more suppressing fire, he 
heard the click of his HK 433’s bolt locking back. He lowered himself behind the vehicle, and he 
began to reload the rifle. He dropped the PMAG that was in the weapon, and he placed it in his 
dump pouch. As he was loading another magazine, he could see that Jason was still shooting his 


G36C. However, the fox didn’t know if the wolf was shooting to kill. Arcades knew he himself 


wasn’t, but he was not sure if the others knew that. The fox didn’t often outright tell people that 
he was not shooting to kill. 

After the fox loaded a new magazine, he pressed the bolt release, and he watched as a 
new round was chambered in his rifle. The rifle was now ready to fire again. As the fox changed 
his firing shoulder, he kept both eyes open, and he used his right eye to view the EOTech reticle. 
The fox rose up from his knees, and he pressed his left knee against the tire to support himself. 
Arcades extended his left arm, and he gripped the angled foregrip that was on the front Keymod 
rail. He pulled the trigger, and he fired to where he thought his enemies were near. As he 
continued to fire, his barrel started to shift upwards from the fire he was putting down range. He 
took a break from firing to adjust the angle of his barrel before continuing. Jason now had to 
reload his G36C, so he took cover behind the rear wheel of the MRAP to do so. 

Arcades provided him with the cover fire the wolf needed to finish reloading the rifle. 
The wolf nodded at the fox when he was done, and Arcades fired another magazine’s worth of 
rounds into the elevated defensive position. As Jason stood back up, Arcades decided to reload 
again. He dropped the magazine into his gloved hand, and he noticed that there were no more 
rounds in the magazine. Thinking his weapon did not lock back the bolt properly, he pulled the 
charging handle halfway. He saw one last round in the magazine, and he determined that he just 
happened to reload when he only had one round left in the chamber. He placed the second 
PMAG into his dump pouch, and he grabbed another magazine to be inserted into his rifle. His 
weapon now has thirty one rounds ready to be fired. However, he made a mental note of his 
remaining magazines. He had spent two magazines already, and he only packed five total; four in 
his magazine pouches, and one in the rifle. He would have to slow down so he would not deplete 


all of his munitions outside of Potsdam. The fox decided to slow down a bit in order to save his 


remaining munitions. He then heard a noise that sounded like a mortar. He looked up, and he saw 
a mortar shell fast approaching. His eyes widened behind his Oakley glasses, and he shook the 
wolf to alert him, “They’re shelling us with mortars! We can’t stay here!” 

Jason stood up, and Arcades started yelling at the convoy, “MORTARS! WATCH OU!” 
Seemingly right after he finished his warning, the mortar impacted next to one of the MRAPs. 
The troops standing in the vicinity of the truck were blasted backwards, and some of them were 
already dismembered. The fox knew that he would not be able to help them given the 
circumstances. However, he could not stop looking in the direction of the human men who were 
just dismembered from the blast. Jason tugged on the drag handle that was attached to Arcades’ 


1? 


H-Harness. “Come on mate! Let’s go!” Arcades then remembered what he needed to do, and he 
broke his brief moment of shell shock. The fox started running, and then he could feel the spent 
magazines bouncing around in his dump pouch. As he did not want to lose two $30 PMAGS, he 
pulled the drawstring that was on his dump pouch. The pouch closed up, and this would prevent 
the magazines from escaping the pouch. He then heard a voice in English speak over the radio, 
“Attention all allied units in the AO, air support imminent. Seek cover immediately.” Arcades 
continued to run, and he saw that many of his allies were following behind him. The fox ran 
gripping his HK433 in his right hand and letting the other hand move up and down for stability. 
He kept his finger off of the trigger to assure that he did not waste any ammo by sending it up in 
the air. 

The fox then looked up, and he noticed two EF-2000 Typhoons were flying overhead. He 
saw them drop a payload, but he focused on what was in front of him as he was still not wearing 


any shoes. The payload was delivered successfully, and the hostiles on the hill went up in a 


blazing fire. Arcades knew that the blast would temporality disorient the NSS, and this would 


allow for his allies to move in closer. The fox held the PTT, and he tried to make himself sound 
as coherent as possible, “All allied units, this is Arcades. Now is our chance to take whatever we 
have left and push up the hill! We’re not safe ---’” The fox’s message was interrupted by the loud 
roar of the jet engines as they quickly passed overhead. The noise made his ears ring, but it was 
too late for him to shield his ears now as both of his hands were occupied otherwise. Arcades just 
focused on pushing up the hill as he diverted his course from flanking the hill to running straight 
at it. Jason was following right behind him, but the wolf was beginning to slow down due to 
fatigue. The remaining Bundeswehr troops were catching up to Arcades as well as the other Fox 
Security operatives. They all spaced apart, and they ran straight for the hill before the hostiles 
could scramble to set a defensive line back up. 

Arcades was the first to reach the hill, and he still held his weapon in his right hand while 
using his now free left hand to ascend the hill. Not having shoes actually helped him out in this 
situation, as Arcades could grip the ground better with his bare fox feet. Arcades wanted to help 
his men up the hill, but if he were to do so, he would likely get shot in the back. As he was close 
to reaching the top of the hill, he took a quick glance back at the vehicles on the road as he 
lowered his stance to avoid incoming gunfire. Somehow, the Leopard tank began driving up the 
hill in the center, and a few surviving MRAPs with their crew were going with the tank. The 
MRAPs all had turrets on the top of the cabins, and they were firing up the hill to provide cover 
for the men on foot traversing the hill. Some of the men were even trying to get back inside of 
the MRAPs for better protection. 

Arcades finally reached the top of the hill, and the fox quickly hit the dirt. He did not 
know where any hostile forces were, and there was still a cloud of smoke from the blast of the 


aircraft’s payload. Jason followed behind him, and he also went prone behind the fox. The two 


anthros crawled through the hill, and Arcades was the first to stumble across the bodies of the 
NSS soldiers. The fox was keeping his head down to prevent himself from inhaling smoke, as he 
did not have a respirator or a mask to breathe the smoke. He felt something bump his head, and 
he looked up. He had bumped right into the arm of an NSS soldier. He looked up and took in the 
sight of the body. 

The soldier was wearing a UCP uniform, and the human was sprawled out on the ground. 
On top of his body was a Steyr MG 74 that was resting on the plate carrier of the fallen soldier. 
The soldier wore an LWH helmet with a matching helmet cover. Arcades also saw the NSS 
emblem for the first time. It bore a striking resemblance to the SS emblem, but with an added 
nordic N rune behind the sig runes. The NSS units did look almost like US Army troops from the 
mid 2000s, but they wore black boots rather than tan boots. The result made them look like a mix 
between Serbian SAJ operatives, US Army Soldiers, Austrian Soldiers, and the classic Waffen- 
SS units. The soldier’s mouth was hanging open, and his eyes were still open as well. His 
expression sort of looked as if he was shocked before he died. He probably was killed by the 
airstrike, as the fox did not see any visible gunshot wounds on the human. Arcades had seen 
bodies before, so this did not shock him that much. However, Arcades did not enjoy seeing 
bodies, so he knew that it would be best to go a different direction. He started backing up, but the 
soft sole of his foot collided with Jason’s head. Jason stopped, and the wolf looked up to view 
Arcades’ foot in his face. Arcades noticed this, and he turned to look at the wolf, “Sorry about 
that Jason. There’s a body here. We should move around it.” The wolf backed up to give the fox 
some room to move, and Arcades continued to crawl further up the hill after choosing a path 


around the body. 


As some more smoke started to clear, Arcades saw several units around him stand up, 
and they began to rush forwards. However, they were not shooting, and this gave Arcades the 
notion that enemy reinforcements were not in the area of operations yet. The fox stopped and 
decided to wait for the smoke to clear some more before he would run again. He also took the 
moment to catch his breath, though a cloud of smoke was not the place to do this. He brought his 
legs close together as he lay flat on the ground, and he strained his eyes to look through the 
smoke. Though he was wearing eye protection, his M2 frames lacked the seal of the Oakley Helo 
Kit. The smoke in his eyes made his eyes water, and he tilted his head downwards as he closed 
his eyes to try and get rid of the itch in his eyes. He let his Multicam ghillie boonie hat hide his 
head the best it could as he tried to get the cleanest air that he could. 

Jason was still stopped behind the fox, and the wolf was watching Arcades as he was 
trying to get clean air. Jason had not been having as much trouble as Arcades was having with 
his eyes due to the fact that he brought a pair of full seal ESS goggles with him. He was already 
wearing the goggles, as he put them on as he was running to the hill. Fortunately for him, he was 
able to achieve a decent seal for the goggles, and they were not letting smoke enter. The wolf 
heard the fox cough up smoke, but he knew that he would not be able to do anything to help him. 
As Jason was waiting for his battle buddy to proceed, he took in the surroundings. While some of 
the troops were moving forwards using the smoke for cover, the rest were staying back in the 
smoke, and they were trying to catch their breath as well. Jason then noticed that some of the 
woods were on fire due to the blast, but the fire was not close enough to cause immediate alarm. 
Jason visually inspected his weapon, and he flipped it on safe for the time being. While he heard 
gunfire, it was not that close, so he figured that it was probably some NSS units that were doing 


whatever they could to hold out for cover while the next defensive line was being prepared. He 


then wondered what happened to the mortar crew that started firing before the Typhoons came 
through. He had not heard them ever since the airstrike was completed. The wolf assumed that 
they had been taken out by the airstrike. He then looked in front of him, and he saw the fox’s 
bushy tail and his feet. Jason looked at Arcades’ feet and he wondered, how did the fox manage 
to pull it all off without wearing shoes. He decided that he would ask at a later time, as it was 
currently not the best time now. 

The smoke was almost completely cleared out now, and Arcades coughed up some more 
smoke before he opened his eyes again. He now could see clearly, and he had cooled off after 
running up the hill. He was kind of glad that he wore a light kit as he doubted if he would have 
survived if he wore the heavy equipment. It was also fairly hot, and it was only slightly humid. 
He hated sweating all over his shirt thanks to the plate carrier that he typically wore. The 
cumbersome nature of the armor carrier is why he would wear the plate carrier to colder 
environments such as Alaska during winter months. The itch in the fox’s eyes almost completely 
subsided, and he was able to breathe easier. He grasped his rifle, and he got up on his knees to 
view the situation the best he could. More Bundeswehr soldiers now began to move up, and 
some of them began setting up support gunner units by deploying the bipods on their 
Rheinmetall MG3s. The fox remembered that the MG3 greatly resembled the Steyr MG 74, and 
the main difference was the furniture that the weapons had. Jason still watched Arcades’ soles as 
he got to his knees; However, the wolf then remembered to get back to the mission. Arcades 
made an observation from his current vantage point, “I can see Potsdam from here. We better get 
going.” Jason stood up, and he looked down at the fox, “Are you ready?” The fox nodded before 


also standing up, “Yeah. Let’s get going.” 


The two anthros walked slowly through the smoke, and Arcades was discovering more 
bodies of fallen NSS soldiers. Most of them were armed with either StG 77s or MG 74s much 
like the NSS soldiers that Arcades had already encountered; However, a few were holding rifles 
from the Steyr SSG series. While some of the soldiers carried different equipment, they all wore 
the same LWH helmets with UCP helmet covers. Arcades bent down to examine one of the 
helmets, and he noticed the insignia that was on the helmet, “They’ve put the NSS emblem on 
the left side of the helmet much like the Waffen-SS did back during World War II. That’s 
interesting.” Jason did not have an additional comment, so Arcades stood back up and continued 
walking forwards towards the city. He then saw the Leopard tank drive over the hill, and it was 
making its way to Potsdam with the MRAP units trailing closely behind. Several Bundeswehr 
units were already set up on the hill as it provided a decent vantage point over the outskirts of 
Potsdam. However, the two anthros decided to move into the city as Berlin was their goal. 
Arcades reached the other side of the hill, and he started to travel downwards with Jason right 
behind him. There was not too much of a need to run now, and many of the other units were now 
walking to the city. There was no intel on the state of the city, but they would soon find out. 

Several other Fox Security members grouped up with Arcades and Jason to form a squad 
of five. The collective squad was three anthros and two humans. The third anthro in the squad 
was a tabby colored cat whose last name was Bocchino. He asked Arcades a question, “Hey 
Kurt, what’s it lookin’ like for when we get into the town, eh?” The fox looked back up at the 
city that they were approaching, “We should be in Berlin tomorrow. We’ll take Potsdam today, 
and we’ll stay there until tomorrow morning. Then, we’ll gather everyone we can and get going.” 
The cat nodded, “A’ight. Oh and by the way, we ain’t been losing too many of our allies today. 


All the ones that didn’t make it were the Germans.” Arcades shook his head, ““We shouldn’t have 


lost anybody at all.” Bocchino patted the fox on the back, “Ay, don’t be too hard on yourself, 
man. We’re winning right now. Otherwise, we wouldn’t a been able to take this hill, you know 
what I’m saying?” Bocchino continued after the fox was silent, “Hey, it’s been the first time 
we ve faced such a formidable threat like that. Those guys are well organized, you know what 
I’m sayin’?” The fox finally nodded to acknowledge the cat. However, he was still thinking 
about the people that were lost. He prayed that they weren’t unsaved. 

As the small squad moved closer into the town, distant gunfire was now becoming 
increasingly closer and closer. The Bundeswehr was moving in from a different front. Arcades 
stopped at a supply crate that had been dropped by an allied helicopter, and he resupplied the two 
magazines that he had spent. He loaded 30 rounds of 5.56mm into the magazines, and he even 
replenished the magazine that was currently in his rifle. He set the rifle to safe, but he kept a 
round chambered this time. The fox opened up his dump pouch all the way, and he checked all of 
his gear to make sure that he was not missing anything. He waited for his battle buddy to finish 
restocking his ammunition as well. Jason nodded to the fox when he finished, and Arcades began 
moving further into the city with the wolf. While they were still on the outskirts, a makeshift 
triage center had been hastily put together to treat the soldiers that were wounded in the initial 
assault. The gunner squads had also moved down from the hill, and they were planning on 
setting up elsewhere in the city. Arcades had not seen any more hostile forces ever since the 
initial assault, so the fox felt that the Bundeswehr had plenty of time to set up for now. The fox 
then saw the Leopard tank pull into a shop that had been repurposed as a maintenance station. 
Several German soldiers were attempting to repair the damage that had been done by the 


landmine. 


More Bundeswehr reinforcements were moving into Potsdam from the path that they had 
taken to enter the city initially, and Arcades watched as they drove by. Radio traffic had not been 
too frequent ever since the allied forces entered the city. The sun had also been going down, and 
Arcades knew that it would soon be night. The fox removed his Oakley glasses, and he placed 
them in a glasses case that he was holding in his pants pocket. Arcades watched as several 
Bundeswehr vehicles passed, and they began moving deeper into the city. “I guess we should 
back them up. What do you think?” Arcades asked Jason. Jason responded, “The more progress 
we make, the better. I say we follow them.” The fox nodded, and he led his battle buddy down 
the road the vehicles were going. Arcades had already separated from Bocchino, so the cat would 
not be joining them. 

Many of the vehicles were MRAPs, but there were also a few IFVs among them. Soon, 
the vehicles disappeared from their sight. Arcades could not tell if the vehicles turned down an 
alternate path, “Welp. They’re gone now. I’m not sure which way they went.” Jason looked 
ahead as the duo stopped. “Uhh... I want to say that they just kept going straight.” Arcades 
squinted as he looked forwards, “I think they could have made a left about a hundred meters 
straight forwards.” Jason shook his head, “Are you sure? They looked like they just turned to 
avoid debris in the road.” The fox chuckled, “Heh... Maybe we should have gone with them with 
a vehicle ourselves.” The wolf nodded, “Yeah, we probably should have.” The fox then noticed 
that night was fast approaching, “We can either head back, or sleep in one of these buildings 
until the morning. That’s when the next assault is supposed to be, then we could have a bit of a 
head start. Have any suggestions?” Jason considered the options before saying, “Well, we have a 
head start if we sleep around here. My vote is on us staying here, but you’re the boss.” Arcades 


looked at buildings as being potential candidates, “Yeah, I think we could get a head start. Let’s 


see what we can find here. I’m looking at these buildings, which one do you think is the best?” 
The wolf looked at the buildings that Arcades was pointing at, and he made a choice, “How 
about we start with the one directly ahead of us? They probably have a couple beds in there.” 
The fox nodded, “Sounds like a plan. Let’s get in there.” 

Arcades opened the unlocked door, and he stepped inside. The room that he and Jason 
stepped in was dark, so the fox felt around for the light switch. However, he did not see the light 
switch, “We’re either in the dark, or the light switch is somewhere else.” Jason stepped inside 
and closed the door behind him; he felt around for the light switch as well. Arcades turned back 
around, and he was trying to get his eyes to adjust to the darkness, “Can’t find it?” The wolf said, 
“No, mate. I don’t see it.” The fox looked further into the building, “Well, let’s just see what we 
can find here in this ---” Arcades was interrupted by a rifle stock whacking him in the back of the 
head. He instantly collapsed and fell to the ground unconscious. The lack of a helmet meant that 
he did not have bump protection, and the well placed blow to the head was enough to knock 
Arcades out. Jason panicked, and he prepared to raise his rifle to combat whoever knocked out 
his battle buddy. However, he could not raise his rifle as it had been grabbed by another human. 
The wolf began to breathe heavily when he realized what was happening, and he saw a figure 
approach him. Jason could tell that the man was wearing a UCP uniform, and the wolf noticed 
the NSS patch on his shoulder. Jason struggled, but was overpowered by the other NSS soldier 
that ripped his G36C out of his hands. The man spoke in English, “That’s enough struggling out 
of you. Up against the wall. Now.” 

The wolf was reluctant to surrender, but his decision was forced as he felt himself being 
pushed against the wall. His G36C had now landed on the ground, and Jason looked to the 


unconscious fox as if Arcades was supposed to save him. The two NSS soldiers seemed to have 


forgotten about Arcades, and they left him lying face down on the floor. Jason then saw one of 
the men approach him from the right, and he drew his Steyr AUG. The barrel was pointed right 
at Jason’s head, so the wolf closed his eyes in response. The other soldier was still holding the 
wolf, and he was pushing him against the wall. Jason figured that this was where his story ended; 
he thought that the two of them would be shot, and their bodies would be discovered within a 
few days. However, Jason stood in disbelief as he heard the man speak in English, “We’ve got a 
wolf, and a red fox that is somehow blacker than a nigger. Remember what our commander told 
us? We’re supposed to take anthros alive.” The second NSS member spoke in English as well, 
“How are we supposed to do that? The German Army is supposed to move in to take the city in 
the morning. You saw that convoy that they had set up that drove past.” The first member spoke, 
“Well, we bag ‘em, and we take ‘em into Berlin. There’s a train that is supposed to leave 
tomorrow to take all of the anthros to that one facility they set up.” Jason was wondering where 
the two soldiers came from as their accents did not sound German at all. They sounded more 
American than anything, but they only wore NSS emblems. 

The soldier that was still holding the wolf to the wall began to remove Jason’s equipment. 
The human dropped Jason’s chest rig to the ground, and he removed the wolf’s hat. He also 
removed the wolf’s gloves before patting him down for anything hidden in his pockets. He 
removed miscellaneous equipment that was held in Jason’s pockets. After he finished, he 
continued to hold the wolf against the wall. The other NSS member grew impatient, “The fuck 
you waiting for? Cuff that bitch already.” The other member looked straight at the impatient 
soldier, ““Give me some then if you want it done.” The first member lowered his AUG, and he 


shoved the other human out of the way. “Deal with that fox nigger on the floor, then.” 


The soldier that had gotten shoved moved over to the fox, and he rolled Arcades over to 
his back. As his superior was cuffing Jason, he said, “Don’t bang around that bitch nigger too 
much. If he dies, then we don’t get our bonus. Foxes are worth a lot for some reason.” The 
soldier removed Arcades’ equipment, and he began to remove items that were contained in the 
fox’s thigh pockets. However, he forgot to search the fox’s back pockets since Arcades was 
laying on them. He then propped the unconscious fox up against the wall and watched as his 
superior forced Jason to kneel while facing the wall. After he finished, he stood up and said, “I’m 
going to get two muzzles for these shits, and some more cuffs for that fox nigger. Make sure that 
bitch doesn’t run away.” The NSS soldier walked past the other soldier, and he moved up the 
stairs. 

Jason was still facing the wall, and he did not want to test his captor. He tried to see if 
Arcades had awoken yet, but he was still unconscious. Though he knew he wasn’t going to be 
killed right away, the conversation that he overheard suggested that he and Arcades would never 
see the light of day again. Jason did not even have a key to open the handcuffs that he was in. 
The wolf heard the other soldier pace around the room, and he listened as the human collected 
both of the anthros’ combat equipment before setting their stuff in a big pile on the other side of 
the room. The other NSS soldier finally re-entered the room again holding two canine muzzles 
and multiple chain restraints. The NSS soldier dragged Arcades, and he sat him on his stomach. 
He grabbed the fox’s now bare wrists, and he placed a pair of Clejuso handcuffs on them. He 
also began to shackle the fox’s bare ankles. He tossed one of the muzzles to the other soldier. 
The other soldier knew what to do, and he placed the muzzle over Jason’s mouth before 


tightening it in order to prevent him from speaking. The wolf whined as he did this. The soldier 


that was restraining Arcades now had the muzzle over the fox’s mouth, and he gave the strap a 
tug in order to make sure that it was securely on the fox’s mouth. 

After he finished restraining the fox, he spoke out to the other soldier, “Let’s move them 
into that room and lock ‘em inside until we can get a truck or something to take them to the 
train.” The second soldier elbowed the wolf, “Stand up, bitch.” The wolf grunted and promptly 
stood up. As he was turned to his right, he saw Arcades restrained and muzzled. A few tears 
began to form in the wolf’s eyes, but he tried not to let the NSS see that. The second soldier led 
the wolf into the room and shoved him down to the ground. The first soldier entered the room 
while dragging Arcades, and he handed the second soldier a pair of shackles. He said, “Just cuff 
one side to the cuffs that he is in, and then cuff the other side to a stationary object. That’ ll keep 
him.” The NSS soldier understood the poorly worded instructions, and he attached one point of 
the shackle around the chain of the handcuffs on Jason’s wrists. He then tethered him by locking 
the other point around a chair. He then stacked a bunch of objects on the chair to prevent the 
wolf from setting himself free. 

The first NSS soldier laid Arcades down on the floor on his stomach. He was out of 
restraints to use, so he decided to improvise. He took a padlock, and he grabbed the fox’s bare 
ankles. He pushed Arcades’ ankles upwards, and he brought the fox’s ankles to his wrists. He 
locked the padlock in a way that the shackles and the handcuffs were now linked together. 
Arcades was now practically hogtied. The soldier stood up, and he saw that the second soldier 
was already standing. The first soldier said, “That should keep them. Let’s get on the horn and 
see if we can’t call up a truck or something to bring them to the train in Berlin. We should get a 
nice bonus for these two bitch ass anthros. Come on. Let’s get outta here.” The soldiers exited 


the room and closed the door. Since the building was a civilian building, the doors locked from 


the inside. If Jason or Arcades were able to reach the door, then they would be able to walk out 
by themselves. Jason could not wake Arcades on his own, so he just sat thinking about how they 
would be able to escape in time. 

Arcades slowly opened his eyes, and Jason heard the fox letting out a few muffled moans 
as he came to. Arcades shook in his restraints, and he soon realized that he had been hogtied. He 
turned his head to look at the wolf, and Jason only displayed distress on his face. The fox 
remembered that he could still have his keyring, so he unzipped his back pocket with his bound 
hands. He smiled through the muzzle as he could feel the keyring was still in his possession. He 
carefully clutched the keyring and removed it from his back pocket. Jason’s expression went 
from distress to a joyous surprise. Arcades felt around for the keyholes, and he finally found 
them. He unlocked his wrists using an ASP key, and then he sat up on his knees. He pulled on 
the handcuffs, and he noticed that they were padlocked to the shackles. Arcades shifted his 
position so that he could reach his ankles, and so that his bushy tail was out of the way. He 
unlocked the shackles around his ankles, and he held up the restraints to examine them. He 
immediately recognized the Clejuso handcuffs, and he noticed that they had not been double- 
locked either. He didn’t need to turn the key both ways in order to unlock the restraints. Arcades 
unstrapped the muzzle from his face, and he turned to Jason. 

Arcades did not say anything as he did not know how many hostiles were in the building, 
so he knew that he had to be quiet. He knelt next to Jason, and he grabbed the wolf’s bound 
wrists. He recognized the handcuffs to be another pair of Clejuso handcuffs, and he looked at the 
finger-activated double locks. They were not engaged either. The fox put the ASP key in the hole 
to ensure key compatibility with the German-made restraints, and he turned it to unlock one of 


the cuffs. He did the same with the wolf’s other wrist, and then he began to undo the muzzle 


around the wolf’s face. Once the wolf's muzzle was removed, Arcades grabbed one of the 
handcuffs, and he spoke without thinking, “You know, you can do this to me if you want some 
other time...” The wolf asked in confusion, “What?” Arcades paused, and he realized what he 
had just said, “Oop... No, uhh... Let’s just get out of here.” The fox quickly stood up and moved 
to the door in hopes that Jason forgot what he had said. He readied himself at the door before 
silently opening it and looking into the main room. His eyes had adjusted for the darkness, and 
he did not see any NSS soldiers. The fox turned his head back to the wolf, and he nodded for 
Jason to move up. Jason walked into the main room, and he found that Arcades was already 
rummaging through his equipment. Jason went over to the pile, and the two started to put their 
equipment back on. 

Arcades finished first, and he stood up to walk over to the door. However, Jason grabbed 
the fox’s arm. “Hmm?” Arcades went as he brought his attention to the wolf. Jason whispered to 
the fox, “Listen, I need to get rid of the two who did this to us.” The fox shook his head, “Jason, 
you know how I feel about revenge. It’s not right.” The wolf tugged on the fox, “Please, Kurt. 
Those guys are very bad people.” Arcades then said, “Everyone is a bad person, Jason. You 
know that. That is why we need Jesus. People should be kept alive so they can be able to choose 
God.” Jason still gripped the fox’s arm, “Kurt... This is my choice.” The fox closed his eyes 
before slowly opening them, and he shook his head before he said, “Yes... This is your choice, 
but you know how I feel about this.” The wolf released Arcades’ arm, and he moved over to the 
stairs. Jason could hear the two men upstairs, and they were talking over the radio. The wolf 
moved up the stairs as quiet as he could with his tan combat boots. The fox followed him up the 


stairs, and he made less noise due to the lack of footwear. 


Jason reached the top of the stairs, and he noticed an open door with visible lights 
reflecting off of it. Jason flipped the safety off of his G36C, and he slowly pulled back the 
charging handle to make sure that a round was chambered. He lightly let the bolt travel back into 
battery before moving into the room. He saw that the two NSS soldiers were each using a 
communications device. Jason took aim, and Arcades placed his gloved hands over his large fox 
ears. The fox turned away, closed his eyes, and he heard a gunshot quickly followed by another. 
The fox opened his eyes, and he saw two bodies laying on the floor. However, Jason was not 
done. Jason stepped in front of the man who pushed him into the wall, and his eyes welled up 
with tears as he fired more shots into the corpse. Arcades let go of his ears, and he rushed up to 
Jason before slapping the rifle out of his hands. “Jason, stop! That’s enough! No more!” Once 
the rifle landed on the floor next to all of the shell casings, Jason collapsed and he began to 
weep. Arcades grabbed the wolf by the shoulders, and he dragged him out of the room. He 
retrieved the rifle and stepped over the bodies before closing the door. The fox then stood the 
wolf up, and he walked him back downstairs. 

The fox sat Jason on a chair, and he sat the G36C down by propping it up against the 
wall. Arcades grabbed Jason’s shoulder a bit more firmly than he usually did, but Arcades tried 
to not make his voice sound angry, “What happened?” Jason continued to weep, but he 
eventually managed to speak coherently, “Kurt... They’re taking the anthros away to a train in 
Berlin.” The fox looked confused, ““What? The last thing I remember was walking into this 
building, and then I woke up in chains.” The wolf waited before he was finally able to continue, 
“Those guys were talking about how they’re getting paid to capture anthros.” Arcades did not 
understand, “I thought these guys were trying to fight a race war. Why would they be taking 


anthros alive?” Jason looked up at the fox, “I don’t know Kurt... They spoke English too. They 


sounded like they were Americans almost. They’re going to ship the anthros off in a train to a 
camp.” 

Arcades objected, “A camp? Well, that doesn't make sense if they’re killing all of the 
humans but leaving the anthros alive.” Jason looked back down and away from the fox, “Kurt, 
they said that if they delivered us, then they’d get a bonus.” The fox still looked at the wolf, “So, 
the NSS is full of hired guns that are trying to capture anthros, but the rest of them are actually 
supportive of the ideology? Hmm... Something’s weird. This doesn’t add up. We need to figure 
this out.” Jason started to cry again, but Arcades gently shook him, “Hey, come on we need to 
focus. We can still save those anthros in Berlin. If we can gather enough people to stop that train, 
then we can help them out before they get shipped away to wherever they’re going.” Jason 
covered his face before crying out, “How can human beings be so cruel?” Arcades knelt down in 
front of the wolf, “Look... That’s one thing I can answer you...” The fox took a pause before 
continuing, “We live in a fallen world. Since sin has infested in the world... Well, that’s why we 
have bad things, that’s why we have people more wicked than most. Man on his own will always 
rebel against God because of the fallen world we live in. Jesus died so that people can be born 
again to do what God wants them to do, and what God wants is righteousness rather than 
rebellion.” 

After hearing what Arcades had to say, the wolf grasped the fox tightly, and he leaned 
over Arcades’ shoulder. Arcades patted Jason on his back, “Aww. Hey, don’t worry about it. We 
live here for only a short period of time. Sin won’t always exist. God is eventually going to get 
rid of it all when He makes the New Earth.” Jason continued to cry, but Arcades said more, “All 
we have to do is just trust in Jesus and repent of the sins that we haven’t. That’s all we need to 


do.” The fox let the wolf cry into his shoulder until the wolf finally calmed down. Once Jason 


lifted his head back up, Arcades said reassuringly, “It’s not hopeless. We can still do something. 
Come on, let’s get going.” Jason stood up, and Arcades handed him back his G36C. Jason 
grabbed it with his right hand, and then he wiped his eyes with his left hand. Arcades turned to 
the door and opened it to let Jason out. The fox then followed out, and he closed the door upon 
exiting. It was still the middle of the night. Arcades noticed and he said, “Gosh... It’s still dark 
out here. I think we better return to where the allied forces set up camp, and we tell them the intel 
that you acquired. Then, we can make our move in the morning. The fox noticed the wolf's still 
distressed face. Arcades lightly patted Jason on the shoulder, “Hey, come on. We’lI set those 
anthros free and don’t you worry. Remember who to trust. Alright? And that’s not me by the 
way.” Jason silently acknowledged, and the two began heading back to the allied forces. 

Bocchino could see two figures approaching in the dark night. He squinted, and he pulled 
out a pair of NV binoculars to get a closer view of the two figures. He could now see that they 
were anthros. He wondered if it was Arcades and Jason since he hadn’t seen them for several 
hours now. A few soldiers had their weapons raised in Arcades’ direction, but they lowered them 
as they saw that they were anthros. Bocchino moved up closer when Arcades and Jason got close 
enough. The cat spoke in astonishment, “Well, I'd be damned... You two have been gone for 
hours. I thought that you guys had gotten killed by the NSS. You gonna tell us what happened or 
what?” The fox took a sigh, “Well... It was kind of a long story, but I didn’t even get to hear half 
of it. Jason probably should tell y’all what happened.” 

Arcades turned to the wolf, and he began to find the best words to explain the situation, 
“Well... We were going to stay in one of the buildings to get a head start on the assault 
tomorrow. However, a couple of NSS soldiers knocked Kurt out, and they took us captive. 


Apparently, the NSS is not out to directly kill anthros; they’re... They’re taking them to a train in 


the middle of Berlin to be shipped off...” The cat blinked a few times, “Lookin’ like I missed 
quite a bit. We don’t plan on getting to Berlin until after tomorrow’s assault. We don’t even have 
this city back under control yet.” The fox stepped up, “Then I guess we better plan some special 
ops. That’s what we’re here for, anyways.” The cat contemplated before saying, “Well, how do 
you plan on doing that, boss?” Arcades nodded and began, “In the dawn hours, we take us and 
whoever else wants to go on a helicopter. We fly it to Berlin and avoid any AA fire that the NSS 
might be trying to use to shoot down our helicopter. Then we fast rope down on the train, 
neutralize any NSS opposition, and then we can free the anthros.” The cat had a question, “Well, 
then they’re just gonna come in and take back all of the anthros that we save.” 

The fox continued, “Not unless we have reinforcements coming in after we secure the 
train. Then, the NSS would have to defend Berlin on two fronts. That could make it easier for the 
attacking force to enter the city. Then, it would be ours.” The cat shook his head and shrugged, “I 
dunno, but I guess it could work. Whatever you say boss.” Arcades smiled, “Gather as many 
people as you can and find a minimum of three helicopters that we can use. We’re going to need 
the Bundeswehr to help us with this, too. One helicopter will actually fly us into the train station, 
and the other two will provide fire support from above to buy us some time. The cat 
acknowledged, “Alright boss. I'll get right on it.” As he left, Jason walked up, “Kurt, are you 
sure about this?” The fox reassuringly touched the wolf’s shoulder, “Hey, we can pull this off. 
Just stick next to be, and you’ll be fine.” 

Three NH90s were waiting in an improved landing area. Most of the soldiers entering the 
helicopters were from the Bundeswehr, but some of them were Fox Security operatives. The 
pilots began to prepare to take off and fly to Berlin while the rest of the soldiers were preparing 


to fully take the city of Potsdam. Arcades and his crew were some of the last to enter the third 


helicopter. They were bringing the same equipment that they had from the previous day. Arcades 
wore his M2 frames again, and he looked at the sunrise before climbing into the helicopter with 
the rest of the men. Before he could enter, Jason grabbed his arm. The wolf said, “You know, 
you’ve chosen the wrong line of work, right?” The fox took no offence, evident by his smile, 
“Nobody here is perfect. Now, let’s go.” The fox gave the pilot the signal, and the pilot toggled 
the door controls. The doors closed, and the helicopters began to take off. Around the same time, 
the ground forces were also starting to move up. Arcades looked out the window, and he 
continued to watch the sunrise. He predicted that he would arrive at the LZ in about an hour. He 
looked at the other helicopter that was in his line of sight. However, he could not see the soldiers 
inside as they had also closed their door. All he could do now is wait. 

“Approaching LZ. Get ready!” The pilot of Arcades’ NH-90 announced in English. The 
fox looked out the window, and he could see the train station with the train still waiting. 
Bocchino looked at it too before asking, “Boss, how are you sure that’s the right train? They 
could be gone already.” Arcades replied, “I guess we’re gonna find out.” The fox heard gunfire, 
and he looked out the window that was in the general direction of the gunfire. It was coming 
from above, and not from the NSS soldiers on the ground. Arcades could see one of the other 
NH-90s with the doors open, and a Bundeswehr soldier opening fire with an MG3 from the door. 
Several other Bundeswehr soldiers also opened fire with their HK416s, and G36s. 

Arcades looked back at the ground, and he could see some NSS members already exiting 
the train station in order to return fire. While they were being drawn out, Arcades’ helicopter 
began moving in a different direction. The fox checked his weapon, and Jason also checked his. 
Arcades went over a recap, “Alright, I’m going to free the anthros that are in that train. I’m 


gonna need all the cover I can get. Once I free them, we’re going to defend the location until the 


helicopter comes to pick us all back up. If you can find out where the NSS are coming from, we 
can call for an airstrike on their entry path.” The helicopter was now close enough to the ground. 
Jason asked, “I thought we were supposed to fast-rope down?” The fox stood up, and he waited 

for the automatic door to open, “I guess we have a change of plans. No matter, let’s go!” 

The three operatives jumped off of the helicopter before the doors closed, and it began to 
retreat to a safe distance while the Germans continued to lay down cover fire. Arcades could still 
see the other two NH-90s in the air with their gunners giving them cover fire as well. Many 
rounds ricocheted off of the ground, and Arcades could see them impacting nearby buildings. 
Arcades approached the side of the train station, and he waited to peek around the corner. He 
saw that the hall was clear, so he started to head down it. Jason and Bocchino had their rifles up, 
and they were checking every corner. Bocchino spotted one NSS member with an AUG, and he 
fired eight rounds from his HK416 into the human. The human collapsed, and Arcades looked to 
the human who had just been shot. The loud noise echoed in the hallway, and it made the fox’s 
ears ring. The fox advised, ““Watch out. They definitely heard that! Reinforcements are probably 
on their way. We better hurry.” 

Arcades then held the PTT on his radio, “Bravo Two, this is Arcades, what’s it looking 
like outside? There are only a few NSS members in here. Over.” Bravo Two promptly replied, 
“Arcades, this is Bravo Two. Most of the NSS members are still out here trying to take down the 
helicopters. We can’t stay up here for too much longer as most of our men are running low on 
ammo. We’re also taking heavy fire. Over.” The fox then finished the radio conversation, “Copy. 
Out.” Jason heard the communication and asked, “Boss, are they gonna start flooding back in 
here when our support leaves?” Arcades nodded, “Afraid so. We'd better hurry. There’s no way 


we can take on all those NSS guys from outside.” 


The small fireteam moved down the hall and began to ascend a small flight of stairs. 
They reached the main train station, and they could see one of the trains in the middle of the 
station. There were several NSS soldiers standing nearby with MG 74s mounted on tripods. 
Arcades turned to Jason and Bocchino, “I’m gonna need some cover if I want to get by those 
guys.” The cat went prone with his HK416, and he crawled around to find a good position to fire 
from. He found a good position that allowed him to see the gunners, and the gunners probably 
would not be able to see him. He gave a thumbs up to the fox, and the fox nodded in 
acknowledgement. The cat laid his finger on the trigger, and he lined up the shot with his 
Aimpoint scope. He held the trigger down and fired. The gunners collapsed, and Arcades ran 
behind Bocchino in order to move up closer to the train. The fox slid, and he found himself 
behind one of the benches in the train station. The line of sight that he had enabled him to see a 
lone NSS member that turned around from the noise of the gunfire. He raised his AUG, and he 
ran to go investigate the source of the disturbance. Arcades lined up the human’s plate carrier 
with his EOTech, but he did not take the shot. The soldier ran past him, and the fox found this as 
his opportunity to move up. Arcades stood up, and he ran towards the train. He could hear 
footsteps coming from the other side of the train, and he knew that the NSS would find him if he 
did not hurry. 

Arcades examined the train car’s door, and he saw that it was not even locked. Arcades 
thought to himself, ‘Huh? This is very strange. What's happening inside?’ The fox looked at the 
train’s exterior while trying to peek inside, but it lacked windows. The fox heard gunfire coming 
from the other side of the train, but he tried to ignore the fighting and focused on his mission. 
The fox pulled the door handle, and the door slid to the side on its own. Arcades’ eyes widened 


and his jaw dropped as he took in the sight. The train car was full of upwards of over a dozen 


anthros. The anthros were all barefoot, but otherwise fully clothed in civilian clothes. They were 
all wearing blindfolds and muzzles, which prevented them from seeing and speaking. This also 
made it difficult for Arcades to recognize what race of anthros they were. The anthros were all 
kneeling in front of a pole that went from the floor of the train car, and it traveled all the way to 
the roof of the car. A pair of rigid cuffs fixed on the ground kept the captives in the kneeling 
position, and a chain that was hanging from the ceiling was latched onto the rigid handcuffs that 
the anthros were wearing behind their backs. They had a short chain that connected their 
handcuffs to their ankle cuffs. Being restrained behind the pole meant that even if the anthros 
were being held by the floor and roof, they would not be able to move as their limbs were 
restrained behind the pole. Arcades took a glance at the anthros and could vaguely recognize 
their races. About half of the anthros were canoids, but the other half were feloids. He spotted a 
couple fellow foxes, but he noticed that they were restrained even more than the others. To make 
matters worse for them, they wore a pair of rigid thumbcuffs on both their thumbs and big toes. 
This gave them even less freedom than all of the other captive anthros. All of the anthros were 
wearing collars as well, and the collar was strapped to the pole in order to keep them from 
moving their neck away from the pole. 

“Arcades, what is your status? Over.” The radio communication broke Arcades’ petrified 
state, and he remembered that he had to answer his squadmates. He noticed that both of his 
hands were free as he had dropped his HK433, and it was hanging by its Multicam rifle sling. 
Arcades blinked twice as he wanted to unsee what he had just witnessed, but this was only a vain 
attempt. The fox’s eyes blurred, and he wanted to look away. His radio went off again, “Arcades, 
this is Bocchino! The NSS has retreated to regroup. If you’re not in the train, now would be a 


good time to enter. Requesting status update, over!” The fox held the PTT button, “B-Bocchino, 


this A-Arcades... I’m inside the t-train. It’s the... Correct one... Standby....” The fox did not 
even know what to say next, but he knew that he had to free his captive brethren. 

Arcades began to move down the line to free the anthros that were the closest to him. He 
removed his keyring, and he quickly sprang into action. His gloved hands were slightly shaking 
as he could feel the stress take its toll on him. A white wolf was the first anthro that he went to 
save, and he examined the restraints in order to find the best way to undo them. He decided to 
start with the handcuffs, and then work his way down to the other restraints. The fox unlocked 
the wolf’s handcuffs, and he watched as the wolf’s hands dropped as if they were limp. He then 
unstrapped the collar from the pole, and he removed the blindfold and muzzle. He finally 
unlocked the wolf’s legcuffs, and the wolf was about to fall forwards. However, Arcades caught 
the male wolf and sat him gently on the train car’s floor. Arcades looked at the unconscious 
anthro and thought to himself, ‘What? Are these anthros drugged?’ The fox pulled the Oakley 
M2 frames from his face, and he tossed them in his dump pouch. He could still not believe what 
he was seeing. He moved to the next anthro and worked on freeing the captive. As he freed the 
next anthro, he discovered it was a female leopard who was also unconscious. Arcades sat the 
leopard gently on the ground, and he shook his head. He spoke aloud now, “Two in a row? W- 
what?” The fox moved to the next anthro in the row. There were four rows with four captive 
anthros in each. 

Arcades recognized the next anthro’s tail to be a feloid, and he began to free the next 
captive. As Arcades finished, he saw that it was a male cheetah. One odd thing that was similar 
about the anthros that he had saved was that they were all around the same age, young adulthood. 
The fox brushed this off as a coincidence, but deep down inside he felt that something more 


sinister was going on. The final anthro Arcades freed in the first row was a brown female wolf. 


The entire first row was completely unconscious, and the fox feared that would be consistent for 
the rest of the rows. He now had three more rows of captive anthros to free, so he moved to the 
next row. This anthro was a female red fox, and Arcades saw that this was evident by the 
additional restraints. Arcades was thankful that the restraints all used the universal ZAK Tools 
key, or at least he thought. When he moved to unlock the fox’s thumbcuffs, he noticed that his 
key was not compatible. He first thought he was not pushing the key in hard enough, but his 
second attempt proved to be ineffective as well. Arcades took a closer look at the thumbcuffs, 
and he recognized them as being manufactured by Yuil. He then remembered that all Yuil 
handcuffs used a proprietary key. Thankfully, the fox kept the Yuil M-05 key on his keyring. He 
flipped to the proper key, and he unlocked the thumbcuffs. While he had the key out, he 
unlocked the captive fox’s bound toes with the same key. He then switched back to his default 
key to unlock the rest of the restraints. Arcades had changed the order of unlocking the restraints 
so that the last restraint he would undo would be the collar that was strapped to the pole. This 
would allow Arcades to be more prepared to sit the unconscious anthros on the ground as gently 
as he would be able to. He knew that a blow to the head while unconscious could potentially 
spell death. Arcades unlatched the collar from the pole, and he held onto the vixen’s shoulder 
and her head as he sat her on the ground. Once he finished, he moved onto the next captive. 

The next anthros he would free would be a brown female cat, a male black wolf, and a 
male black jaguar. He still noticed that all of the anthros that he freed were all unconscious. He 
felt for a pulse on a few of them, and he found that they were alive. However, he did not know 
what drug they were under the effects of. His radio sounded, and it was Bocchino again, 
“Arcades, we have a moment of downtime. The helicopter force has returned, and they are 


pushing the NSS back. Some allied Germans have armored cars, and they’re pushing in closer to 


the city. How’s it going in there? Over.” Arcades held the PTT button as he moved to the free the 
second half of anthros, “Bocchino, this is Arcades. I am currently in the process of freeing the 
anthros. Standby for a future sitrep. Out.” Arcades was quite surprised that he was able to regain 
his composure to speak coherently after what he witnessed. The fox moved to the third row, and 
he began freeing the next wave of anthros. He freed two male red foxes; he also freed two female 
wolves, one white and one medium gray. For all of the anthros he sat on the ground, he turned 
their heads to the right so that they would hopefully not be too uncomfortable in the event they 
were to wake up. He also did not have time to move them from the pole, so he only moved their 
ankles out of the cuffs. 

Finally moving to the last row, Arcades looked at the tails of the last four that he had to 
free. He could see one more red fox, and three feline tails. He went to work and he freed the 
female red fox first before freeing two female mountain lions and one black male leopard. Now 
with all of the anthros freed, he still was not able to communicate with them as the drugs were 
still in effect. The fox stood back and he listened to see if he could estimate how far away the 
firefight was from his current position. He was surprised to find that Bocchino was right, and that 
the firefight was relatively distant. He looked back at the recently liberated anthros, and he shook 
his head in disapproval of all of the restraints that were hanging from the ceiling and littered the 
floor. Arcades held the PTT button, “Bocchino... This is Arcades. I have freed all of the anthros, 
and we are still inside the train car....”” The fox took a long pause. During his pause, the cat 
spoke, “Boss, are you alright in there? Over.” The fox took off his boonie hat, and he wiped 
sweat off of his face with it. Bocchino spoke again, “Boss? Are you alright? What’s your status? 
Please respond. Over.” The fox dropped his hat on the ground, and he held the button again, 


“Come take a look for yourself in the train. I don’t even know how to describe it. Over.” He 


heard brief static followed by Jason’s voice, “Boss, what do you mean, mate?” The fox took a 
short, heavy breath, and he continued, “Just get in here!” His voice sounded noticeably 
distressed. 

Arcades heard footsteps outside of the train car, and he then heard the automatic doors 
opening. The fox had picked his boonie hat back up, but he clutched it in his gloved hand instead 
of putting it back on his head. As Jason and Bocchino entered, they stopped immediately due to 
the sight. They had never seen as many restraints hanging from the ceiling as they did. They also 
saw sixteen anthros all lying unconscious on the ground. Bocchino was the first to break the 
silence, “What the fuck?” Jason then had his own comment to add, “Bloody hell...” They looked 
to Arcades, and he had his eyes closed. The fox slowly brought his boonie hat to his head before 
placing it back on his head, “I promise you... It was not a pretty sight when I got in here.” 

Jason looked at the muzzles and blindfolds on the ground, “Are these blindfolds and 
muzzles? Were they wearing these?” Arcades nodded slowly, but he did not say anything. 
Bocchino clenched his teeth before saying, “Those fucking NSS shits! They rounded up the 
anthros, and they keep them like they’re fucking wild animals!” Arcades was silent. Jason 
carefully stepped over the unconscious anthros, and he looked at all of them. He asked, “Um... 
Are they all supposed to be around the same age?” The fox slowly shrugged, but he closed his 
eyes. Bocchino could not take the sight anymore, so he stepped outside to radio in for support. 

When Jason walked next to Arcades, the fox grabbed the wolf’s arm. Jason looked at 
Arcades, and the fox opened his eyes. The fox said, “You know what this means?” Jason did not 
have an answer. Arcades continued, “Remember on the news before we even got here? They said 
thousands of anthros were missing. There are only sixteen here... We’re not even seeing half of 


it.” Jason’s jaw opened, “What?” He then remembered the broadcast, and he grabbed his mouth 


in shock. His boss continued, “It’s too late to help the others. These tracks make more than one 
stop. There is no telling where the others got hauled off to.” Jason was confused, ““Why would 
the NSS do this? I thought the original final solution involved killing all the anthros? Wouldn’t it 
make more sense to just kill them then are there?” Arcades finally let go of the wolf and he said, 
“T have a really bad feeling that more is going on than what we currently know of.” Jason turned 
back around before noticing a peculiar restraint type on the ground. He picked it up, and he 
turned back around to show Arcades. The wolf asked, ““What is this?” 

Arcades looked at the object before replying, “Yuil M-05 Thumbcuffs. All four of the 
foxes wore two of those. One pair on their thumbs, and one pair on their big toes.” Jason dropped 
the restraints back on the ground, and he remembered what the NSS soldiers said back when he 
and Arcades were briefly captured. The wolf’s eyes lit up, “Boss! You’re right!” Arcades raised 
his eyebrows, “What? I’m right about what?” Jason went up to the fox, “When we got captured 
last night, the NSS soldiers were talking about how foxes were special. They hogtied you 
because they wanted to make sure that you could not escape. There is something more going on 
than we know.” Arcades placed his hand on the side of the car to support himself, “Wait... They 
think foxes are special? What do you mean special?” Jason tried to remember the conversation, 
“They said that they get paid more for capturing foxes. You guys are special for some reason.” 
Arcades was still in disbelief, “I dunno, man. It’s really weird, but we need to get to the bottom 
of this.” 

Bocchino walked back inside of the train car, and there were several Bundeswehr troops 
and Fox Security operatives with him. Some Bundeswehr soldiers began to pick up the anthros, 
and they started to carry them out of the train car while the Fox Security operatives helped them 


carry out the unconscious anthros. As the anthros were being removed from the car, Jason asked 


Arcades another question, “Maybe they were going to be used as labor? That’s why they all look 
like they’re young adults. Isn’t that what the Nazis did back in World War II?” Arcades thought 
about the history for a moment, “Well, back in World War II, the Nazis just killed the anthros on 
the spot. They saw them as being even less than human Ashkenazis. It was even worse if you 
were both an anthro and an Ashkenazi. That’s basically an instant death sentence. Either way, 
they tried to kill as many anthros as they possibly could.” 

Jason replied, “Then, there is something more going on here. What gear did the NSS have 
again? I know you know a lot about that stuff.” Arcades remembered all of the NSS soldiers that 
he had seen, “They wore US Army equipment from the mid 2000s. That stuff is technically all 
outdated now, but... Gosh, I know for sure I remember reading back in 2019 about a group that 
bought out all the rest of the UCP equipment. They also bought a bunch of helmets from the US 
Army. PASGTs and LWH helmets were included, I think. Their weapons were all Austrian made 
as well. I saw a lot of AUGs and MG 74s. I’m gonna have to go and see if I can’t find out who 
bought the UCP gear when we get to a computer with Internet access.” 

Bocchino came back into the car after all of the freed anthros had been carried out, “Boss, 
what are you still doing in here? We need to get the anthros that you saved out of here. The 
chopper is comin’ back to pick us up.” Arcades walked out with the wolf and the cat, and he 
followed the rest of the Bundeswehr as they exited the train station. As he exited, he saw several 
Bundeswehr MRAPs and tanks drive by, and this gave him the indication that they were making 
significant progress at liberating Berlin from the NSS. Arcades could even see a few 
Bundeswehr soldiers taking down a few NSS flags that were deployed on some buildings. The 
fox looked up, and the sun entered right into his eyes. In response, Arcades closed his eyes shut, 


and he grabbed the M2 frames that were in his dump pouch. He placed them over his eyes, and 


the fox opened his eyes to see the Airbus NH-90 descending on their location. Though there was 
no helipad, the helicopter had plenty of room to land. 

As they were waiting for the helicopter to land, Jason asked the fox another question, 
“Hey, Kurt. That was the only car, right?” The fox nodded, “Yeah... The only other thing that 
was part of that train was the engine. Why?” Jason added, “Then the situation is even worse than 
we thought mate, that was probably the last batch of anthros that the NSS planned on sending to 
wherever they’re going.” Arcades frowned, “They can’t track the trains?” Jason thought about 
the idea, and he decided to ask Bocchino as the cat had been talking to the Bundeswehr. Jason 
tapped the cat on the shoulder, “Hey, Bobby. Do you think they can track the trains that left 
previously?” Bocchino shook his head, “That ain’t happening. I already asked, and the Germans, 
and they told me that they’re unregistered. The NSS also took down their tracking system on the 
first day of the siege. They told me they’d never even seen those trains before.” Arcades stepped 
up, and Jason turned to face him. The fox then considered the fact that the train car had been 
almost purposely designed to transport restrained anthros. He remained silent, and Jason 
assumed that he heard what Bocchino had to say. 

Almost all of the freed anthros had been now loaded onto the NH-90, and Arcades 
realized that there would only be room for an additional four personnel. Arcades decided that it 
would be best that he should ride in the helicopter with the anthros in case they were to wake up. 
The fox asked the cat, “Bobby, where are these guys going?” Bocchino replied, “The triage 
station that we set up. We’re going to take them there, and a medic is supposed to check them all 
over.” The fox then asked, “What about the battle? How is it looking for our allies?” Bocchino 
informed his boss, “Well, the NSS is apparently on the run. They’re in full retreat it seems, and 


our allies are currently in the process of securing Berlin. However, it looks as if the NSS is trying 


to flee out of the country. They’re sending people there to stop them before they escape.” The 
fox then decided to ask another question, “Who is more in need of support?” Bocchino 
considered the options before saying, “Boss, I think it would be best if you come with us to the 
triage station. That’s where Fox Security is setting up their RV point. Our mission is over. We 
helped the Bundeswehr drive out the NSS, and we were successful.” Arcades completely forgot 
about the reason that he was in Germany in the first place. The pilot of the helicopter turned 
around, “We’re about ready to leave now! Are you coming or not?” Bocchino entered the NH- 
90, and Arcades nodded at Jason before they entered the helicopter. The remaining Fox Security 
operatives and Bundeswehr members boarded a nearby MRAP to travel back to the triage 
station. 

The helicopter took off, and Arcades sat next to Jason and Bocchino. He looked at the 
unconscious anthros that he had rescued. He wondered what would have happened to them if he 
never showed up in the first place, and then Arcades started wondering what happened to the 
anthros that were taken before he arrived in Germany. He pushed the thought out of his head, 
and he looked to the only seated passenger who was not an anthro. The human was a Fox 
Security operative that was carrying an M4A1 SOPMOD Block II fitted with a suppressor and 
custom crane stock. Arcades then looked at all of the still captive anthros. He did not know how 
long the tranquilizing drug was supposed to last, but he figured that he would know when they 
arrived at the triage station. Arcades found it weird that the NSS seemed to have retreated 
seemingly at the same time the train station was under Bundeswehr control. After all, the original 
battle projection was set to have Berlin secure over the duration of days and not a few hours. 
Arcades was now almost certain that something else was going on. He made a mental note to 


himself that the first thing he would do was search on the internet the name of the group who 


bought all of the UCP equipment. While he was at it, he would also try and find out who bought 
Steyr products in bulk. 

Arcades now refused to believe that the NSS was the product of a bunch of Neo-Nazis. 
Sure, they probably had a good chunk of them trying to take over Germany, but after what Jason 
had said and what he had heard and seen, he was not sure anymore. The fox decided that he 
should think about caring for the rescued anthros first, and then he would be able to find out the 
truth behind the NSS. Arcades removed his Bible from his large pants pocket, and he turned to 
the Book of Joshua. Perhaps he should brush up on some of the history of Ancient Israel. 
Arcades began to read as the helicopter flew. Some of the standing Bundeswehr troops looked 
over at what Arcades was looking at. 

The fox heard German voices, but he did not understand what they were saying. Instead, 
he focused on reading. After all, it would be a little while until he would be able to leave 
Germany and return to the United States after the successful mission that they had. When he 
thought about missions, he remembered Johnny. Arcades closed his eyes, and he slowly shook 
his head. He then remembered that he had not yet prayed to God. Arcades kept his eyes closed, 
and he prayed to God. While he prayed, Jason watched, and the wolf knew what the fox was 
doing. Bocchino also watched his boss, but he was more familiar with Arcades due to the fact 
that he had worked with him longer. 

When Arcades finished praying, he took a sigh of relief. He had successfully completed 
the mission, and he rescued sixteen anthros while he was at it. However, the fox really wanted to 
figure out where the other unfortunate anthros were on their way to. He even had prayed for the 
anthros when he prayed to God. He still kept Johnny in his prayers even though he had not heard 


from him since Hong Kong. Despite what Johnny did to the fox, Arcades never held it against 


him. One thing that Arcades made sure to remember was that God forgives all sin against other 
people, so that means Arcades should forgive people when they sin against him. What Johnny 
did was wrong, but Arcades had no hard feelings for him. Arcades realized that he had let his 
mind wander again, so he focused back on reading the Bible. He would have plenty of time to 


think about everything else. 


Chapter 5 


Battle of Abu Kamal 


Five humans walked up to their M1114 that was outfitted with custom armor plating 
complete with a bed welded to the chassis’ frame. The men opened the aftermarket rear door of 
the M1114, and they checked to make sure all of their weapons and equipment were still inside 
of the truck. One of the humans spoke in Arabic, “We still have all of our guns in there. Are you 
all ready to head out and defeat CDI?” One of the other humans spoke, “Yeah. Make sure our 
two bomber trucks make it there first before we start.” The first man turned around to see two 
black Toyota Tacomas with custom black armor plating. The trucks featured white arabic words 
spray painted on them as well as numerous armed VBIEDs in the bed of the truck. The driver 
was planning on driving the trucks to a CDI outpost before detonating them. The driver of the 
truck opened the door, “God is great. I’m sure that God will accept me into paradise.” 

One of the men walked up to the bomber, and he gave him a hug. “May God accept you, 
Salim.” Salim responded, “Thanks, Abu Hajaar. Don’t forget our struggle for God, and we need 
to fight against everybody whether it be Israel, Kurdistan, anthros, or CDI.” Abu Hajaar finally 
stepped away from the truck, and Salim closed the door. Salim accelerated the truck out of the 
way, and he stopped next to the armored M1114. The second bomb-rigged Tacoma drove up, but 
the driver only waved through the window. Abu Hajaar waved back, “Goodbye Achmed! May 
God accept you!” Achmed grabbed the steering wheel, and he drove past the small improvised 


mechanized infantry unit. The two Tacomas stopped next to each other, and they soon started 


driving away. Abu Ridhwan turned around to face the squad after the trucks drove off. He 
announced, “Okay, we’ll leave in a few minutes to fight CDI. Abu Hajaar, get your machine gun 
set up, and Abu Abdullah, remember to take the safety cap off of the rockets this time.” Abu 
Abdullah gave a look of disapproval, but he stepped up on the custom bed of the M1114. 

The crew was packing plenty of supplies in the bed of the truck. There were boxes of 
food, ammo, gas, and water to last the crew of five up to a month. Abu Hajaar grabbed his 
Rheinmetall MG3, and he sat the barrel on the thin sheet of metal on the front of the truck’s 
custom bed. He opened the loading port, and he made sure that he had a belt of plenty of 
7.62x51mm rounds that were feeding into the German MG. He then checked to make sure that 
his MICH-2000 was secure on his head before he stood on the bed of the truck waiting to get 
going. Abu Abdullah looked at the bag of RPG-7 warheads, and he made sure that they had the 
safety caps on to make sure they would not detonate inside of the truck. Abu Ridhwan stepped 
inside of the truck, grabbed a Hungarian Kalashnikov variant, and he seated a 7.62x39mm 
magazine in the weapon. He flipped the safety lever downwards, and he pulled the charging 
handle. 

The last two men stood by, and one of them entered the passenger seat of the M1114. The 
driver knocked on the side metal plate of the M1114, “Abu Ridhwan, are you ready to go?” Abu 
Ridhwan leaned over the bed of the truck, and he nodded, “Yeah, Khattab. Let’s get going.” 
Khattab acknowledged his squad leader by entering the driver seat of the truck. He started the 
ignition, and he looked to the man in the passenger seat, “Walid, make sure you have that gun 
ready to fire out the hole.” Walid held up a MK18 MOD 1 fit with modern furniture including a 
Magpul MOE stock, and he placed the barrel on the custom firing port of the truck. This allowed 


him to fire the weapon at potential hostiles and also provided him with protection from incoming 


fire as the hole was only large enough to fit the barrel and somewhat angle it to shoot people to 
the left and right. He removed the barrel from the firing port, and he closed the firing port with a 
piece of metal that he slid into place. However, the firing port made it difficult for Walid to see 
what he was shooting at, but blind fire was a very common tactic employed by the Islamic State 
fighters. 

Once Khattab was satisfied with Walid’s demonstration, he shifted the vehicle out of 
park, and he began driving. The two rigged Tacomas had already left, and they were on their way 
to their respective targets. Abu Ridhwan held his AKM in his hands as the truck drove down the 
dirt road. Abu Hajaar gave a thumbs up to a passing civilian wishing them the best of luck. The 
truck drove past the human civilian, and he watched as the M1114 took a right turn. The truck 
drove on a worn down road when Abu Abdullah looked at Abu Hajaar’s MG3, “When did you 
get that gun?” Abu Hajaar looked at his fellow squadmate, “I’ve had this gun for a while, 
remember? Back in 2015, we fought the Kurds in Iraq. I had to drop the gun at the door of the 
truck when our truck was disabled by a Peshmerga rocket. Walid grabbed it when we were 
retreating, and I still have my M16A2 as well.” He motioned to the M16A2 that was laying on 
the bed of the truck underneath the disorganized pile of supplies. 

Abu Abdullah then asked, “Remember when we thought Khattab died in the driver seat?” 
Abu Hajaar nodded, “Yeah, I remember that. It turns out he only got knocked out by the blast. 
Walid grabbed him as well on the way out. I remember when you stood back up to shoot back at 
the Kurds.” Abu Abdullah knew what Abu Hajaar was talking about, “It’s been over ten years 
since that battle happened, but I still remember doing that. Hopefully we’ll have better luck 
today.” Abu Hajaar raised the barrel of the MG3 by pushing on the stock, “Only God knows 


what happened.... God is great.” Abu Ridhwan heard the conversation, but he did not comment 


on it. He even remembered when he was shot during the disorganized retreat in the middle of the 
Iraqi desert. He was just waiting to assault the CDI FOB. However, assaulting it would be tough 
as the base was surrounded by a flat desert. There would be no way to take cover in the event 
that the vehicle is disabled. 

After driving for several miles, the truck made a right turn and stopped. The crew was 
waiting for other Daesh improvised fighting vehicles to catch up before the assault would begin. 
Abu Ridhwan turned around, and he stood with his AKM in case CDI was planning on 
ambushing the rag-tag mechanized infantry unit. After a few minutes of waiting, Abu Ridhwan 
heard vehicles approaching from the direction that he was looking at and several armored custom 
fighting vehicles approached. The fleet of vehicles was composed of captured American-made 
vehicles that had been fitted with custom armor plating. Just like the M1114 that Abu Ridhwan 
was riding in, the other vehicles had been modified so much as they had lost their visual identity. 
A few older MRAPs with added armor drove by, but the more common vehicles were the custom 
M1114s. One of the trucks even had an AA turret mounted on the bed, and this was to be used in 
case CDI were to deploy air support. Khattab began driving to catch up with the other vehicles, 
and the Daesh vehicles began to split up. Though Daesh did not have a standard uniform, most of 
the militiamen participating in the assault wore Tri-Color Desert or M81 Woodland BDU 
uniforms. They also had a mix between OD green and tan gear that was not far too from being 
passable compared to the equipment that CDI had. Though the equipment was imported from 
China, it fulfilled its intended purpose. 

The nineteen vehicles were driving down the open desert field, and they all began to 
space apart more. They did not want to be all disabled by one rocket or an AT round fired by 


CDI. Though the compound was around 800 meters away, that did not stop a few Daesh 


militiamen from attempting to fire their RPG-7s at the compound. A few rockets were launched, 
but they either detonated in the air or ricocheted off of the desert ground before detonating. Abu 
Ridhwan took this opportunity to remind his squad of something important, “Be careful to not 
fire on our brothers.” Abu Hajaar now stood ready with his MG3. Though the bipod was 
deployed, there was nothing for him to sit the gun on. The bed of the truck was not wide enough 
to provide proper support for the bipod. 

“Daesh trucks incoming!” One of the CDI operatives announced while he was looking 
through a pair of binoculars while seated. Another CDI soldier was watching, and he commented 
on Daesh’s use of rockets at the distance they were firing at, “Are they trying to hit us with those 
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rockets? They’re almost a kilometer out!” The soldier with the binoculars stood up, “It looks that 
way. Come on, let’s get ready.” The two operatives checked their AK-15s, and they made sure 
that their tan Magpul PMAGs had plenty of rounds inside. They then enabled their EOTech 
sights, and they waited for the insurgents to get closer. They watched as tracer rounds were fired 
from the incoming trucks, but the rounds fell short by about a hundred meters. “Yeah, we better 
get inside,” one of the soldiers said cautiously. The others followed, and they went to rally other 
CDI members in order to prepare for the assault. 

Soon, several more CDI operatives stepped on the roof of the FOB, and they moved 
towards the SPG-9 recoilless rifle emplacements that they had set up in order to dispatch 
incoming armored vehicles. Since Daesh had brought insufficient weaponry to take on CDI from 
the distance that they were at, they were unprepared for the recoilless rifle fire as the SPG-9 was 
operational at longer distances. One CDI operator opened the rear of the rifle, and he loaded in 


the 73mm round. He closed the rear loading port, and he stood clear of the backblast. The other 


operator looked through the sight, which was a retrofitted modern rangefinder, and he prepared 


to fire on the Daesh vehicles. He picked a target and targeted it with the help of the modernized 
targeting system that did the trigonometry for him. The height advantage that he had meant that 
he could engage the vehicles at his current distance. He asked the other operator, “Ready?” The 
support operator replied, “Send it.” The CDI operator fired the round. 

Abu Ridhwan continued wasting his munitions by firing at the compound. He had not 
even seen any CDI operatives, but he continued to fire his AKM with only the ironsights. He did 
not even bother to change the elevation on his sights to fire on the elevated position. Abu Hajaar 
decided that he should pitch in, so he started firing his MG3 at the general direction of the FOB. 
Since none of the personnel in Abu Ridhwan’s vehicle had any tracer rounds, they were unaware 
of where their spent rounds were landing. Suddenly, a vehicle that was driving in front of them 
about thirty meters out went up in smoke. The armored Toyota Tacoma burst into flames, and the 
VBIEDs it was carrying detonated prematurely, causing an even larger explosion. The powerful 
explosion shook the ground, and Abu Hajaar lost his grip on the MG3. Shrapnel flew, and the 
crew ducked to avoid the incoming shrapnel. After the Tacoma exploded, Abu Abdullah looked 
up, and he saw the burning Tacoma as Khattab maneuvered around the truck’s wreckage. Abu 
Abdullah then heard the noise from the recoilless rifle that was fired from the CDI compound. 
He pointed towards the compound, “They’re firing on us with anti-armor rounds!” Abu Ridhwan 
pointed towards the compound as well, “Then start shooting back! God is great!” Abu Hajaar 
stood back up, and he placed the barrel of his MG3 back on the thin piece of armor. The bipod of 
the weapon was hanging behind the armor plate, and he began firing at the compound in hopes 
that he was hitting something. The vehicle hit a small bump in the desert sand, and Abu Hajaar 
lost control of the weapon again. He could not move his hand off of the trigger in time, and he 


began firing into the cab of the M1114. He dropped the weapon, and it landed in the bed of the 


truck. Abu Ridhwan was the first to criticize him, “Abu Hajaar! What are you doing? You’ll kill 
our driver!” Lucky for Walid and Khattab, they were unharmed. Walid turned around and said, 
“We’re okay Abu Hajaar, fire at them, not us!” Abu Hajaar scrambled to pick up the MG3 again, 
but he accidentally touched the hot barrel. Though he was wearing gloves, he still could feel the 
scorching heat of the barrel. He let go of the barrel, and he proceeded to pick the weapon up by 
the stock instead. 

“One vehicle down.” The CDI operative announced as the second operator worked to 
quickly change the 73mm HE shell of the recoilless rifle. Having another round loaded, he 
moved out of the way again and sat on the right side of the emplacement. The primary operator 
looked through the sights again, but he stopped when he heard two more SPG-9s being fired to 
his right. He looked at the rangefinder again and saw that one of the 73mm rounds destroyed 
another small IFV; However, the other round impacted too high of the target. The operator 
zeroed in another improvised APC, and he asked if the support operator was ready. The support 
operator replied with, “Send it,” and another 73mm round soon left the recoilless rifle. The round 
directly impacted the front of the improvised APC, and the vehicle burst into flames. As the 
support operative began reloading the rifle, the gunner announced the successful shot, “Another 
one down.” The second recoilless rifle fired, and it struck a heavily armored custom MRAP. 
However, the angle was poor, and the vehicle was able to continue driving. The third SPG-9 was 
ready to fire again, and it soon fired at the vehicle that the previous shot was unable to disable. 
The round struck the vehicle’s right axle, and the MRAP exploded as it tipped over on its side. 

The improvised fighting vehicles were now about 500 meters out from the CDI FOB, and 
their numbers were still dwindling. All of the VBIED carrying trucks were destroyed, and 


several other vehicles were either heavily damaged or destroyed. Abu Ridhwan decided that they 


would not make it to the compound. He decided that it would be best to abandon the first 
objective of the operation and just move to fight the CDI operatives that had been deployed to 
the nearest city. He bent down to alert Khattab of the change of plans, “Khattab! Turn around, 
we lost our bombers! Go to the city instead!” Khattab slammed on the brakes of the M1114, and 
he turned the steering wheel to the left. Abu Hajaar and Abu Abdullah were unprepared for the 
sudden change of course and speed, and they lost their balance. Abu Abdullah was thrown 
against the right side of the improvised vehicle bed, and he accidentally fired his RPG-7 directly 
upwards. The backblast was blown inside of the truck, and Abu Ridhwan felt it. Abu Hajaar’s 
MG3 barrel slid on the thin plate of armor, and his Rheinmetall MG3 fired upwards as he lost 
control yet again. Abu Ridhwan held on to the side of the truck as it continued its turn. 

As the crew was still turning around, a few more vehicles were thinking of doing the 
same thing, but one vehicle continued its course for the CDI building. The improvised MRAP 
veered to the right, and the left side of the front bumper rammed the M1114. Abu Abdullah 
dropped the RPG-7, and it landed outside of the vehicle. Abu Hajaar’s MG3 landed inside of the 
bed, but no rounds were fired into the cab this time. Abu Ridhwan was thrown backwards, and 
he dropped his AKM inside the truck. The vehicle that continued moving forwards was soon 
struck by a 73mm round, and it quickly slowed to a halt upon exploding. Abu Abdullah watched 
as his RPG-7 was left in the dust, “Abu Ridhwan! My launcher is there!” Abu Ridhwan looked 
over after the shockwave subsided, and he saw the RPG-7. He shook his head, “Abu Abdullah, 
we are not going back for that! Use a different weapon instead.” Abu Abdullah rummaged 
through the disorganized pile of equipment in the bed, and he removed a different Kalashnikov 
variant. This weapon was configured to fire a rifle grenade through the means of a muzzle- 


loaded pipebomb. The homemade explosives had to be manually lighted via the fuse before 


deployment. Though it was not the RPG-7, Abu Abdullah figured he would probably find a 
replacement in the city when the crew were to reach it. After all, RPG-7s were commonly used 
by both Daesh and CDI, though CDI’s RPG-7s were of considerably higher quality. 

Most of the Daesh vehicles now were either retreating or were destroyed by the three 
CDI SPG-9 emplacements. Eight vehicles were now remaining, and Abu Ridhwan was hoping 
that CDI would cease to fire on their vehicles. However, the rounds were continually fired at 
their vehicles. Another M1114 that was driving to the right of Abu Ridhwan’s vehicle was struck 
by the 73mm round. The round impacted directly in the bed of the vehicle, and the Daesh crew in 
the bed of the truck were dismembered as their limbs blew out of the truck. Abu Ridhwan’s crew 
braced themselves for the explosion shockwave, and they kept their helmeted heads down to 
avoid the incoming shrapnel of the destroyed vehicle. Khattab began swerving to avoid more 
incoming fire by CDI, and he asked Abu Ridhwan, “Are we going to Abu Kamal?” Abu 
Ridhwan leaned into the cab again, “Yes, our brothers need help to fight CDI there! They need 
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our support, so we cannot lose any more vehicles!” Abu Abdullah was in the process of screwing 
in a pipe bomb into the muzzle launcher of his AKM. Once the explosive was secure, he readied 
the lighter, but he decided to wait until they arrived at Abu Kamal to combat CDI. Khattab 
continued to swerve at random, and this seemed to help him dodge some of the incoming rounds 
fired by the three recoilless rifles. A few rounds came very close, but the vehicle emerged 
unscathed from the fire. 

“Alright, that’s enough. That’s enough!” One of the SPG-9 operators announced to the 
other two anti-tank crews. The other two crews fired their last rounds at the fleeing vehicles 


before stopping. The operator of the first cannon stood up and suggested, “I think we should send 


in a Hind after them to deal with the rest. You know they’re probably on their way to Abu Kamal 


where our forces are fighting the rest of Daesh. Let’s call them up at the nearest airfield and see 
how soon they think they can get back to Abu Kamal.” The men left the SPG-9s, and they moved 
back inside the building to call for air support. As they re-entered the building, the CDI operator 
asked, “How many are left?” Another operator answered, “They’ve got six of those left. The 
ones they have left look like medium sized improvised vehicles. I kept trying to destroy one of 
the ones that is based on an old Humvee, but they kept on swerving out of the way. Oh well, the 
Hind will take care of the rest of them. Let’s go call it up.” The operators entered the command 
room, and one of them used the radio. The radio operator said, “Pit Viper, this is Command Post 
Eight, we engaged a fleet of Daesh vehicles attempting to assault our base. We have driven them 
off, and they are heading to Abu Kamal where our men are currently deployed at. How soon can 
you provide air support? Over.” The helicopter pilot replied, “CP Eight, this is Pit Viper. We just 
finished refueling after our recent engagement at the city. ETA fifteen minutes. Over.” The radio 
operator finished the transmission, “Acknowledged. Be advised, there are six improvised 
fighting vehicles closing on the city. They are armed with MGs as well as explosives. Be careful 
and good hunting. Out.” 

A C-130 Hercules landed in an open desert field adjacent to Abu Kamal. As the plane 
landed, its propellers kicked up dust and dirt. The unmarked plane screeched to a halt, and the 
rear cargo bay opened up. Several NSS members stepped out of the aircraft, and they turned to 
look at the aircraft after the rough landing. One NSS member carrying an MG 74 looked 
underneath the aircraft, and then he looked up as the engines began to slowly power down. 
Another NSS member was carrying a Steyr StG 77 and spoke in German, “We barely made it out 
of Germany, Fritz.” The gunner brought his attention to Hans, “Yeah. It all fell apart once they 


got to Berlin.” Several more NSS members exited the aircraft, and some of them gathered in 


order to plan what to do next. Fritz then asked, “Wait, how did we lose Berlin? There were no 
Bundeswehr troops where we were.” Hans shrugged, “I dunno. We just got the order to retreat.” 
Fritz raised an eyebrow, “So, why did the rest of us decide to just pack it up and go?” Hans 
crossed his arms, “Uhh.. Wait - remember what they told us about a day into the attack? They 
said that we needed to defend that train station for some reason.” Fritz pushed the barrel of his 
MG 74 into the sand, and he used the polymer stock to lean on while he spoke, “What could be 
so important for one little train station? Also, why would they tell us to not kill the anthros? You 
know that they are literally subhumans! They’re lower than blacks and Jews.” 

Hans nodded, “Yeah, I agree. I dunno what they are thinking of. I didn’t really listen to 
that for most of the time. If I saw an anthro, I opened fire. I bagged myself about ten of them. I 
got a few dogs, wolves, and foxes. I even took down one tiger.” Fritz remembered something 
else, “Foxes? That reminds me. Command told us that they were the priority.” Hans removed the 
goggles from his face, and he placed them on the LWH he was wearing, “I don’t give two shits 
what command tells us to do with foxes. I’m killing them.” Fritz nodded, “I’m with you. More or 
less, I joined the NSS to get rid of anthros specifically. Literal subhuman trash.” Hans asked, 
“Say, why are we here in Syria anyways?” Fritz relayed what he heard from others, “Well, this is 
where we were supposed to go after we were to take over Europe. However, that didn’t look like 
it happened... Now we’re here for some reason or another.” Hans scratched his face, “Umm. Not 
sure who came up with that, but if we get to kill some arabs, then I’m ready.” Fritz commented, 
“T hear CDI operates somewhere around this location. We might be up against them too.” Hans 
remembered something else, “How long has CDI been the biggest PMC company in the world?” 
Fritz shrugged while still holding the MG 74’s stock, “I wanna say about a half a decade, or so?” 


Hans replied, “Then you have all of those anthro-only companies. They typically don’t do so 


well. Only other anthro businesses hire them and such.” Fritz asked, “Ain’t there a few 
companies that hire both anthros and humans?” Hans nodded, “Yeah, I remember one was some 
American company. I don’t really care too much to remember their name.” Fritz was trying to 
remember the name, but the other NSS members called them over. The two NSS soldiers began 
moving to the platoon. 

The NSS member who was in charge spoke up once Hans and Fritz moved in, “Alright, 
so listen up! We landed very close to the city of Abu Kamal. There is a small airstrip within the 
city that is under the control of CDI. Our superiors want us to capture the city, kill any CDI or 
Daesh resistance. We also need to take any anthros alive. We’ll be moving in about fifteen 
minutes, so get ready!” Once he dismissed the other NSS members, Hans asked Fritz, “Say, who 
are the people in charge anyways?” Fritz replied after a pause, “Uhh.. I don’t really know, 
actually. I’ve never even seen the people in charge. I’ve been caught up in killing.” Hans decided 
to ask, “How did you find out about the NSS anyways?” Fritz replied, “Internet. I’m pretty sure 
the entire NSS was organized there. You know?” Hans shook his head, “I dunno how the NSS 
was able to get that many people on board for that organized attack that we put on. You’d think 
someone would be suspicious.” Fritz shrugged, “Eh. I dunno. If you’re really good at covering 
your tracks, you can basically do anything you want.” Hans said in response, “I suppose so. 
Here, we still have to unload the rest of the munitions before we go to the town.” 

The remaining Daesh vehicles finally pulled into the town. Abu Hajaar raised up his 
MG3, and he began to fire at buildings where he assumed there would be CDI operatives seeking 
cover within. However, there were no CDI operatives within the outlying buildings. Abu 
Abdullah picked up Abu Hajaar’s M16A2, and he also began firing into the town. Abu Ridhwan 


decided that he should take a few potshots as well. Khattab continued driving into the town, and 


his ears rang as Walid began blindly firing out of the cabin’s firing port. The other Daesh 
vehicles were beginning to spread out, and they split up to attempt to capture the city. Khattab 
began steering to the right in order to flank an alleged CDI position, so the vehicle split off from 
the other five vehicles. One vehicle burst into flames, but nobody knew what took it down. Abu 
Ridhwan quickly reloaded his AKM before trying to figure out how one of the vehicles 
exploded. He then looked to the sky, and he could see the CDI Mi-24 in the distance. There was 
a smoke trail from the rocket fired at the vehicle. Abu Ridhwan called out, “They’ve got a 
helicopter loaded with rockets! Get behind a building!” Khattab accelerated, and he was able to 
get out of the Hind’s line of fire. 

“This is Pit Viper, one vehicle eliminated. Over.” The pilot of the Hind announced over 
the radio after disabling one of the six vehicles. A CDI operative on the ground soon requested a 
status update, “Pit Viper, this is Golf 1-3. Requesting an update on the position of the Daesh 
technicals. Over.” The gunner of the Hind answered the radio, “Copy, Golf 1-3. Be advised, 
there are five remaining technicals. They are attempting to flank on the left and right. Over.” The 
CDI operative acknowledged the gunner, “Roger, Pit Viper. Standby for engagement.” After the 
operative finished talking, he checked his modified AK-74M and listened for the direction of the 
gunfire. He knew that Daesh was fast approaching his location. There were three other people in 
his fireteam. He called out to a man holding an AK-12, “Johnny, you see any of them?” Johnny 
replied, “I don’t see ‘em, but I hear ‘em firing down there!” The leader of the Golf fireteam then 
said, “Alright, Golf team. We need to get down to the ground level. Daesh is going to be coming 
in any moment now. We need to link up with the other fireteam.” Golf 1 stood up, and he 
motioned for the rest of the units to follow him to the door. Johnny spoke up, “We got a friendly 


heli out there, don’t we?” Golf 1 nodded, “Yeah, but Daesh could take them down with their 


RPGs. The heli is flying about one klick out. The RPGs that Daesh have don’t usually hit things 
that far. Let’s go.” 

The fireteam began traversing down a stairwell, and they all had their laser sights fixated 
on the door. The gunfire was now sounding closer than it did before. As the fireteam exited the 
building, Johnny turned his rifle to the left. He spotted a Daesh militiaman fifty meters out, and 
he began firing. “Contact nine-o’clock!” the former Fox Security operative shouted as he 
squeezed the trigger of the AK-12. Though the weapon was set to fully-automatic, he tried to 
shoot bursts of two rounds in order to maximize his accuracy. After all, the 7.62x39mm rounds 
of the AK-12 caused the rifle to recoil more than the 5.56x45mm weapons he previously was 
used to operating with. The remaining CDI operatives in the Golf fireteam began assisting 
Johnny in fighting the rest of the Daesh militiamen. Golf 1 stood up from the prone position that 
he had assumed when the contact was first initiated, and he called out to the rest of the team to 
move across the street. He didn’t know if Daesh had the means to lay down mortar fire on their 
location, so he didn’t want to take his chances. The other CDI soldiers stood up to follow their 
fireteam leader, and Johnny stood up as well. Johnny ran to the other side of the road, and he 
could hear rounds fired by Daesh ricocheting off of the war-torn road. 

Khattab was moving further into the city, and he was mainly listening to the rest of the 
militiamen riding in the M1114 firing off at targets that he did not see. Abu Abdullah looked up, 
and he saw that Pit Viper had a clear line of sight on their vehicle. Abu Abdullah yelled, “THAT 
HELICOPTER SEES US! GET OUT OF THE WAY!” Khattab could barely hear Abu Abdullah 
over the gunfire and the engine sound, but he yanked the steering wheel to the left. The three 
men in the bed of the M1114 braced themselves, and they held onto the sides of the vehicle. Abu 


Hajaar took a knee to support himself, but he let the barrel of the MG3 point upwards. He 


accidentally squeezed the trigger, and several rounds flew up and out of the barrel. Khattab 
accelerated as fast as he could, and the Humvee began to slightly drift as it was losing traction. 
The vehicle finally began to obtain forward velocity again, Khattab made a beeline to an alley 
that looked wide enough for their vehicle to fit inside of. 

“Rocket away,” the gunner of Pit Viper spoke as he pulled the trigger to launch the 
rocket. The rocket flew forwards for almost ten seconds before detonating in the road; However, 
the custom M1114 had already moved clear of the blast radius. The gunner looked through a 
viewfinder before saying, “Negative results. Vehicle is still operational.” The pilot of Pit Viper 
began shifting the helicopter to the right while trying to stay level. They were still trying to track 
down Abu Ridhwan and his vehicle crew. However, they spotted another modified M1114 pull 
out of a different road. The pilot spoke, “Directly ahead of us. Twelve-o’clock. Another 
technical.” The gunner zoomed in and spotted the vehicle. He led the target, and he fired another 
rocket, “Rocket away.” He watched as the rocket travelled through the air for another good ten 
seconds before hitting the vehicle. The rocket impacted directly on the cab of the vehicle above 
the armor, and the vehicle burst into flames. The gunner informed the pilot of the results, 
“Technical confirmed destroyed. Four left.” The pilot contacted Golf 1 over the radio, “Golf 1, 
this is Pit Viper. Another technical has been destroyed. There are four left. Over.” 

“Roger Pit Viper. This is Golf 1, we are making our way to the airport, but we are under 
attack by an unknown number of Daesh hostiles. Requesting assistance. Over.” The pilot 
promptly replied, “Acknowledged, Golf 1. We are heading to the airport to assist you. We will 
contact you again when we are in position. Standby.” Johnny stood while waiting in a window, 
and he was scanning the road for hostile forces. Johnny turned around to ask his fireteam leader a 


question, “Hey, Tom. Do our guys still have control over the airport?” Golf 1 replied, “Yeah, but 


not for long. We need to give them support. Pit Viper is coming around right now to give us 
support for us to get over there. They’re going to tell us when they’re in position.” As the group 
waited for the helicopter, they defended the small building that they were in. They continued to 
hear gunfire coming from practically all directions, but they now did not know if they were the 
last CDI operatives left outside of the airport. Tom finally heard the message from the support 
helicopter, “Golf 1, this is Pit Viper. We are in position.” Tom announced, “They’re ready! Let’s 
go!” The fireteam ran out of the building, and they ran towards the direction of the airport. They 
knew they were going to have to fight their way through Daesh to get there. 

Arcades leaned up against a wall, and he counted all of his magazines that he had used 
the previous days. He was glad to see that he did not lose any of his PMAGs. After all, they were 
not cheap. He was neither wearing his hat nor his M2 Frames, and his gloves were stuffed away 
in his dump pouch. His shirt’s sleeves were rolled up as far as they could go before they reached 
the integrated elbow pads. Since he was not wearing a plate carrier, he did not have too much 
load that he was bearing. He noticed that his weapon’s EOTech holographic sight was still 
enabled. Not wanting to use up the batteries, he pressed the two brightness buttons 
simultaneously in order to disable the weapon’s optic. He then unbuckled his sling, and he 
propped the rifle up against the wall. Arcades visually examined his HK433 propped up against 
the wall before leaning back up against the wall himself. 

Jason walked out of an adjacent room and noticed the fox, “Kurt? You’re still here, 
mate?” The fox stood in silence for a moment before replying, “Yeah. I was just... thinking 
about yesterday still.” Jason raised an eyebrow, “Kurt, you saved all of the anthros in that train. 
What’s your trouble?” Arcades closed his eyes, and he was reluctant to say what was troubling 


him. The wolf watched Arcades for a few moments before continuing, “All sixteen of them are 


going to make it.” Arcades kept his eyes closed, but he replied, “You didn’t see how I found 
them.” Jason looked confused, “What?” The fox was still reluctant to speak. Jason tried to help 
things move along, “What did it look like when you first walked in there?” Arcades finally 
opened his eyes, and he provided context before continuing, “Remember those metal posts that 
were in the train car?” The wolf nodded, and Arcades continued, “All sixteen of them had been 
forced onto a kneeling position with their backs up against the posts. A collar on their neck kept 
them in that posture while their arms and legs were restrained behind them. Their arms were 
suspended by chains connected to the floor and ceiling. The foxes that I freed had it even worse. 
Their thumbs and toes were restrained with restraints that required a different key.” Jason was in 
disbelief, but he quickly remembered that he saw the aftermath, “Damn. Why does it bother you 
so much, Kurt?” 

Arcades closed his eyes again and he softly said, “I don’t think the NSS is here to 
exterminate the anthros.” Jason did not understand, “What are you saying, mate?” The fox 
remained silent. Jason was not satisfied with what Arcades was telling him. The wolf decided to 
say, “Does this have to do with what you told me the night before that raid?” Arcades did not 
know what Jason was talking about, “Hmm?” Jason then said, “After you freed us, you basically 
said that if I wanted to put you in handcuffs later, I could.” The fox’s eyes immediately shot 
open, and his breathing began to speed up. Jason instantly noticed, “What the fu--? Shit.. Damn.. 
Hey, I’m sorry man if I offended you.” Arcades remained silent as he looked away, and he 
slammed his hand against the wall. He stayed up against the wall, and he looked downwards as 
he clenched his eyes shut. Jason could hear Arcades sniffle, but he did not say anything else. The 


wolf did not understand what had just happened. 


“T think we’re safe in here,” Johnny said as he peeked out of one of the windows. They 
were very close to the airport, but they did not want to take their chances. The push was very 
slow, and the sun had just set. Pit Viper was on its way back from reloading and refueling. This 
would be the helicopter’s fifth sortie and its third crew change. No more CDI operatives were on 
their way to Abu Kamal to support the team on the ground, so the operatives in the city had to 
make do with what they currently had. Johnny turned to face the rest of his fireteam, and he sat 
his AK-12 down by propping it against the wall. He removed the magazines that he had spent 
from his dump pouch, and he looked to Tom, “Hey, do you have more 7.62x39mm ammo? I 
need to fill three magazines?” Tom laid his backpack on the ground and unzipped it. He pulled 
out an olive drab ammo box, and he opened it. Johnny began loading his magazines. 

“Abu Abdullah, be careful!” Abu Ridhwan said with annoyance in his voice after Abu 
Abdullah fired one of the pipe bombs from his AKM. The bomb exploded far from the intended 
target. Abu Abdullah was disgruntled as well, “You’re the one who made these bombs. You 
should give me some grenades that work for once.” Abu Ridhwan grabbed the AKM out of Abu 
Abdullah’s hands, and they fought over the rifle. Abu Hajaar turned around and spoke up, “Stop 
that! Does God want us to fight each other or those infidels?” The brawling militiamen stopped 
fighting, but Abu Abdullah released his grip from the rifle. Abu Hajaar shook his head in 
disapproval and returned to checking his surroundings with the help of his MG3. 

Ever since the sun set, the gunfire had been less frequent than it had been earlier that day. 
Abu Hajaar and the rest of the militiamen were now standing stationary in their vehicle. They 
had dodged rockets and incoming fire all day. Khattab had turned off the vehicle’s headlights, 
but Walid was still looking out through the firing port with the MK18. Abu Hajaar asked his 


squad, “How long has the helicopter been gone? Are they coming back tonight?” Abu Ridhwan 


looked to the sky, but he did not see the helicopter. He then said, “Yeah, they’ve gotta come back 
here. They’re not just going to let CDI fight us on their own. We’Il take the airport tomorrow.” 
After a pause, he continued, “Abu Abdullah, radio in to see where everyone else is.” Abu 
Abdullah opened one of his velcro pouches to pull out a cheap Kenwood radio clone. He 
switched it on, and he listened for incoming chatter on the frequency before transmitting, “This 
is the 3rd brigade. What is the situation for you guys?” 

Pit Viper was now on its way back to the AO when the gunner noticed a strange 
formation traversing the desert. The gunner spoke up, “Spotted a sizable group of combatants. 
They’re not CDI.” The pilot looked around, but the terrain plus the lighting conditions made it 
difficult to see what the gunner was referring to. The pilot then asked, “You see them? Where?” 
The gunner looked through his infrared viewfinder and zoomed in to confirm his sightings, 
“Yeah, they’re heading to the city.” The pilot looked to where the gunner was looking, and he 
activated infrared scanning on his own viewfinder. He then spotted the group. There were 
approximately forty combatants on their way to the battlefield. 

The pilot spoke, “Damn. Is that Daesh? Where did they come from?” The gunner zoomed 
in as far as he could before trying to make sense of what he was looking at, “Can’t be. They look 
too well equipped. None of them have vehicles though. They’re all wearing helmets, and they’re 
watching their spacing. Looks like they know what they’re doing.” The pilot noticed what the 
gunner was talking about, “Shit. We should alert the ground team.” The pilot spoke on the radio, 
“To all allied ground units, this is Pit Viper. We’ve spotted about forty foot mobiles on the way 
to the city. They are heavily armed, but lacking vehicles. They are not Daesh. Over.” 

Tom listened to the transmission before raising an eyebrow. Since he was wearing an 


over-ear communications headset, his squad did not know what was said. After the transmission 


completed, Tom spoke, “Welp, damn. Forty new combatants on their way.” Johnny shook his 
head as he was tired of fighting Daesh, “How many fucking people is Daesh pulling in to capture 
the airfield?” Tom shook his head, “They ain’t Daesh. Pit Viper says they don’t know where they 
came from, but they confirmed that they are not with Daesh.” Tom then peeked outside to see if 
there were any hostiles nearby. After Tom was occupied with other things, Golf 2 nudged 
Johnny’s shoulder, “Hey Johnny, did you see the news this week? That small security company 
you used to work with took Berlin back.” Johnny remembered Arcades, “Shit. Those guys took 
Germany back?” Golf 2 nodded, “Uh-huh. They flew out there a couple days ago, I think. Within 
a couple days, they made it into Berlin and the NSS retreated.” Johnny became curious, “Where 
did they go?” Golf 2 replied, “That’s what we don’t know. Apparently, the German Army never 
found a base that they were operating out of.” Johnny asked another question, “Is Fox Security 
still there?” Golf 2 said, “Yeah, but I heard they’re going to be coming back to the US within a 
day or two. They completed their mission.” Johnny shook his head in disbelief. He couldn’t 
believe that Arcades completed the mission; At the same time, he kind of regretted doing what 
he did to him back in Hong Kong, but Johnny was ready to completely write Arcades out of his 
life for good. 

“No, zoom in further. Are you sure that’s the NSS?” The pilot was in denial. The gunner 
zoomed in again and nodded, “That’s the NSS emblem. I’m completely sure that it is them. 
They’re on their way to the city.” The pilot turned the helicopter to face the direction of the NSS 
soldiers, “There’s no way they made it out of Germany.” The gunner disregarded the comment, 
“Patching to your screen now. Standby.” The pilot looked down at the screen, and the image 
from the gunner’s viewfinder was displayed. The pilot now could see the infrared NSS emblems 


that the soldiers all carried. The pilot blinked a few times to make sure that he was seeing things 


correctly. Sure enough, the approaching soldiers were all wearing NSS badges. The pilot 
promptly spoke over the radio again, “To all available ground units, this is Pit Viper. We have an 
update on the situation: The incoming hostiles are NSS. Repeat, forty NSS members are 
approaching the city on foot. Over.” 

Johnny was now finished loading his magazines with new rounds, and he placed the 
magazines back in the pouches on his plate carrier. He had also topped off on the magazine that 
was currently in his weapon. Tom walked back over to collect the ammo crate, but he received 
the transmission. After he heard what Pit Viper had said, he dropped the ammo crate. This 
grabbed the attention of the other three fireteam members. Tom announced, “Those forty- 
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something guys are part of the NSS!” Johnny opened his eyes and looked at his fireteam leader, 
who spoke again, “They’re on their way here! We’re going to need to capture that airfield before 
Daesh or them can get to it.” 

Johnny spoke in denial, “No, it can’t be the NSS. The last time I heard about them, they 
were trying to conquer Europe. Not Syria!” Tom checked his AK-74M before saying, “It doesn't 
matter why they’re here. What matters is that we stop them from taking the airfield.” Tom finally 
loaded the ammo box back into his backpack and donned it. He looked to the rest of the fireteam 
before saying, “Well, we should probably get a move on. Hopefully the NSS will fight Daesh for 
us -- or, Daesh brings down their numbers. Either way, we now have a three-way battle on our 
hands. Expect the NSS to have rifles and machine guns. That’s all the intel that we really have on 
them.” The group reluctantly exited the building. 

Arcades had finally calmed down. The two had moved from the hall into the room that 


they had been standing next to. Arcades was sitting on a bed, but Jason was standing up while he 


stayed with the fox. Jason still did not understand what made the fox so upset. Arcades wiped his 


eyes with his sleeve again, and he blinked a few times to clear out his eyes. Jason wanted to 
make things right, “Hey man, I’m sorry that offended you.” The fox slowly shook his head 
before responding, “It’s not you.” The wolf asked, “What is it, then?” The fox looked away from 
the wolf before closing his eyes again. Jason did not want to escalate things this time. Arcades 
finally continued after a long moment of silence, “It’s just that...” The fox had difficulty 
finishing what he wanted to say. Jason interjected after some silence, “Mate, I already knew that 
you like to be in cuffs.” Arcades slowly opened his eyes and he looked at Jason, “Wha-?” The 
wolf nodded, “I heard you say it back in Alaska. You told Johnny.” The fox slowly shook his 
head but he decided to be honest, “It’s very embarrassing for me to talk about it with other 
people. He asked about it multiple times before, but I always evaded the question.” However, 
Arcades remembered Alaska, “Wait. How do you hear about that? I never told you.” The wolf 
replied, “I wasn’t sleeping. It may have looked like I was, but I heard the whole conversation.” 

The fox waited before determining what to say next. He finally decided to ask Jason’s 
opinion, “Well, what do you think?” Jason was surprised by the question, to which he replied, “I 
don’t think anything about you, mate.” Arcades then asked, “You believe me, right? All I said 
that night in Alaska?” Jason nodded, “Yeah. I believe you.” Arcades wanted to be sure of 
something, “Even the part when I said that it’s not a fetish - it’s just something I like to do?” The 
wolf chuckled before he lied, ““Yeah, I believe you.” The fox slowly nodded in response, 
believing Jason’s lie, “I know Johnny didn’t. It’s another reason why I don’t like telling people. 
They don’t understand.” 

The wolf nodded, “I know how it feels to not be understood. But -- regardless, Kurt I 
knew that about you since the day I met you. If anything, it made me feel better about you. 


You're willing to open yourself and be vulnerable. Something that I know a lot of people that 


work in this field work as hard as they can to do the opposite of.” The fox was silent, but he was 
still looking up at the wolf. The wolf finally asked, “Would you still be willing to let me take you 
up on your offer?” Arcades was confused, “Hmm? What offer?” Jason smiled, “I get to put you 
in cuffs.” The fox perked a small smile, “You sure can. When we get back to base, that is. This 
ain’t really the place, man.” Jason nodded with a grin that hid his inner intentions, “I 
understand.” 

“If the NSS gets here, then they’re going to be here very soon. Stay low and see if they 
can’t fight some of Daesh for us. We’ll slip by in the chaos,” Tom advised his fireteam. Johnny 
had a question, “How many Daesh vehicles remain out there?” Tom took a moment to remember 
the last number reported by Pit Viper, ““They’ve got three left. They picked off one or two of 
them during their last sortie.” Johnny looked to the sky to spot the Hind, but he did not see it. He 
then asked, “Where is Pit Viper?” Tom replied, “They’re thinning out the NSS for now. They’re 
going to be unavailable for now, so we do not have air support. Watch out for those three 
vehicles, for they will not hesitate to shoot you.” Johnny nodded, and Tom peeked over the wall 
he was using for cover to see if there were any Daesh or NSS combatants nearby. He did not spot 
any of them, so he ordered his fireteam, “Now is a good time to go. Come on!” 

Khattab kept the headlights off on the M1114, and the vehicle crew could hear gunfire 
coming from past their location. Abu Ridhwan poked his head inside of the cabin of the Humvee, 
“Khattab, who is shooting?” Khattab tapped on Walid’s shoulder to signal to him to look out of 
the firing port. Walid peeked out of the small hole, but he did not see anybody shooting. After a 
few seconds, he noticed Pit Viper rising from the buildings. Walid shouted, “Their helicopter is 
back! We gotta move now!” In the spur of the moment, Khattab started the engine of the M1114, 


and he applied pressure to the accelerator. The vehicle moved, and the headlights flickered on. 


Abu Abdullah and Abu Hajaar both opened fire at the Hind, but they soon stopped firing as they 
noticed the Hind was not planning on returning fire. Abu Hajaar turned his head to look at the 
helicopter, but his MICH 2000 blocked his view. He pushed up the brim of the helmet, and he 
watched the helicopter fly past their vehicle. Abu Hajaar asked, “Where are they going?” 
However, nobody answered. 

“We’re taking fire from that vehicle below,” the pilot of Pit Viper said as he could faintly 
see the muzzle flashes from the MG3 and the M16A2. The gunner scanned for the targets, but it 
was too late for him to return fire. The pilot pulled out of the range of the Daesh militiamen, and 
he applied yaw in order to align the Hind in the direction of the NSS. The gunner looked through 
the infrared viewfinder, and he could see some of the NSS soldiers were taking cover wherever 
they could in order to avoid being attacked by the Hind. While some of the NSS soldiers were 
killed during the initial gun run by Pit Viper, the rest of them were now on alert. They had begun 
to return fire at the Hind, but the pilot had pulled out of the hot zone to avoid taking damage. The 
NSS, Daesh, and CDI were now almost to the airstrip. Pit Viper had to be combat operational in 
order to assure that CDI secures the airstrip. The gunner zoomed in on a few Daesh militiamen 
out in the open, “Targets spotted, firing.” 

Khattab was now about to emerge from one of the alleys, but stepped on the brakes as he 
saw three Daesh militiamen were gunned down by the helicopter. Abu Ridhwan watched as the 
three men were torn in two by the helicopter’s autocannon, “Shit! They got to our brothers!” Abu 
Hajaar stood up with his MG3, and he was preparing to fire on whoever walked in front of the 
alleyway. However, Abu Abdullah pointed up at the Hind, and he could see that it was flying 
right over their position. Abu Abdullah spoke to Abu Ridhwan, “They haven’t noticed us yet. 


Khattab, turn off the lights!” Khattab flipped a switch, and the vehicle’s lights switched off. 


Once he finished turning off the lights, he turned around to speak, “Abu Ridhwan, we need to 
take down that helicopter!” Abu Abdullah picked up the AKM that was modified to fire rifle 
grenades, “We can use this. If I shoot a bomb just right, then we can take down the helicopter.” 
Abu Ridhwan squatted down, and he dug through a pile of equipment before pulling out a pack 
that held explosives. Most of the explosives were custom pipe bombs, but the rest were RPG-7 
warheads. However, the launcher had been lost earlier, so the warheads were not of too much use 
to them. 

Abu Ridhwan grabbed the barrel of the AKM, and he pulled it towards himself. While 
Abu Abdullah was holding it, he pushed up the brim of his PASGT helmet to watch as Abu 
Ridhwan fit a pipe bomb in the muzzle of the modified AKM. The first grenade that he tested 
was a perfect fit, so he gave the lighter to Abu Abdullah. He said to Abu Abdullah, “Here is the 
lighter. All you need to do is light it before you fire it. Make sure that doesn’t explode in the 
truck, alright?” Abu Abdullah looked to the sky, and he could not see Pit Viper anymore. 
However, he could still hear the helicopter from afar, and he could hear its autocannon firing. 
Abu Abdullah questioned, “Who are they shooting? Our brothers have not made it there yet!” 
Abu Ridhwan did not know what the NSS was, but he tried to respond, “I don’t know. Some 
other people are there I think. Remember to shoot them if you see them. God is great.” Abu 
Hajaar heard the last thing Abu Ridhwan said, and this prompted him to add an extra, “God is 


1? 


great!” for good measure. 
Abu Ridhwan had one last thing to say to Abu Abdullah, “That helicopter is flying too far 
for you to be able to hit it with that bomb. You’re going to need to wait for them to get closer 


before you think about firing that at them.” Abu Abdullah looked at the safety on the rifle, and he 


noticed that it was never set to safe. The rifle seemed to have been permanently set to semi- 


automatic. Abu Ridhwan looked up at the walls of the buildings, and he decided that it would not 
be an ideal place to attempt to launch a pipe bomb. Abu Ridhwan spoke into the cabin again, 
“Khattab, take us to a better spot to shoot the helicopter from.” Khattab shifted the vehicle out of 
park, and he drove out of the alleyway. Abu Hajaar and Abu Ridhwan were standing with their 
weapons ready to engage any combatants. 

“Ts that helicopter going to make another pass?” Hans said as he was still prone with his 
AUG. Fritz was close by, “I think he’s gonna try to deal with Daesh. They’re still in the town.” 
As Pit Viper pulled back from the NSS, the soldiers began to rise up. They waited with their 
weapons for a few moments, and one man gestured in order to signal the NSS to move in. The 
soldiers began sprinting towards the direction of the airport. Bullets began to impact the dirt, and 
the gunfire was soon heard after. 

One NSS member yelled, “They’re shooting at us from a distant location! Listen to the 
delay between the impact and the gunfire!” Some NSS members began to run in different 
directions to hopefully throw off whoever was shooting at them. More dirt kicked up, but Pit 
Viper was not shooting at them this time. The NSS soldiers could not see any CDI or Daesh 
combatants, so they continued without providing cover fire in order to conserve their ammo. 
After all, they had neither reinforcements nor support vehicles. If they were to capture the 
airstrip, then they would be able to bring in reinforcements according to their superiors. 
However, for now, they had to just keep running. 

“No, yaw right. I thought I saw one of them over there.” The pilot applied yaw, and the 
gunner looked through the scope. However, he did not see what he was looking for. He then 
remembered that he saw a modified Humvee somewhere around the ground. He asked, “Where 


did that one vehicle go? I saw them shooting at us before we turned back around to fight the 


NSS.” The pilot did not have an answer for the gunner, so he only leveled out the helicopter to 
provide the gunner with a better opportunity to utilize the helicopter’s armament. The gunner had 
another request for the pilot, “Bring us down a bit. I need to see if those Daesh guys went over 
there.” The pilot lowered the throttle of the Hind, and he shot a quick look at the fuel gauge. The 
helicopter had well over three-quarters of a tank remaining. They would not go to refuel until the 
helicopter had one-quarter of a tank remaining, or until the helicopter’s armament had been 
completely depleted. The helicopter lowered down, and the gunner scanned the ground again. He 
then noticed a small group of Daesh fighters. He said aloud, “There you are,” before holding the 
button to fire the autocannon. 

Khattab drove right behind the helicopter. Abu Ridhwan looked up at the Hind, and he 
nodded to Abu Abdullah. The noise that the helicopter produced made it hard for the crew to 
hear. However, Abu Abdullah knew what he was doing. Abu Abdullah raised the barrel of his 
AKM, and he adjusted the sight’s elevation. Though he did not have too much training on using 
rifle grenades, he did the best he could. Sweat formed on Abu Abdullah’s bare hands as he 
steadied the weapon the best he could. He even motioned for Abu Hajaar to move out of the way 
in order for him to use the ledge of the M1114 to fire the weapon. He took a knee on one of the 
custom seats of the bed of the truck, and he placed his finger on the trigger of the rifle. He 
mouthed a small prayer aloud, and he handed the lighter back to Abu Ridhwan to indicate he was 
ready to fire. Abu Ridhwan sparked the lighter, and he held his hand in front of the fuse. The 
fuse was lighted, and Abu Abdullah was feeling anxious as he was preparing to fire the grenade. 
He waited for a couple seconds for the grenade to cook, and he fired the bomb. 

The rifle grenade flew through the air, and the noise that was generated by the explosive 


was not heard due to the autocannon the Hind fired. The pipe bomb flew right to the large 


exhaust port of the Mi-24. The bomb entered the exhaust port, and the helicopter’s engine soon 
exploded. The helicopter was immediately shaken from the blast, and it was forced to roll to the 
right before the pilot yanked the stick backwards to pull up. The main rotor began to shake as it 
had been severely damaged, and debris from the engine began to fall out of the aircraft. The 
second engine soon went up in flames, and the helicopter began to lose altitude. The pilot made a 
last ditch effort of trying to save the aircraft, but it proved to be futile. The helicopter began to 
pitch downwards, and this only caused it to lose more altitude as it rapidly lost lift. The Hind 
slammed into a building, and the rest of the fuel that was in the helicopter caused a massive 
explosion. The explosion lit up the night sky, and the explosion was soon heard by both the NSS 
and Daesh. 

“God is great!” The Islamic State vehicle crew yelled in amazement as they had managed 
to take out the Hind that was responsible for taking out the rest of their vehicles and support 
units. Abu Hajaar, Abu Ridhwan, and Abu Abdullah all waved their weapons in the air in joy as 
they celebrated their victory over Pit Viper. Abu Hajaar even decided to fire off a few rounds 
from his MG3 to celebrate as well. Once Khattab realized the noise the crew was generating 
could potentially give away their position, he accelerated and drove down one of the roads. A 
few NSS members were now trying to advance into the town. Abu Hajaar held down the trigger 
of his MG3, and he was able to neutralize a few of them. The NSS began to return fire, and this 
prompted Abu Hajaar to duck down in order to avoid being shot. However, he still attempted to 
fire at the NSS soldiers that were running for cover behind buildings and vehicles. The burning 
remains of Pit Viper were now the greatest light source that lit up the dark night. Khattab pulled 
a right turn, and he began to drive towards the direction of both the helicopter’s remains and the 


airport. 


“Damn! Was that Pit Viper who just went up?” Johnny pointed at the direction of the 
burning wreckage. Tom looked at the wreckage, and he tried to make contact with his radio, “Pit 
Viper, this is Golf 1-Actual. What is your status? Over.” There was no response. Tom did not 
bother trying to contact the crew again, as he had a feeling that the Hind did indeed crash. He 
looked back to Johnny and said, “Afraid so. We’ve lost our air support now.” Tom then gestured 
for the rest of the fireteam to proceed, “We better not waste anymore time. We need to get to the 
airstrip before they do!” The fireteam sprinted across a street, and they encountered the NSS for 
the first time. 

Johnny called them out, “NSS! Contact ten o’clock!” He immediately began firing with 
his AK-12. Tom also fired at the NSS soldiers, but the NSS soldiers returned fire. Rounds 
ricocheted off of the ground, and a few NSS soldiers collapsed due to their sustained gunshot 
injuries. The rest of the NSS members moved to cover before attacking the fireteam. However, 
the time they took to get to cover was plenty of time for the CDI fireteam to evade their fire. 
Some Daesh combatants came looking for the CDI fireteam, but they were fired on by the NSS. 
One of the three remaining Daesh vehicles soon pulled up and they began to fight the NSS. Tom 
peeked over the broken wall he was using for cover. There was plenty of gunfire and screaming 
in Arabic, German, and English. Tom made a suggestion, “That’ll buy us time. Let’s go; we’re 
almost there.” The fireteam continued to proceed towards the airstrip. Johnny replaced the 
magazine that he was using with one that was full of ammunition. He moved the half-full 
magazine into the pouch that held the one he had just been using. He was hoping that he would 
finally reach their intended destination. 

Arcades was now kneeling beside the bed and Jason was sitting on it. Jason looked at the 


fox, and he wanted to ask a few questions, “Hey Kurt, can I ask you some things?” The fox 


looked up at the wolf, “Yeah, you can. What would you like to know?” The wolf decided to ask 
his first question, “Are you a sadist or a masochist?” Arcades’ face winced in response, “I’m 
neither. I don’t do pain, or anything else like that for that matter.” Jason concluded that his 
question was not the best. He then decided to ask something else, “Well, what do you want 
exactly?” The fox thought about the best way to word his response. He replied with, “Well. What 
I do like is to just be restricted from movement.” Jason thought that Arcades’ response was 
insufficient, “And? What else?” The fox shook his head and brushed his tail out of the way, 
“That’s it. There’s nothing else to it.” The wolf then remembered what the fox said back in 
Alaska. He corrected himself, “Oh, that’s right. I’m sorry.” The fox looked at the wolf, “Sorry 
about what?” The wolf then said, “Uhh.. I assumed you did more than you said you did.” 
Arcades shrugged, “Happens. Don’t worry about it. Nobody understands what I want.” 

Jason still looked at the fox that remained kneeling in front of him when a knock on the 
door was heard. Arcades quickly rose up and said aloud, “Who is it?” He heard Bocchino’s voice 
from behind the other side, “Hey, Kurt. I got some news for you.” Arcades opened the door, and 
he saw the cat standing at the doorway. The cat nodded and said, “Come with me, and I'll show 
you guys what I got.” The fox turned to face Jason before continuing, “You coming?” Jason 
silently got up and went with Arcades. Bocchino showed the other two anthros to a 
communications room that had been set up. Bocchino sat down at the chair, and Arcades 
examined the multiple monitor display. He asked, “So, what do we have here?” The cat pointed 
to the screen. 

Arcades bent forwards to look at the image displayed on the monitor. It was a group of 
NSS soldiers that had been taken with an infrared imaging device. Arcades could see the NSS 


emblem due to the fact that they were made to be seen under IR imaging. The fox asked, “Where 


was this taken?” Bocchino replied, “Syria. A place called Abu Kamal. Otherwise known as AlI- 
Bukamal.” The fox was surprised, ““What? When was this taken? Who took it, and where did you 
get this from?” Bocchino explained to the fox, “This was taken tonight by a CDI operative in 
Syria. They’re requesting support from anyone that’s out there to help them. They’re locked in a 
three way battle between them, the NSS, and the Islamic State.” Arcades remembered what he 
knew about the NSS, “This seems kind of fishy. I really would like to know what is going on 
over there. Not sure why the NSS is there, but something tells me that it ain’t for a good reason. 
That’s for sure.” 

Arcades continued to study the image. He asked, “So, why did CDI send this out?” The 
cat answered the question, “Apparently, the situation is that CDI is supposed to have an armored 
vehicle unit move in. However, they won’t be able to make it there until tomorrow evening at the 
earliest. They don’t know if they can hold out until then. They’re kinda requesting support from 
whoever can help them out.” The fox nodded, “Yeah. Tell them we’re coming.” Bocchino turned 
around to face Arcades, “We’re coming?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah. I won’t make you go if you 
don’t want to, but I’m going over there with whoever else wants to help me.” Jason laid his hand 
on the fox’s shoulder, “I'll come with you.” Arcades smiled and he looked back at Bocchino. 
The cat considered, but he finally decided, “I guess every bit counts. I’m in.” The fox then said, 
“T’ll see who else I can get to come with us. I want you to tell just CDI that we’re coming out 
there. Make sure they don’t shoot at us.” Bocchino turned back around to face the monitors, and 
he began attempting to contact CDI. 

Arcades gathered all of the men who were still in Berlin from Fox Security, and he 
waited for them all to give him their attention. The fox finally said, “Alright. We have a little 


situation out in Syria. We have reports that the NSS has been attempting to take over an airstrip 


in the eastern Syrian desert. I’m going to be going to Syria to find out why the NSS is there. I 
give you all two options. You can either go back to the US according to our original plan, or if 
you want to help us out, you can come with us to Syria.” The fox paused before continuing, 
“Now, whoever is willing to come with me, step forwards.” 

Arcades waited for volunteers to step forwards. Many of the Fox Security members 
looked around to see if there were volunteers, but they did not step forwards. After a few 
moments, five humans stepped forwards. They were the same operators that were on the Las 
Vegas mission: the sniper/spotter team, the vehicle crew, and the man from the helicopter that 
was in Hong Kong as well. Arcades smiled as he was glad to see he was going to be getting more 
support on the mission. He then said, “Alright. You five come with me. Everyone else is 
dismissed.” The other operators walked away, but the five volunteers walked up to Arcades. The 
sniper from the Las Vegas mission said, “Boss, we’re willing to do whatever it takes.” Arcades 
was happy to hear that, “I’m glad.” They went back to meet with Bocchino and Jason. 

Jason turned around to see Arcades returning with the five humans. Jason asked, “Looks 
like you brought some help with you.” The fox nodded, “Yeah, I don’t think you’ve met with 
any of these guys before. They were all on the Las Vegas mission.” Jason recognized the man 
wielding a SCAR-L, “I think I know you. You were on the Hong Kong mission, right?” The 
human nodded, “Yeah, I remember you from that mission.” Arcades shrugged, “I guess you do 
know some of them, Jason.” The fox then continued, “Anyway, Bocchino, do you have a sitrep?” 
The cat turned around again from the monitors, “Yep. CDI knows that we’ll be coming. I’ve also 
talked with a pilot, and he says he can fly a plane over the AO, and we can parachute down.” 

The fox thought about the plan, “An aerial deployment?” Bocchino replied, “We sure 


can’t land at the airfield. We’re not sure who is going to be in control of it by the time we get 


there.” Arcades scratched his head, “Alright, I reckon.” The fox then turned to face the five 
volunteers, “Are you sure you guys are up for this? The NSS, CDI, and the Islamic State are all 
there battling it out over an airfield.” None of the volunteers had any objections. Arcades finally 
said, “I guess it’s a plan then. When are we supposed to fly out there?” Bocchino replied, 
“They’re setting up a flight. It’s going to leave in two hours.” The fox looked at the time before 
asking, ““When does that put us getting there?” Bocchino looked at the same clock Arcades 
looked at, “Probably going to be 0900 hours Syrian time.” 

Arcades turned to his entire crew of seven and said, “Looks like that’s our plan. Do 
whatever you all need to do and meet me out back as soon as possible. Once you all are ready, 
then we’re gonna get going. How’s that sound?” The crew all responded with affirmations. 
Arcades dismissed the crew, and they all left. However, Jason stayed behind, “Are we going to 
be able to find out why the NSS is in Syria?” Arcades shook his head, “Can’t guarantee that. 
Whatever we do find out there could end up being useful.” Jason remembered that there was a 
time constraint, so he decided that it would be best if he kept moving. He moved out to collect 
whatever he would bring to Syria. Arcades was now all alone, and he went to the hall to collect 
the equipment he left there. He put on the chest rig that was on the floor, and he also grabbed his 
HK433. He still had all of the magazines for it. He carried his gear out, and he stopped by one of 
the supply rooms to see if he could find anything else that he would need to bring. He considered 
wearing armor, but being summertime in Syria would mean that the desert would get very hot. 
Being a fox, Arcades’ fur would not help with the temperature either. He took his chances 
wearing his minimalist loadout again. After checking all of his equipment, he went out to the 


meeting place that he told his crew. 


Arcades was at the rendezvous point, and the rest of the eight man crew began to show 
up. Bocchino was the first to show up. The cat was wearing a Team Wendy EXFIL helmet and a 
Crye AVS vest. He brought along a SCAR-H with him instead of an HK416. Jason was the next 
to show up, but he was wearing the loadout that was similar to Arcades’ loadout except for the 
fact that he brought along an Ops-Core FAST helmet to ensure that he would not get too badly 
injured from a blow to the head. He also exchanged his Heckler & Koch G36C for a Beretta 
ARX-160. 

The five humans showed up. The sniper from the Las Vegas mission was wielding a SIG 
Sauer MCX, and he was wearing a similar helmet and vest to Bocchino. The spotter was using 
the Heckler & Koch M27, and his loadout was generally the same as well. The former driver 
from the previous mission brought the KRISS Vector with him, and the other man from that 
vehicle was using a Heckler & Koch M27 as well. The final human showed up, and it was the 
support operative from the Las Vegas mission. He brought along his SCAR-L that he used for 
his previous missions. Arcades counted the men, “We have a squad of eight. Seven of you guys 
plus me. Sounds good. Alright, let’s move out.” 

The crew boarded a vehicle, and they drove to the airport that they were going to launch 
out of. Once they reached the airplane, the squad moved their stuff inside of the plane. Arcades 
decided that he was going to eat and sleep on the way to Syria. The flight would take a few hours 
to get over to the area of operations, so Arcades wanted to make the most of the flight. Everyone 
boarded the transport aircraft, and they placed their belongings on the floor. Once the crew was 
ready to go, and the flight was cleared for takeoff, the plane began to get moving. Arcades held 
on as the plane lifted off and was now on its way for Syria. He made sure that everyone had their 


parachutes in order, but one thing made him wonder. He did not really know how he was going 


to get back to the United States. He decided not to think about it for the time being, as it would 
only prevent him from thinking about the mission. Arcades ate the food he brought with him, and 
he noticed several people from his squad were doing the same. After he finished, he wanted to 
make sure that he would get as much sleep as possible as he did not want to be fatigued when he 


landed in Syria. The fox closed his eyes, and he said a prayer before he went to sleep. 


Chapter 6 


Them vs. You vs. Me 


Arcades was awoken by Jason, and the fox blinked to clear his vision. Jason said, “Hey 
mate, we’re almost there.” Arcades looked around the plane, and he saw that the rest of the squad 
was in the process of readying their equipment. The fox went to grab his equipment, but he 
quickly realized that he was already wearing all of it save for his hat. He picked up his boonie 
hat, and he made sure to fasten it to his head. He did not want to lose it on his way down, and he 
surely did not want to be without his hat in the Syrian desert. He did not know what time it was 
though, and he was not wearing a watch, either. The sniper from the Las Vegas mission turned to 
his former spotter, “Noah, you grab all of your magazines?” The spotter replied, “Sure did, 
Jacob. Can you make sure my parachute is on the right way?” Jacob visually inspected the 
parachute bag before checking it over. Jacob said, “You’re good to go. What about you guys 
over there?” 

The former vehicle crew was just finishing getting their parachutes on. The former driver 
was in charge of making sure everybody was ready to jump. He looked at the fox, “Come on, 
Kurt. Get that parachute bag on.” The fox reached under his seat, and he grabbed the parachute 
bag. He threw it over his back, and he fastened the straps. The man came over to look over the 
parachute, “Alright Kurt. That looks about right. You’re good to go.” Bocchino moved over to 
Arcades and Jason. The cat said, “We’re right on schedule. No updates on what CDI’s situation 


is. Daesh and the NSS are still down there with them, so check your fire.” Bocchino still failed to 


realize that Arcades was still not planning on shooting anybody. The fox took out his M2 frames, 
and he placed them over his eyes. He then attached a rubber strap to each end of his glasses in 
order to make sure that he did not lose them on the way down. He placed the strap over the back 
of his boonie hat as well. 

The five humans finished checking their gear, and they moved up to the cargo bay door 
of the plane. The three anthros joined them. The former driver announced, “Alright, we should 
be ready to go. I’m going to open the door.” He moved over to the door controls, and he pressed 
the button. The cargo bay door slowly began to open. Arcades then realized that it was now 
daytime. His eyes had not seen daylight ever since he completed the mission back in Berlin. 
Fortunately for him, his sunglasses protected his eyes and gave them a chance to adjust to the 
light. The human who opened the door moved back to the rest of the squad. Noah asked, “Is the 
pilot supposed to close the door after we jump, Paul?” Paul replied, “Yeah. He’s going to wait 
for three minutes to close the door.” The squad looked down at the distant city. They were far 
away enough from the city that their aircraft would not get shot down. They were waiting for the 
best time to jump as they did not want to be shot on the way down. After waiting for a moment, 
Paul noticed that it was now a good time to jump. He announced to the squad, “This is it! Let’s 
go!” 

The squad of eight jumped out of the plane, one after another, and they waited three 
seconds to jump after each person. Arcades was the third to jump from the plane. He was glad he 
was wearing his glasses. Since the Oakley M2 frames sat close to his eyes, they prevented 
airborne particles from directly entering his eyes. The fox waited until the right moment to 
deploy his chute. Lacking an altimeter, Arcades did not know what altitude he jumped from, but 


he used the power of estimation to determine the best time to open his chute. The fox pulled the 


cord, and the parachute deployed. The immediate drag knocked some of the wind out of him, and 
he looked back down at the ground that he was approaching. He held the steering cords of the 
parachute, and he tugged on them in order to steer himself in the right direction. He was now fast 
approaching the ground, and he could already begin to hear distant gunfire. As Arcades was now 
less than fifty meters from the ground, he held his feet up so that he would not break his legs on 
the touchdown. He tugged on both of the steering cords simultaneously, and he shifted his 
weight backwards to create even more drag. He finally landed on the ground firmly, and he 
immediately worked on getting the parachute off. 

Arcades unbuckled the parachute, and he stuffed the parachute back into the bag. He sat 
the bag up against the nearest wall before looking back up at the sky. The fox loosed the strap of 
his boonie hat, and then he moved the strap of his glasses off of his hat that provided extra 
security for his hat. He decided he would keep the glasses strap on for now. As he looked up in 
the sky, he watched several of his other squadmates land nearby. Arcades flipped on his radio, 
and he was waiting for incoming radio traffic. He heard the first voice, “Kurt, this is Bocchino, 
I’ve landed safely. Over.” He correctly recognized the voice as being Bocchino’s voice, despite 
the cat already announcing his identity. 

The fox held the PTT button, “Bocchino, this is Arcades. What is your location? Over.” 
The cat replied, “Arcades, I landed with Jason. We are moving into the building with the Syrian 
flag hanging from the balcony. Over.” Arcades scanned the buildings and he spotted the building 
that the cat was mentioning. The fox spoke again, “Solid copy. I have eyes-on the building. What 
is the status of the rest of our squad? Over.” The cat replied again, “They landed before we did. 


They’re en-route to the building as well. We’re not going to move until we all rendezvous here. 


Over.” Arcades began walking towards the building, and he held his PTT button again, “Roger. 
I'll see you when I get there. Out.” 

The fox now listened for the gunshots rather than the voices of his squadmates. He held 
his weapon firmly with his gloved hands, but he did not raise it to a firing position. He did not 
hear any gunshots that sounded close enough to be alarming. He did not even see the airfield on 
his way down, so he was unsure of how the battle was currently progressing. As Arcades 
continued moving, he noticed that his feet were getting progressively more sandy. He had not 
traversed sand for a while, but it was not as bad as snow. Arcades approached the rendezvous 
building, and he found an entrance to make his way inside. He spoke over the radio again, “This 
is Arcades, I have made it inside the building. What floor are you guys on? Over.” Bocchino 
replied, “Kurt, come to the top floor. We’ve got a good vantage point up here. Over.” Arcades 
walked through the hall as he made his way to the stairway, “Affirmative. Standby.” 

Arcades was surprised to see that the building that he was inside was not as torn up as 
some of the other buildings which he saw when he was parachuting down into the city. As he 
climbed up the steps, he tried to brush some of the sand off of his feet, but some still stuck to his 
soles. Arcades was using the handrail as he went up the stairs, and he had stowed away his 
HK433 using the Multicam sling that he had attached to it. However, the one-point sling caused 
the rifle to keep bumping into the fox’s legs and chest as he took his steps. Getting annoyed by 
the rifle bumping him, the fox grabbed the pistol grip with his right hand, and he held the rifle 
upwards to prevent it from bumping into him. 

The fox finally made it to the top floor, and the operative with the SCAR-L was waiting 
in the hall. Arcades could hear Bocchino’s voice from behind the wall, “Who’s that coming up 


here, Thomas?” The operative replied, “It’s Kurt.” The human led the fox into the room where 


the rest of the squad was. Arcades looked around, and he could see that everybody was able to 
make it safely to the rendezvous point. The fox greeted his men, “Hey, I’m glad y’all made it 
here alright.” He paused for a moment when he noticed that the cat was using a pair of 
binoculars. He then continued speaking, “What do you see there, Bobby?” Bocchino replied 
while still looking through the binoculars, “I can see the airfield. I can’t really tell who’s 
winning, though. There’s a three-way battle going on there.” Arcades moved up to view the 
sights. He asked, “Did nobody see us parachute in?” Jason answered the question, “I don’t think 
so, mate. We would have been followed or shot down.” The fox shook his head, “I don’t really 
see that happening. They had to have seen us.” Paul then was the one to speak up, “Looks like 
eight men are the least of their worries. They’re more worried about that airfield.” 

Arcades leaned on the balcony, and he saw that there was the flag of Syria hanging from 
the ledge. He did not bother the flag. Arcades scratched his face before saying, “Ain’t that 
airfield what we need to get out of here?” The cat replied, “Sure is. It’s going to be them versus 
you versus me to take control of it.” Jason was confused, ““What? Them versus who?” Arcades 
turned to the wolf and smiled, “Point is: there are more bad guys than we have friendlies. It’s 
going to be tough securing that airfield.” Paul looked to the man who he had operated with back 
in Las Vegas, “Hey, David. Didn’t you try to talk to Kurt when he landed?” Arcades heard Paul 
speak, “Hmm?” Paul then said, “Is your radio on our frequency?” The fox opened his radio 
pouch, and he removed his transceiver to look at the active frequency. He said, “I’m on Bobby’s 
frequency. Isn’t that the one we all are using?” Paul held the PTT button, “Radio check. Can you 
hear this?” Arcades did not receive the transmission, “No, I did not.” Bocchino turned to Arcades 


as he lowered his binoculars, “Kurt, you’re not on their frequency. You’re still on the one you 


used back in Berlin. I had that frequency saved. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have been able to 
communicate with you.” 

Bocchino turned back around to look through the binoculars again. Arcades looked up at 
Paul, “Can I get that frequency?” Paul turned the radio so that Arcades could see it, “Yeah, you 
sure can, boss.” The fox had difficulty seeing the screen in the dark room, and the tinted Oakley 
glasses which he was wearing were not helping him. He sat the radio back in the pouch 
momentarily as he unhooked one side of the strap he had on the glasses. He turned the glasses 
upside down, and he placed them on top of his boonie hat before he connected the strap to the 
other side to make sure the glasses did not fall off the boonie hat. He took out the radio again, 
and he went to type in the frequency. 

Arcades faced another issue: his gloves were too large for him to press the buttons. 
Arcades gave a nervous chuckle as he hoped that Paul was not growing impatient. He unstrapped 
the right glove, and he took it off with his left hand while he still held the radio with the same 
hand. He finally was now able to correctly type in the frequency. Once he finished, the fox 
placed the radio back in the pouch, and he closed the radio pouch to ensure that he did not lose 
the radio. He also patted down the rest of his gear to make sure that nothing was lost during the 
initial drop. The fox was glad he didn’t take much equipment with him during the drop, as it was 
easier to keep track of all of his stuff. Arcades placed his glove back on his hand, and he 
tightened the velcro strap to ensure that the glove would not fall off his hand. 

Paul then held his radio button again, “Can you hear this now?” Arcades could indeed 
hear the transmission with his speaker mic. Paul could also hear the transmission due to the fact 
that the output speaker was not designed to be next to somebody’s ear. The human nodded, 


“Excellent. Looks like we’re ready now.” Arcades smiled and he said, “I hope I didn’t waste too 


much time.” Paul shook his head, “Nah, you didn’t.” When Arcades turned back around to see 
Bocchino, the cat was in the process of switching back over to the frequency that his squad was 
currently using. The fox asked, “Are there any vehicles that you can see?” Bocchino spoke as he 
continued to look through the binoculars, “Yeah. I can see two vehicles from here. Both of them 
have armor plating all over them. They’re tan, and... I don’t even know what those are supposed 
to be. Why don’t you take a look at them, Kurt? You might know what they are,” Bocchino 
offered the binoculars to Arcades. The fox gently grasped the binoculars, and Bocchino moved 
out of the way so that the fox would be able to see the vehicles. 

Arcades focused on one of the vehicles. He recognized what it was supposed to be, “I’ve 
seen those before. They’re based off of the Humvee. They feature no armament of their own. 
Somebody has to stand on the custom-made bed of that thing in order to fire their gun. However, 
there is no spot to mount a weapon with a bipod. I’m surprised the Islamic State still uses those. 
It’s interesting really, I saw a video from 2015, and they had those in Iraq when they tried to run 
an offensive against Kurdistan.” Bocchino asked, ““What type of weapons are they packing in 
those? Can you see with those binoculars?” The fox tried to get a better view of the closer 
vehicle. He could spot three humans wearing khaki combat fatigues and green combat gear. One 
of them wielded an MG3, one had an AKM, and the last man had a M16A2. Arcades reported 
his sightings, “I see three of them. One has a .308 German MG, another has an AKM variant. 
That last guy has an AR-15 type rifle. It looks like an M16A2 or even an M16A4. I dunno from 
here.” 

“Be careful, Abu Abdullah!” Abu Ridhwan advised his fellow militiamen as he was 
peeking out of the vehicle with the M16A2. Abu Abdullah was not sure if there was an NSS 


member inside of the nearest building. He took a few shots to be safe. Abu Hajaar saw that Abu 


Abdullah was firing at the building, so he began firing at the building as well. After Abu 
Abdullah spent an entire magazine firing at the building, he dropped the empty magazine in the 
vehicle, and Abu Hajaar stopped firing. Abu Ridhwan turned around, and he viewed the building 
that Arcades and his squad were standing in. However, Abu Ridhwan did not notice the squad 
looking directly at them. He turned back around to see if Abu Abdullah had finished reloading 
his rifle. 

Abu Abdullah was still digging through the disorganized pile in the vehicle’s bed while 
he looked for a magazine with rounds in it. He picked up a few empty magazines, and he even 
managed to find the magazine that he had just used. He tossed the magazines next to where Abu 
Hajaar was standing in order to get them out of his way. Abu Hajaar commented, “You’re the 
one who complains when you get hit by casings, but you throw those magazines my way?” Abu 
Abdullah looked straight at Abu Hajaar, “Your casings are hot! They burn me! That’s why I 
complain to you about it.” Abu Ridhwan was afraid the two men would start fighting, “Abu 
Abdullah! Where is your magazine? Find your magazine!” Abu Abdullah was slightly startled by 
Abu Ridhwan, but he went back to digging through the pile. 

After some more rummaging, Abu Abdullah finally found the magazine that he was 
looking for. He placed it in the lower receiver of his M16A2, and he pressed the bolt release 
button. However, the bolt did not return to battery, so he pushed on the forward assist. The bolt 
finally closed in the breech. Abu Ridhwan bent down into the cabin again, “Khattab, take us 
closer. I think the infidels are trying to get to the airfield.” Khattab started the vehicle’s engine, 
and he accelerated the M1114. Abu Hajaar, Abu Abdullah, and Abu Ridhwan were looking all 
around, and they were scanning the war-torn buildings for hostile combatants. They drove out of 


the view of Arcades. 


“They just drove away. It looks like they’re trying to move up to the airstrip,” the fox 
said as he handed the binoculars back to Bocchino. The fox then said, “Looks like we better get 
going. It’ll take us a little while to make our way there.” The cat looked down at Arcades’ sandy 
feet and said, “You’re the only one not wearing shoes. I hope you’re ready to get all the way 
there barefoot.” Arcades raised his eyebrows, “I guess we’re gonna find out, ain’t that right, 
Bobby?” The cat chuckled, “Heh.. We sure are.” Arcades announced, “Alright, let’s get started.” 
He walked out of the room, and he turned to go down the stairs. The other seven members of his 
squad followed after him. As the fox moved down the stairs he said, “Make sure we stick 
together. We don’t want to get separated in this mess now.” 

As the squad exited the building, they could see clouds of smoke forming from where the 
airport was. Arcades removed a compass from his pocket, and he looked at the direction of the 
airfield. Before pocketing the compass he said, “We need to head north. That’s also where all 
that smoke is coming from, so stay alert.” Noticing the brightness of the Syrian outdoors, 
Arcades removed the strap on his M2 frames, and he placed them back over his eyes. He placed 
the strap in the pocket that held the compass. 

He looked around to his other squadmates before asking, “Are you all good to go?” They 
collectively nodded to acknowledge the fox. Arcades nodded with them after the squad all 
finished for themselves, “Great. Let’s go.” He began walking again, and the rest of the squad 
followed him again. As he was walking, he checked his HK433. He enabled the EOTech sight, 
and he pulled back the charging handle halfway to see if there was a round chambered. When he 
found out that his chamber was empty, he made sure the weapon was set to safe before pulling 
the charging handle to its furthest position. He locked back the bolt, and he tested the bolt release 


again. The rifle gave off a satisfying click sound as the bolt returned to battery. Since the 


charging handle was non-reciprocating, it did not move with the bolt as it travelled back into 
battery. This would allow for the fox to grip the rifle without fear of the charging handle hitting 
his hand. 

As the squad moved deeper into the city, they stuck by the walls in order to provide them 
with the best cover in case of an ambush. However, the squad knew that the walls wouldn’t 
provide much cover against weapons that fired rifle cartridges rather than intermediate 
cartridges. They looked all around for hostiles, and they listened for the distant gunfire that was 
slowly growing louder. As Arcades turned one corner, he looked up to see the remains of an Mi- 
24 Hind that was laying on the top of a partially collapsed building. The Hind was scorched from 
fire damage, and the flat dark earth base coat was now appearing as black to the fox. Arcades 
squinted as he looked up at the Hind while trying to piece together who the Hind probably 
belonged to. He spoke, “Hey, Bobby. Did you tell me that CDI lost their air support?” Bocchino 
remembered the previous night, “I think so.” Arcades pointed at the remains of the helicopter, “TI 
think that’s their air support.” 

“Contact! Left side! Hostiles sixty meters out!” Tom yelled as he spotted a squad of NSS 
soldiers running down the tarmac. Johnny Began firing with his AK-12 as did the rest of his 
fireteam. The NSS soldiers reacted to the fire, and a few began to fire back while others ran to 
the little cover that there was. One NSS soldier loaded a 40mm grenade into the underbarrel 
launcher that was attached to his AUG. He tilted the rifle upwards in a way that he would be able 
to arc the grenade in order to hit the CDI operatives. He fired the grenade, and he saw where it 
landed before it detonated. The blast knocked Tom to the ground. “Agh! I’m hit!” Tom yelled as 
he caught shrapnel in his left arm and right leg. However, he was still somewhat able to fire back 


at the NSS soldiers. Tom remained on his prone position, and he fired at the NSS soldier who 


was crouched down reloading his 40mm grenade launcher. The NSS soldier collapsed, and Tom 
found out that he was now out of ammo. Tom yelled an order to his comrades, “Cover me! 
Reloading!” 

Golf 2 and Golf 3 began to fire back at the NSS in order to force them into cover. Tom 
knocked the magazine out of his AK-74M with his right hand before grabbing another magazine 
from his pouch. His arm was shaking as he seated the magazine into the weapon before pulling 
the charging handle. Since his left arm was hurting too badly, he had to use his right hand to 
reload the weapon. Tom then held the rifle with his right hand after flipping it back over to the 
right side up. He held the trigger down, but he could not keep the rifle stable this time since some 
of the adrenaline had subsided. The several spent rounds ricocheted off of the ground, and the 
other NSS soldiers returned fire with their AUGS. One NSS soldier was carrying an MG 74 
before going prone and deploying the bipod. Tom yelled as he saw the MG beginning to fire on 
his position, “They’ve got an MG! We can’t stay here!” 

Since Tom was wounded, Johnny came over to carry him off of the tarmac while Golf 2 
and Golf 3 were laying down covering fire. As Tom was being picked up by Johnny, he saw 
three vehicles crashing through the gates. He recognized them as being the Islamic State’s 
M1114s, “SHIT! DAESH IS HERE! QUICKLY! GET TO FUCKING COVER!” The NSS 
turned to their right, and they now saw the Daesh vehicles. They began firing at the trucks, and 
Daesh returned fire with their own weaponry. Meanwhile, the CDI fireteam was running to a 
nearby hangar. Golf 2 and Golf 3 quit firing their weapons as they made their way down the 
tarmac. Several shots landed behind them, but they did not turn to fight whoever was shooting at 


them. Luckily, the hangar was already halfway open. Johnny ran inside of the hangar while still 


carrying Tom, and he laid him down against the wall. Golf 2 and Golf 3 made their way inside as 
well, but they stayed clear of the doors. They did not want to take fire from Daesh or the NSS. 

“Abu Hajaar! Shoot the infidels on your left! We can get those guys running later!” Abu 
Ridhwan commanded as he was firing at the NSS soldiers. Abu Hajaar turned his MG3 to the 
side, and he held down the trigger as he fired at the NSS. Most of the NSS soldiers returned fire, 
but their weapons were not effective against the improvised armor plating. One NSS soldier used 
his 40mm launcher, and he fired at one of the M1114s. The vehicle was struck on it’s left side, 
and the blast left a sizable dent in the armor. The NSS began to spread apart more, and they still 
were firing at the ad hoc armored vehicles. Abu Hajaar was crouching while obstructed by the 
plating as he was blindly shooting his MG3 at the NSS. However, some of his shots hit the 
M1114 that was next to them. Abu Abdullah noticed, “Abu Hajaar! Watch where you’re firing! 
You’re hitting our brothers!” Abu Hajaar panicked, and he rolled backwards. He fell on his back, 
and he went to stand up again. Once he got to his feet, he continued to fire at the NSS. 

“We can’t be the last ones left!” Johnny said in disbelief. Golf 2 was currently in the 
process of patching up Tom, and Golf 3 was trying to close the hangar doors. Johnny was trying 
all of the other fireteams’ frequencies that he was given before the mission. He tested another 
one, “To any remaining CDI unit, this is Golf 4. Requesting a status report. Over.” There was no 
answer. Tom looked up at Johnny, ““We’re the last ones left. Everyone else is dead, and 
reinforcements may or may not be coming later tonight.” Johnny shook his head, ““We won’t be 
able to survive another damn day out here! Look what happened yesterday.” Tom’s AK-74M 
was propped up against the wall next to him, and he accidentally knocked it over. He replied, “I 
know this looks really shitty, but ain’t that what you signed up for? What was your other job 


like?” Johnny did not want to remember anything about Fox Security, “Well, it damn sure was 


pretty fucking shitty. I'll give it that.” Tom chuckled, “Hah, heh... You know our odds of 
making it out here alive are virtually fuck all.” Johnny could not accept the gravity of the 
situation, “Dammit! Don’t tell me the odds.” Tom only replied with, “This is war, son. People 
die. You should know that.” 

“Khattab! Take us closer to that hangar!”” Abu Ridhwan ordered the driver after most of 
the NSS soldiers had been defeated. Khattab accelerated, and he pulled away from the other two 
Daesh vehicles. The other two vehicles remained stationary, but soon one burst into flames. Abu 
Abdullah heard the explosion, and his vehicle was shaken by it. He looked around to see what 
happened. He could see an NSS soldier holding an AT4 launcher. Abu Abdullah elbowed Abu 
Hajaar and he yelled, “Abu Hajaar! Shoot that guy with the launcher!” Abu Hajaar wasted no 
time holding the trigger down. Rounds impacted around the NSS soldier carrying the disposable 
launcher, and he stood up to try and run to cover. As he was fleeing, he was struck several times 
by Abu Hajaar’s MG3. More NSS soldiers opened fire at the M1114, but Khattab continued his 
current course as their AUGs could still not penetrate the vehicle’s DIY armor. The only other 
standing M1114 turned directly to face the NSS forces. The gunner of that vehicle stood up and 
opened fire with a PKM. 

“Those are the last two armored trucks,” Hans advised. Fritz was still lying prone with 
the MG 74 in an improvised position of cover. He steadied the MG, and he was trying to focus 
on the gunner of the M1114 that was facing the rest of the NSS. Hans asked, “Do you have any 
remaining explosives on you?” Fritz dug through his equipment, and he pulled out some 
improvised plastic explosives. Hans was surprised, ““Woah! Where did you get that from?” Fritz 
replied, “I took this off of a dead sandnigger. One of the ones we killed on the way in had a 


bunch of them. I took one, and I’m interested to see if it works.” Hans studied the improvised 


explosive device, “So, how do you detonate it?” Fritz pulled out an accompanying wireless 
detonator. Hans looked at the detonator, and then he eyed the truck that was still shooting at the 
remaining NSS forces. Hans asked, “Are we going to have backup?” 

Fritz looked back downrange, “That’s why we need to take this airfield. Those guys up 
there are all we have left. Those two trucks seem to be all the sandniggers have left too. I think 
all of CDI has been eliminated.” Hans looked at the vehicle that stood fifty meters away, “How 
are we going to get over there to plant the explosives? There is nothing to take cover behind 
there. It’s an open runway.” Fritz considered his options while he watched Abu Ridhwan’s 
M1114 drive closer to the hangar. He made a suggestion, “Let those guys distract them, and we 
flank around once that other truck passes.” Hans nodded, “Sounds like a plan.” 

“Khattab! Stop the truck here!” Abu Ridhwan ordered the driver. Khattab stopped the 
vehicle, and he turned around to question Abu Ridhwan. He spoke with alarm in his voice, “Abu 
Ridhwan! Those infidels are still shooting at us!” Abu Ridhwan tried to tell Khattab the reason 
for the stop over all of the gunfire, “There are people in the hangar! We can’t go in there yet! We 
should use rocket launchers to break the walls first.”” Abu Ridhwan turned to face Abu Abdullah 
while he and Abu Hajaar were fighting the NSS. Abu Ridhwan said, “Abu Abdullah, where is 
your rocket launcher? We need a rocket for firing at people.” Abu Abdullah remembered what 
happened to it, “We lost it. Remember?” Their voices were drowned out by Abu Hajaar laying 
down more fire with his MG3, “God is great,” Abu Hajaar announced aloud as he fired. He did 
not know if he was hitting anybody, but he was still trying to shoot the remaining NSS soldiers. 

Abu Ridhwan thought about what else they could do. After a moment of thinking, he was 
prepared to make the ultimate sacrifice, “If we detonate our vehicle in the hangar, we are sure to 


get into paradise.” Abu Abdullah’s eyes widened, “Abu Ridhwan... Is it time?” Abu Ridhwan 


nodded, “Yes. It is time we take out the rest of the infidels for God.” Abu Abdullah looked back 
to see the other M1114 still engaged in combat with the NSS, “Our brothers are then going to 
take the airport?” Abu Ridhwan nodded, “Yes. They will be able to take the airport if we 
eliminate the last of CDI’s soldiers in there.” Abu Abdullah nodded, “Alright. It’s time.” 

Even though Tom had been patched up, he was still hurting due to the shrapnel that was 
still stuck inside him. Tom shook his head, “I’m not gonna make it out of here alive.” Johnny 
replied, “Isn’t there supposed to be reinforcements coming for us?” Tom removed the goggles 
from his helmet, and he tossed them away on the ground. He said, “They were never coming 
here. They’re going to regroup at the nearest FOB. There were never reinforcements coming in 
to rescue us.” Johnny unbuckled his helmet, and he threw it to the ground. Tom chuckled while 
still in pain, “Heh. I can’t blame ya, son. I’ve done all I could. You can’t do shit to make this any 
better.” Golf 2 stood near the hangar doors. He said, “We should just open the doors now and get 
this over with. Kill as many as we can before we get killed ourselves.” Golf 3 nodded, “Yeah, I 
agree. There ain’t shit we can do to finish the mission now. Better than doing nothing.” The two 
CDI operatives began to open the doors. Johnny shook his head in protest, “No, no! What the 
fuck are you doing?” Tom gave a half smile in response, “Son, it’s time for us to die now.” 
Johnny began backing up, “You shits are fucking crazy! I’m not going to lie down and let those 


1? 


cocksuckers motherfucking kill me!” He grabbed his helmet off of the ground, and he put it on 
his head. However, he did not buckle the helmet’s strap. 

“Ts that all of them, Abu Abdullah?” Abu Ridhwan looked at the stash of explosives 
which they had still in the vehicle. Most of them were warheads for the RPG-7, but they were 


unused due to the fact the launcher was lost. Abu Abdullah removed the safety cap off of the last 


warhead, “That’s all of them.” Abu Ridhwan was now getting excited, “I can’t wait to get to 


paradise!” Walid knew what was going on, and he started to pray to God in Arabic. Khattab did 
the same, and they were all praying to God to let them into paradise. Abu Hajaar was still firing 
his MG3, but then it suddenly stopped firing. 

He looked at his weapon, and he saw that there was no longer a belt feeding rounds into 
the weapon. He opened the top panel of the weapon, and he immediately noticed that there were 
no more rounds in his weapon. He looked around the floor of the M1114, but he could see no 
more 7.62x51mm rounds. He had depleted all of the ammunition for his MG3. Abu Hajaar spoke 
to Abu Ridhwan, “We’re out of machine gun ammo.” Abu Ridhwan handed Abu Hajaar a 
grenade in response. Abu Ridhwan said, “It doesn’t matter anymore. Pull the pin, but don’t let 
the fuse go until we drive into the hangar.” Abu Hajaar dropped the MG3 in the bed of the 
vehicle, and he looked at the fragmentation grenade that he was holding. Abu Hajaar clutched 
the grenade in his hand, but he listened to Abu Ridhwan’s instructions. Abu Ridhwan was now 
giving Abu Abdullah, Walid, and Khattab all grenades for them to hold. 

“That second truck stopped firing,” Hans made an observation while watching the vehicle 
through the scope on his AUG. Fritz questioned, “Are they out of ammo?” Hans replied, “I don’t 
know. They could be. I think we should go and do it now.” Hans looked to the right, and he 
could see that practically all of the NSS soldiers had now been eliminated. It would be a pyrrhic 
victory for whomever was the last one standing. Hans did not want to waste anymore time, 
“Come on let’s go now.” Fritz stood up, but he left his MG 74 sitting on the ground. He held the 
explosive charge in his right hand, and he had the detonator in his other hand. Hans did not 
bother to ask why Fritz was no longer holding his MG. 

Hans looked to Fritz, and Fritz nodded to communicate that he was ready. Hans waited 


for a moment, “OK. GO!” Hans and Fritz started sprinting towards the armored Humvee. As 


they were running up to the truck, the last remaining NSS soldiers were now keeling over from 
their injuries. Hans and Fritz were lucky as they were not seen by the Daesh fighters that were in 
the Humvee. Fritz was the first one to reach the vehicle as he was no longer carrying a primary 
weapon. He looked at the explosive charge, but he did not know how to use it. Hans made his 
way right beside him. Fritz flipped a switch on the explosive, but he could not tell if he armed it 
or not. 

The gunfire had now ceased, and the Daesh fighters in the Humvee were looking around 
to make sure that they had finally killed all of the other NSS members. Just then, they heard 
Hans and Fritz were outside of the truck. The men spoke in Arabic, but Hans and Fritz did not 
understand what they were saying. One militiaman peeked over the side of the truck, and he saw 
Hans staring back at him. The insurgent tried to shoot him with his AKM. However Hans was 
able to raise his AUG faster, and he was able to shoot the insurgent first. The dead Islamic State 
member fell backwards, and the rest of the men inside of the truck began to yell in Arabic. Fritz 
panicked as he saw three other Daesh members peek over the truck. He squeezed the detonator. 
Hans saw this and he exclaimed, “Fuck! No!” The large explosive detonated. The truck’s armor 
was torn apart from the homemade explosive, and so were the last two NSS members. The truck 
tipped over from the blast, and the force was great enough to capsize it. All of the men inside 
were dead. The explosion rattled the ground, and it was felt by the occupants of the hangar. 

“This is it! Go!” Abu Ridhwan commanded Khattab when the explosion of the other 
remaining M1114 was heard. When the vehicle began accelerating towards the hangar, the men 
inside pulled the pins of their grenades, but they kept the fuse levers on. Abu Hajaar spoke aloud, 
“In the name of God...” The vehicle was gaining speed, and Khattab was aiming right for the 


hangar doors. Abu Ridhwan looked over the cabin of the truck, and he could see that the doors 


were slowly opening. He noticed and yelled, “Drive right into it! God is great!” It would now be 
less than ten seconds before the vehicle would enter the hangar. Abu Ridhwan yelled again, 
“Drop your grenades now!” The men inside of the truck let go of their grenades, and the fuse 
levers immediately popped off of the grenades, making them live. The vehicle crew began to 
collectively scream their last words, “GOD IS GREAT! GOD IS GREAT! GOD IS GREAT!” 

Johnny was the first to notice the M1114 that was driving straight to him, “HOLY 
SHIT!” He was in shock, and he did not immediately start to run away. He was in disbelief as 
Golf 2 and Golf 3 seemingly were letting the suicide bombers drive right into the hangar. He 
took one last look at Tom, and he saw that he was laughing from hearing the Arabic chants. 
Johnny finally came to his senses and he began to run away, “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” The vehicle 
briefly entered the hangar before detonating. The great explosion threw Johnny off of his feet, 
and the helmet that he was wearing fell off of his head. He also dropped his weapon as he flew 
through the air. Shrapnel from the vehicle flew in all directions, and the immediate blast killed 
the rest of Johnny’s fireteam. The shrapnel from the vehicle’s explosion went right through 
Johnny’s body. When he landed on the ground, he was dead. A pool of blood began to form from 
his body from where the shrapnel hit him. The front doors of the hangar had been blasted open, 
and the surrounding walls were now in shambles from the blast. Everything was now quiet. 
Nobody was left alive to fight. The airport was conquered by nobody. Only smoke filled the air 
now, for there was no more gunfire to be heard. 

“Tt sure is quiet now,” Arcades commented as the squad continued down the street. Jason 
added his own input, “I haven’t heard anything for about ten minutes. The last thing I heard was 
a big explosion.” The fox looked around the sky, but he could only see smoke in the sky and no 


more tracer rounds. Arcades continued, “Yeah, the last thing I heard was an explosion that 


sounded like it came from the airstrip that we’re heading to. Other than that -- that’s about it.” As 
the group turned another corner, several bodies littered the road. The bodies belonged to all three 
factions. Arcades examined the fallen NSS member. He looked around at the shell casings that 
were surrounding the body, and his attention was then brought to the empty AUG magazine. The 
AUG itself was still attached to the body via the sling. 

Jason was looking at the fallen CDI members, “Looks like they had a firefight here.” The 
fox rose back up, and he turned his attention to the fallen Islamic State members before looking 
at Jason, “Yeah. Indeed, a three way battle by the way it seems.” Arcades adjusted his eyewear 
before he noticed a deceased NSS member that was wearing different patches than the rest of the 
members that he’s seen. The fox pointed towards the corpse, “Hey. Look at that. He’s got a 
different patch.” Bocchino was confused, “What are you talking about?” Arcades moved towards 
the corpse, “Out of all of the NSS members that I’ve seen, I never did see one with that patch.” 
Bocchino shrugged, ““What’s so special about it?” Arcades was standing right in front of the 
corpse, “That emblem reminds me of the old Waffen-SS officer insignia, but I’m not too sure.” 
Bocchino shook his head, “So? He probably tells the other guys what to do.” 

Arcades knelt down in front of the body, and he visually examined it, “I want to know 
why the NSS is here. Maybe this guy has something on him that can tell us why they’re here.” 
The rest of the squad did not follow the fox to the corpse. They stood around and they were 
waiting for potential hostiles to show back up. While Arcades searched the body, Jason looked 
up at the war-torn buildings. He then looked down at a few of the bodies. He closed his eyes 
when the bodies reminded him of his brother. He still could not forget that night. Bocchino 


looked through the sight of his SCAR-H, and he looked around for something that he could 


shoot. However, there was nothing new for him to shoot as the environment was still completely 
silent. 

Arcades broke the silence, “Hey, I got something.” Bocchino turned around to look at 
Arcades, but he could only see the fox from behind, “What is it?” The cat asked, and the fox 
turned back around. Arcades was holding a small metal emblem. The emblem was blue and 
yellow with a large yellow omega symbol in the middle. Words on the emblem read The Omega 
Foundation. Jason was the first to speak the text aloud, “The Omega Foundation? What?” 
Arcades turned the emblem back to face him, and he looked at it some more. The fox stood up 
and said, “Yeah... You know, it’s actually very interesting. A while back, I saw some internet 
conspiracy theories about the Omega Foundation.” Jason was curious, “Really? What type of 
theories, Kurt?” The fox answered his question, “There was one where the Omega Foundation 
was allegedly kidnapping anthros.” Jason had another question, “Why would they do that?” 
Arcades shook his head, “Those theories say that they do rituals on them. However, I cannot 
confirm nor deny that.” 

The cat was becoming impatient, “Kurt, that’s a load of shit.” Arcades raised his 
eyebrows, “Come on, Bobby. It is pretty weird that we found this emblem on that NSS officer.” 
One of the human operatives spoke up, “They have a chain of command. Think about that.” 
Arcades nodded, “Yeah. They are very organized. They have their own uniform, their own 
equipment, their own chain of command, and even their own means of getting here.” Bocchino 
was still skeptical, “Why would a scientific research foundation create a group of Neo-Nazis to 
do their bidding?” Arcades took another look at the emblem before responding, “Maybe it is a 
way for them to have an excuse to have missing anthros-” Bocchino cut the fox off, “Dammit 


Kurt. You and your fucking conspiracy theories. You buy into way too much shit you see on the 


internet.” The fox shook his head, “You saw that train car we got into! You saw all that stuff in 
there!” 

Bocchino was skeptical again, “That doesn't prove jack shit.” Arcades slid the emblem 
into his pocket before continuing, “Why else would they be all bound up like that in there?” 
Jason stayed out of the argument, and so did the rest of the squad. They watched the two anthros 
go back and forth. Bocchino argued more, “Kurt, they’re fucking Nazis! They’re obviously being 
taken to a damn concentration camp.” Arcades had an objection, “If they’re being taken to a 
concentration camp, then why did some of them talk about foxes being special? Why would they 
restrain them more than the rest of the anthros on the train?” Bocchino pulled the goggles off of 
his eyes, “I don’t fucking know, dammit! What I do know is that there is no way in shit that 
Omega would be masterminding this all.” Arcades remembered the internet article that he found 
after the Berlin operation, “Wait, do you know who bought this stuff? The UCP uniforms and the 
Austrian weapons? The Omega Foundation did.” Bocchino was feeling frustrated, “Fuck that! 
Everyone in the US had that camouflage back in the early 2000s.” Arcades’ voice was beginning 
to sound different, “How is it supposed to end up here? They all have it!”” Bocchino shook his 
head violently, “I’m fucking done. You’re full of shit, Kurt.” 

The cat started to walk away as he muttered under his breath, “These damned fucking 
foxes...” Arcades was not finished, “Hey, what made you so mad anyways?” Bocchino stopped 
before turning halfway to face the fox, “You and your shitty conspiracy theories. All of those are 
just for tin-foil hat wearing paranoid bitches like yourself.” Arcades was confused, “What?” 
Bocchino only turned back away from Arcades, and he did not answer him anymore. He walked 
into the remains of one of the buildings, and he leaned against the wall while he took a bit to cool 


off. The fox turned towards the rest of the squad. They did not say anything. 


Jason approached the fox, “What was that all about, mate?” Arcades still had a confused 
look on his face, “I guess he just got started. I dunno what made him so mad.” The wolf looked 
towards the building Bocchino was inside of, and he spoke to the fox, “I believe you mate. If that 
makes you feel any better.” Arcades shook his head, “My feelings are the least of my worries. I 
want to know what made him so mad.” The wolf attempted to shift the fox’s focus back, “I saw 
it for myself. When they knocked you out. I do believe that the NSS is a front for something 
bigger. Remember how they backed off right when we took the train station?” 

Jason’s attempt was successful, as the fox’s mind was brought back to the situation, “Oh 
that’s right. You did hear them talk about how foxes are desired by them. I also find it really 
weird how they showed up in Syria of all places. They seem to have disappeared from Europe 
entirely after we drove them out of Berlin.” Jason reminded Arcades of something else, “We 
didn’t drive them out of Berlin. They retreated after we took the train station. I’m with you, 
mate. There’s something else going on here.” The fox gave a small smile, “I’m glad to hear that 
you agree with me and all. Man, I want to know what really happened. I want to know how the 
NSS was able to organize and how they were able to come all out of nowhere.” Jason made a 
suggestion, “How about when we get back, we can research more into the Omega Foundation for 
ourselves? Maybe we can find something that gives us our answers.” Arcades scratched his face, 
“Man, I don’t even know where they’re located. They’re so secret. It’s like their own little 
Bohemian Grove. Who knows what they do behind their closed doors?” 

Jason considered what Arcades had said, “Is that why I never heard of the Omega 
Foundation before? How does he know, then?” Arcades frowned a bit, “I voiced my concerns 
about the Foundation to him before. Whenever there’s some secret society like Omega, I always 


get suspicious.” Jason grabbed the fox’s shoulder, ““We could be on the verge of a major 


breakthrough, mate. We might be able to find out the truth about the Foundation. After all, you 
did show me that article about how Omega seemingly bought exactly the same equipment that 
the NSS is using.” Arcades thought more about the Berlin mission, “Come to think of it, the NSS 
were all hiding in warehouses. What if they were all owned by Omega fronts?” Jason shrugged, 
“How many fronts do they have?” Arcades answered, “I’m not entirely sure. I’m going to have 
to gather more evidence first. However, the evidence that we have now gives me reasonable 
suspicion.” Jason chuckled, “You’re not a cop, mate.” Arcades smiled, “Heh. I know. Just a little 
term that I picked up.” Jason asked, “Didn’t you tell me that you used to watch a bunch of police 
videos on the internet a long time ago?” The fox nodded, “I sure did. Those were some of the 
most interesting videos that I used to watch on the internet. They’re pretty educational if you ask 
me.” 

Jason immediately thought of another question, “Is that where you developed your 
interest for handcuffs?” Arcades immediately began to sweat, and he exhaled quicker than he 
normally did, “No, no... That happened before.” Jason followed up that question with another 
one, “Are you still gonna let me cuff you when we get back?” Arcades looked at the human 
operatives through his sunglasses, as he did not want Jason to know that he was making sure that 
none of them were trying to listen. The fox nodded, “Yes. You can still do that. I don’t mind.” 
Jason grinned, “Good. That’s very great. Hey, when did you get interested in that in the first 
place?” Arcades spoke quietly, “Can we talk about that later? I don’t really need them to hear all 
of that. You know how Johnny was. That’s why I don’t really like letting too many people know. 
They probably won’t understand either.” Jason realized what the fox was telling him, “Oh, I’m 


sorry, mate.” Arcades gave a small smile in return, “Don’t be. You’re not doing anything wrong. 


I just don’t want someone else to uh... Do that again to me.” Jason realized that Arcades was 
referencing what had happened back in Hong Kong. 

Silence filled the air again, but it was broken again by the fox, “Well, we should probably 
get going. We need to see what happened to the airfield. That is our only way out of here.” Jason 
silently nodded, and he began to follow Arcades after he started proceeding in the direction of 
the airfield once more. Bocchino had now calmed down, and he emerged from the building to 
follow his boss. The human operatives began to follow as well. The squad walked past many 
more bodies and even a couple destroyed Daesh vehicles. They did not stop to inspect the bodies, 
as it would take too much time to gather intel off of them. While most of the bodies were the 
corpses of Daesh militiamen, a few were CDI. Arcades eventually made a comment, “I’m sick of 
seeing all of these bodies. It’s very sad to see all of this.” Nobody else had anything else to say. 

The squad eventually made their way to where the airfield was. Arcades looked through 
the fence that separated them from the airport, “Lots of smoke coming from that hangar over 
there. I can see a couple disabled vehicles nearby, too.” Bocchino pointed to the part of the fence 
that was broken by the vehicles, “Come on, let’s go over there. There’s a big hole they punched 
through.” The cat began to move towards the hole in the fence, and the rest of the squad 
followed. The fox was the first to step over the broken fence, and he was trying not to step on 
anything sharp that was on the ground. He especially did not want to step on barbed wire. The 
squad entered the quiet airfield, and Arcades could see the bodies of Daesh and NSS members 
scattered about the tarmac. Jason asked, ““What happened to CDI? We saw a lot of ‘em in the 
city, but they ain’t here anymore.” 

“T think that’s all of the CDI guys. The rest must have gotten killed by Daesh or the 


NSS,” Arcades said as he answered the wolf’s question. Jason raised his rifle as he looked up 


and down the airfield, but he lowered it after he noticed that Arcades had not raised his rifle. In 
fact, Arcades was not even holding the pistol grip of his HK433, as he was only holding it by the 
foregrip with his left hand. The fox looked up from the ground, and he could see a clear view of 
a hangar that looked as if it was damaged by an explosion. He pointed at the hangar, “Let’s split 
up. Three of us go to that hangar to see what happened. The rest of you guys search the ATC 
tower and the other buildings. Maybe we can find a way to call in for exfil. There ain’t nothing 
here so far.” The humans split up, and this left the three anthros. The human operatives began 
heading towards the building next to the ATC tower, but Arcades, Jason, and Bocchino were 
going towards the hangar. 

Arcades stopped walking when he reached one of the disabled M1114s. He could see the 
burnt remains of a couple NSS members on the ground. He could only recognize them due to the 
AUGs that were discarded on the ground. A Steyr MG 74 was also on the ground. Arcades could 
tell that it was a Steyr MG because the stock and pistol grip were a distinct drab color. 
Rheinmetall MG3s were completely black. Jason spoke as he was looking at the disabled 
M1114, “This thing looks about like it blew up.” Arcades looked around the ground, and he 
could see the shadow that was printed on the ground from an explosion, “Seems about right. I 
reckon it was some sort of anti-tank mine.” Bocchino shook his head in disbelief, “Why would 
they detonate that right here? This tarmac is important, you know.” The fox tried to get a look 
inside of the improvised bed of the truck, but he was unable to see inside of it. The truck had 
seemingly been completely capsized from the blast of the mine. Arcades took a step back away 
from the wreckage, but he was careful as to not step on shrapnel on the ground. After standing on 
ground that was not covered by shrapnel, he began speaking again, “Well, I think it must have 


been a last-ditch effort to make something out of the situation. I think maybe the NSS may have 


detonated it -” Bocchino cut his boss off, “The NSS is supposed to have improvised anti-tank 
mines now?” 

Arcades’ mouth was still open due to being cut off mid-sentence. He continued after 
waiting for Bocchino to finish talking, “How are you sure it’s improvised?” The cat removed his 
ballistic goggles from his face and let them hang from his neck, “Why would you just blow 
yourself up like that?” The fox kept his glasses on, as he did not want to have to deal with the 
sunlight, “I do not know.” He waited to see if Bocchino had anything else to say. After another 
brief moment of silence, Arcades wanted to continue moving, “Come on, let’s go check out that 
hangar.” Jason turned to face the hangar that Arcades was looking at. Bocchino stood waiting 
while the fox and the wolf passed him. After they continued towards the hangar, Bocchino began 
following them. 

“What do you think happened here? An airstrike?” Jason asked a couple questions. The 
fox looked up from the ground to the hangar, and he visually analyzed what he was looking at, “I 
don’t think so. The roof would have been more damaged from an impact like that. I don’t think a 
missile or rocket would go straight inside like that... Say, have you seen any anti-tank missiles 
around here?” Jason had not seen any, so he did not answer. Bocchino, on the other hand, did 
answer, “Nope. I didn’t see that in the airfield.” As the anthros moved closer to the hangar, 
Arcades made an observation, “That’s weird. The hangar doors don’t seem as if they were 
opened from a blast. There is hardly any deformation from the outside.” Jason silently looked at 
the hangar. After another moment of silence, he spoke, “I guess we’ll have to go check it out 
when we get there, yeah?” 

Arcades was the first to look inside the hangar. Jason was surprised to see that the fox did 


not lift his rifle up as he looked inside. The fox paused to remove his glasses. He placed them on 


his boonie hat again. After finishing, he examined the remains of another M1114. This vehicle 
was less intact than the capsized vehicle that was out on the tarmac. The fox looked around on 
the ground again, and he saw more remains that he had to carefully step over. Jason chuckled as 
he saw the fox stepping over the shrapnel, “Ha, mate. That’s why you wear shoes.” Arcades 
placed his foot on the ground before turning his head to face the wolf, and he silently smiled at 
the wolf. As he continued to move, he spoke aloud again, “I want to say that the vehicle came in 
and blew up.” Bocchino walked right over the shrapnel since his boots were thick enough, “Blow 
up who, exactly?” Arcades made his way past the shrapnel surrounding the vehicle, “Not sure. 
I’m not going to go and look inside of the cab. I don’t think it’s a pretty sight.” Jason stared at 
the remains of the Humvee, “Are you sure that there are no survivors inside of that thing, mate?” 
Arcades looked back up at the vehicle, “If there were, I’m sure they would have said something 
by now. I don’t want to look at their bodies. I’ve seen enough dead people for today.” 

Arcades finally turned away from the vehicle, but he did not notice the dead CDI 
personnel that were thrown from the blast. However, he did see one body in front of him. 
Something about the body looked familiar for the fox, “Hmm... Is that a CDI member?” 
Bocchino was already standing next to the corpse, and the cat was looking at the gear the dead 
human was wearing. The wolf was the second anthro to move next to the corpse. Jason also 
could notice something similar about the human. Bocchino squatted next to the corpse to get a 
better look at it, “Looks more like he caught shrapnel rather than blown up by the blast. He’s got 
a big chunk of something lodged in the back of his head. He ain’t even wearing a helmet.” 
Arcades finally stood behind the corpse after walking past the shrapnel. The cat used the barrel 
of his SCAR-H to roll the man over. Arcades and Jason were both shocked to see who the body 


belonged to. 


“Ts that?” Arcades gasped, but he could not finish the sentence. Jason was in denial, “It 
can’t be.” Bocchino looked up at the two anthros, “What the? Do you two know this guy here?” 
Arcades got down on his knees, and he began to search the man’s pockets for any form of 
identification. After rummaging through the corpses’ pocket’s the fox found a pair of dog tags. 
Arcades’ eyes widened as he read the name aloud, “J-Johnathan Moretti.” Jason shook his head, 
“No bloody way. That can’t be him.” The fox blinked a few times before reading the name again. 
The text on the dog tags did not change. Arcades lost control of his breathing, and tears began to 
well up in his eyes. Bocchino questioned, “Is that supposed to be that one guy who was with us 
for a few months, but he quit after you guys went to Hong Kong?” Arcades did not answer, but 
Jason did instead, “That’s him, mate.” The cat sighed, “Well, shit. Looks like he didn’t have a 
happy ending.” Arcades clutched the dog tags, and he was still remembering all that happened. 
He remembered Las Vegas, Alaska, and Hong Kong. He could not let it go. 

“Kurt, there’s nothing we can do, mate.” The wolf grabbed the fox’s shoulder. A few 
tears began to roll down Arcades’ eyes, and Jason only could watch him. Jason remembered 
what happened as well; However, it did not affect him like it affected Arcades. Bocchino did not 
want to stand around and watch Arcades, “I’m gonna go and let you two have your little 
moment, m’kay?” The cat made his way past the fox as he was going to walk out of the open 
hangar door. After Bocchino left, Jason began speaking again, “Kurt, you know he wanted 
nothing to do with us.” Arcades tightly held his eyes shut and shook his head, “That’s the 
horrible part. Remember Hong Kong? He blatantly said that he rejected the Word of God.” Jason 
raised his eyebrows, “Is that what is troubling you?” The fox nodded his head, “Yes... He 


rejected eternal life.” Jason lifted up Arcades’ chin, “Remember what you told me back in 


Alaska? A lot can happen in one minute.” The fox looked back down, but gave a half smile. He 
placed the dog tags back on Johnny’s body. 

The fox waited until he was ready to start talking again, “Y-Yeah, you’re right. I can’t 
know that for sure. He could have met God right before he died.” Jason looked down at the fox 
again, “So, are you ready to get going?” Arcades could not take his eyes off of the body. 
However, he heard a voice sound over his speaker microphone, “We have secured functional 
communications equipment, and we are able to contact friendly aircraft. Over.” The voice took 
the fox’s mind off Johnny momentarily as he held the PTT button to reply, “Copy. What is your 
location? Over.” 

The voice sounded again, “Main ATC tower. Exfil is en-route. ETA fifty minutes. Over.” 
Arcades looked back up at the wolf before replying to the humans, “Copy. We’ll be up there 
soon. We found... nothing important. Out.” Jason grabbed the fox underneath his arms in order 
to lift him back up. Jason patted the fox on the back, “It is his choice, remember? You told him 
all that you could have. A choice.” Arcades silently nodded before picking up his HK433 that 
was on the ground. He put the sling back on, and he spoke again, “Yeah... I suppose.” 

Arcades placed his M2 Frames back over his eyes. Jason knew that the fox was just doing 
this to hide his now reddened eyes. The wolf grabbed the fox’s arm again and tried to make him 
feel a bit better, “Don’t blame yourself, mate. Now, let’s regroup with the rest of the squad.” The 
fox did not say anything in response. As the two anthros exited the hangar, Bocchino was already 
making his way to the control tower. He overheard the radio transmission on his own transceiver. 
The cat entered the tower after visually confirming that Arcades and Jason were on their way. 


Bocchino ascended the stairs to the tower, and the remaining two anthros soon followed. 


Arcades was the last to reach the top of the tower. As he entered, he saw the rest of the 
squad looking at him. They had removed their vests and helmets, and they had their weapons 
sitting up against the wall. Bocchino had just started to remove his helmet upon entering the 
control room. Jason removed his headgear too, and he sat his ARX-160 against the wall with the 
rest of the rifles. Arcades did not remove his headgear, and he only propped his HK433 up 
against the wall. One of the human operatives broke the silence, “So, what happened down 
there?” 

Arcades wondered if they could see his reddened eyes beneath his M2 Frames, but he 
brushed the idea off due to the fact the lenses were polarized. The fox reluctantly answered the 
question as he removed his gloves and placed them in his dump pouch, “Well... Remember that 
guy who worked with us for a few months after that Las Vegas mission?” Paul nodded, “Yeah, I 
remember driving you and him out of Vegas. What about him?” Arcades took a deep breath 
before continuing, “I found his body down there.” Paul did not understand, “Say what?” The fox 
shook his head, “He had joined CDI. I found his body in the damaged hangar.” 

Thomas commented, “Shit, man. I remember that guy. You told me to let him go back 
when we were in Hong Kong.” Arcades looked downwards at the floor as he was reminded of 
Hong Kong, “Yeah, I know. It was really sad...” Due to the fact that Arcades mentioned CDI, 
Paul remembered what he had to tell the fox, “By the way, CDI apparently is going to stop trying 
to take this airfield. It’s not worth it to them anymore at this point.” The fox nodded, “Yeah? 
How did you figure that?” David answered the question, “They transmitted to this station. We 
happened to get here right before they sent it. They said that to any remaining personnel, they are 


cancelling the mission.” 


The fox shook his head in disapproval, ““Gosh, you can’t just leave your men like that.” 
Noah had a comment to make, “Kurt, this is war.” Arcades looked towards the floor again as he 
displayed a face of disapproval. He looked at the palm of his hand before looking back up at his 
crew, “We are just going to pack it up now?” Jacob reminded Arcades of what he retrieved from 
one of the NSS members, “You got what you wanted, right? You came here looking for evidence 
as to why the NSS may be here.” Arcades reached in his pocket, and he viewed the Omega 
Foundation emblem that he had found. He placed it back into his pocket, “Yeah. I did.” Jacob 
nodded, “Yeah. You got what you wanted. We can go back home now.” 

Though the fox knew that the mission had been accomplished, he did not feel any sense 
of accomplishment at all. Arcades felt that he could remove his sunglasses and hat finally since 
his eyes felt like they were clear enough. He removed his headgear, and he placed his hat and 
glasses on the ground next to his rifle. The fox looked around at the other operators before 
asking, “So, you guys got a ride out of here?” Noah answered the question, “Yeah. The pilot that 
took us here is coming back to get us. He agreed to stay in range of contact for twenty four 
hours. We have not been here for that long now, have we?” 

The fox began rolling up his sleeves as he looked out the window of the tower. A lot of 
the smoke that was previously rising from the buildings had now completely dissipated into the 
sky. The afternoon hours were coming to a close, and the evening would soon be drawing near. 
Arcades turned back around to face the squad, “Do we have an ETA for getting back home?” 
Thomas nodded, “Yep. Pilot is gonna be here about thirty minutes from now, and then he’s 
gonna take us back to Berlin. From there, we are going to catch another flight to the US. We 
should get back to Fox Security by morning.” Arcades took a breath. He was glad that he would 


be able to return home. However, he wished that Johnny had not died. Immediately after thinking 


about Johnny, he thought about all of the other dead bodies. He wished that none of them had to 
die. The fox then thought about how many of the dead could have had the chance to be saved by 
God. 

Arcades’ contemplation was interrupted by Jacob, ““We’ ll stay here until the plane gets 
here. It’s gonna be a C-130. The same plane we took to get here in the first place.” Arcades 
nodded in acknowledgement, and he stood waiting for anybody else to say something. Bocchino 
had something to say, “I guess after we get back to the States, I’ll go look into that Omega 
Foundation for you. Who knows, maybe you’re right all along?” The fox halfway smiled, 
“Thanks, Bobby.” Jacob began to speak again, “Kurt, you did good. You don’t have to beat 
yourself up over anything.” 

The fox thought about what happened, “I didn’t do anything important.” Jacob scoffed, 
“You kidding me, man? You’ve done a whole lot in the past few months. You saved that vixen 
back in Vegas. You saved Jason right over there in Alaska. You stopped those hostile operators 
from obtaining the jade cane. You set the anthros in Berlin free, and you did what you came here 
for.” Jason knew what Arcades was still thinking about, “You can’t have everyone on board. 
Remember?” The fox nodded silently. He decided to just wait for the plane to arrive. 

The crew exited the control tower, and they were all carrying their equipment. They 
boarded the aircraft via the cargo bay, and they placed their equipment down. Arcades removed 
his dump pouch, and he placed his hat with glasses in the pouch. He kept his rifle next to his 
dump pouch, and he sat in his seat while he waited for the rest of his men to get situated. The fox 
was still thinking about Johnny, and he felt that he had not done a good enough job explaining 
the Word of God to him. Jason sat next to the fox, and so did Bocchino. After everybody was 


aboard the aircraft, the cargo bay began to close. The pilot performed the last pre-flight check 


before launching the aircraft. The plane took off, and Arcades took out his Bible. As the fox took 
out his Bible, Bocchino tapped his right shoulder. Arcades looked at the cat, and the cat said, 
“Look, man. I’m sorry for what I said to you earlier.” Arcades’ face now displayed a genuine 
smile, “It’s alright.” The cat continued, “I wouldn’t rather work for anybody else.” The fox 
nodded, “Thanks...” Bocchino decided that he would give Arcades time to read now. The fox 
closed his eyes, and he prayed to God. After he finished, he opened his Bible to the Book of 2nd 
Chronicles. He began to read, and Jason was looking over his left shoulder at what he was 


reading. 


Chapter 7 


Rest and Recuperation 


Arcades scrolled down the webpage as he scanned the screen’s text. He was trying to find 
leads on the Omega Foundation and the NSS. He knew that the organized nature of the NSS 
meant that they had to be communicating from somewhere. As the webpage he was viewing 
turned up to be lacking information that he needed, Arcades moved on to another page. Since he 
was using Tor, he was trying to find pages that were not viewable on Firefox, his preferred 
browser. He figured that the organization behind the NSS was trying their best to prevent any 
information from leaking on the clear web, so the fox found the lack of information to be 
understandable. Arcades began to review some images that Bocchino had sent him. He was 
trying to figure out the way the NSS set up their IFF system. 

Arcades squinted and leaned in closer to the screen as he studied the image. He was 
viewing infrared images of the NSS that had been taken the night before they arrived in Syria. 
They had been initially taken by CDI, but Bocchino retrieved them before they left Berlin. 
Arcades zoomed in on the image, however it was a compressed raster graphic. The image began 
to lose its fidelity, so the image appeared to be blurry. Arcades leaned in closer to the screen, but 
he moved back as he felt his nose touch the computer screen. He would have to find a higher 
resolution image. 

The fox moved back away from the screen, and he brushed his nose off. Arcades 


switched to another tab that he had opened on his computer. He was not running a maximized 


window to ensure that if someone were to be watching his screen, the potential attacker would 
not be able to identify the native resolution of his screen going on the open browser alone. 
Arcades viewed the next page, and he began viewing images that had been taken during the 
Berlin attack. Many of the IFF patches the NSS members wore in both of the scenes matched up. 
Arcades thought to himself, ‘Hmm.. Maybe these guys are the same?’ Arcades then noticed some 
differences in some of the pictures. The NSS members wore an IR NSS patch and an IR rank 
patch on the other shoulder. The rank patches looked very similar to some of the World War II 
Waffen-SS patches. Arcades understood this because the NSS appeared to replicate the Waffen- 
SS with their emblems and other identifying symbols. 

Arcades viewed some patches that looked as if they were unit patches. He did not 
recognize the unit patches from Waffen-SS uniforms, so he did a search to confirm this. The 
patch reminded him of the NSS member he obtained the Omega Foundation emblem from. He 
tried his best to remember what the patch looked like. He viewed the image again, and his mental 
image matched up with the digital image that was displayed on the screen. The fox silently 
nodded as he scrolled down to view more images. However, he did not take a picture of the NSS 
member he got the Omega emblem from. He did not know if it was the same man, for other NSS 
members could be bearing similar emblems. Suddenly, a knock on the door broke Arcades’ 
concentration. 

“Come in,” the fox said aloud. His door opened and Jason entered his room. “Oh, hey 
Jason. What do you need?” Arcades asked the wolf. The wolf looked at the fox, “Hey mate, is 
this a bad time?” Arcades rolled backwards in his chair, “Hmm? Bad time for what?” Jason 
smirked a bit, “I was wondering if I could still take you up on your offer.” The fox now knew 


what the wolf was asking for. Arcades smiled and enthusiastically said, “Yeah, sure. You can go 


ahead.” Arcades disconnected his internet connection by removing the network cable, but he 
kept his browser open. Jason looked at the screen, “Wait, what were you doing?” The fox stood 
up. He was wearing a black polo shirt that was tucked into a pair of khaki tactical shorts, and he 
was wearing a Multicam belt. He answered the question, “I’m doing some internet investigation 
on the NSS and the Omega Foundation. Bobby is also trying to dig up what he can find as well.” 

The wolf nodded as he looked at the cached images on the screen, “Find anything yet, 
mate?” Arcades waited until Jason looked back at him before responding, “Not yet. ’ve been 
searching around for a few hours now. I’ve probably been looking in all the wrong places.” Jason 
asked another question, “Where have you been looking?” The fox replied, “The deep web. I 
don’t expect any of the NSS’ stuff to be indexed on the regular internet.” The wolf thought about 
what the fox said. He then saw the unplugged ethernet cable, “Why did you unplug that?” The 
fox looked to where Jason was pointing. Arcades said, “Oh, that? People have been writing 
malware for the Linux OS’s that people use to run Tor with. Tor may or may not have exploits 
that are not patched. You never know. I’m not taking my chances with someone finding out that 
we’re looking for information.” The wolf scratched his head, “Oh, that’s right. Don’t you have a 
computer background?” Arcades smiled, “I’m glad you remember when I told you that. 
Anyways, I suppose it is a good time to take a little break.” 

Jason remembered what he came here for, “Oh, right. So, how are we going to do this?” 
Arcades turned away from the wolf, and he retrieved a black pistol bag that was up on a shelf. As 
Arcades grabbed the bag, Jason noticed the remains of the jade cane on the top of the shelf. 
Arcades sat the bag down, and the contents made a very audible metallic sound. Jason asked 
about the block of gold with a jade gem on it, “Did that used to be the jade cane?” The fox let go 


of the bag and he nodded, “Sure is. I had it melted down so nobody would be able to read the 


symbols inscribed on it.” Jason crossed his arms, “I suppose some things are better left useless.” 
Arcades nodded, “Yeah... If that other group obtained this cane before we did, I’m not too sure 
what they would do with it.” Jason pointed at the bag that Arcades had placed on the floor, 
““What’s in there, mate?” The fox stepped aside and gestured towards the bag, “Come and see for 
yourself.” 

The wolf unzipped the bag, and he reached inside of it. He grabbed a handful of the 
metallic contents, and he started placing them on the floor. The wolf was surprised, “Bloody hell, 
mate! You’ve got quite the collection of handcuffs.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah. I’ve been 
collecting those for a while. That’s how I made up my keyring. I put every unique key I get on it. 
I can basically open all of the cuffs that I know of. And well, I basically have all of them there.” 
Jason was still browsing through the collection of metal restraints, “I never saw you take any of 
these with you on any of your missions. What do you use these for?” Arcades’ hands began to 
slightly sweat, “Well... I only use them on myself. I never bring them with me.” Jason then 
asked, “Can I use any of these on you?” The fox nodded, “You sure can. I just want to keep my 
keyring on me. I won’t release myself until you say that I can be released.” Jason was puzzled, 
“How come you need it?” Arcades replied, “I don’t like to feel as if I’m helpless.” The reply 
made Jason feel slightly disappointed, “Isn’t that what you want to feel by putting these on?” 
The fox shook his head. 

“So, what is it then? What’s the purpose of all this?” the wolf asked Arcades. The fox 
thought for a moment before he had an answer, “That’s a question that I do not have the answer 
to.” Jason held a pair of the restraints in his hand as he looked up at the fox, “What do you want 
me to do to you?” Arcades thought about the way he should word his response before speaking 


again, “I just don’t want you to hurt me or anything. I don’t want that either.” Jason nodded, “I 


can do that for you. Now, can I just start? Or...” The wolf did not finish his thought. Arcades 
tried to help him along, “I have another keyring in that bag. Most of these come with two keys, 
so I was able to make another keyring as a backup. You can use that to make sure you can 
release me if you want to do it rather than me.” The wolf replied, “Alright. Is that all you got for 
me before we start?” The fox scratched his head, “Uhh.. I think that’s about it. You can use any 
of those that I have in that bag. Make sure you can fit two fingers in there to make sure they ain’t 
too tight, and you should also watch out for my tail. Make sure that my tail doesn’t get in the 
way.” 

Jason stood up, and he was holding a pair of Smith & Wesson hinged handcuffs. The 
wolf grabbed Arcades’ left wrist, and the fox turned around to allow the wolf to restrain him. 
Jason was somewhat surprised that Arcades was just letting him lock him up in handcuffs. The 
wolf grabbed Arcades’ right wrist, and he placed it in the other cuff. He then tightened the cuffs 
until he could not tighten them any further with two fingers in the cuffs. Jason asked Arcades if 
he was satisfied with the tightness, “Is that too tight for you, mate?” The fox shook his head 
before saying, “No, that’s good. You should double-lock them so they don’t get tighter.” Jason 
was unfamiliar with the commonly taught practice, “Double-lock? How do I do that?” Arcades 
forgot to tell Jason how to double-lock the handcuffs, “Whoops. I never told you. Here, I’Il show 
you.” Jason raised an eyebrow and said, “How are you supposed to do that?” Arcades said in 
response, “I'll show you. Watch this.” 

Arcades opened his back pocket, and he removed his keyring from it. Arcades 
remembered what he told the wolf earlier, “Oh, do you mind if I release myself real quick?” 
Jason shook his head, “No, mate. I don’t mind.” Arcades held the keyring in his hand as he 


squatted down before sitting down. He pulled his restrained hands underneath his tail, and he 


continued to pull his hands down until they cleared his lower body. He then brought his hands 
underneath his bare legs, and he was able to move his hands to the front of his body. Jason was 
mildly surprised, “Wow. That’s interesting.” Arcades unlocked one of the cuffs before replying, 
“Heh, I’ve practiced that a lot. I’m really good at it. Works unless your hands are locked around 
your waist.” After the cuff was unlocked, Arcades used his free hand to show Jason how to 
double-lock the cuffs. He spoke while holding the key upside down, “Alright, so. These keys all 
have pins on the top. These pins are used to double-lock these. All you need to do is find a 
similarly sized pin on the cuffs, and you press them in with the key’s pin. Here, I’ll show you 
how.” 

Jason carefully watched the fox as he pushed the double-lock pin down with the key. 
Arcades preferred the Smith & Wesson models which featured the push-pin double-locking 
mechanism rather than the sliding bar mechanism. After the fox finished, Jason asked, “So, what 
does that do?” Arcades tested the feature by squeezing the bow of the cuff that was already 
applied to his wrist, and it did not tighten further. The fox spoke, “Use this to stop them from 
tightening further after you have it where you want it. Oh, also, if you want to make things go a 
bit faster, the handcuffs tighten on my wrists to the point where you cannot see the notches on 
the bows anymore.” Jason was confused by the terminology, “What do you mean by bows?” 
Arcades held the other cuff with his free hand, “The arm that swings shut is called the bow. 
These notches are what go into the ratchet pawl. You tighten the one on my right hand good 
enough. See, look at this one. You cannot see the notches anymore.” The wolf nodded when he 
saw that Arcades was showing him, “Oh, that makes sense.” Arcades nodded, “I'll put this one 


on, but I’ll let you double lock it.” 


Arcades let the other cuff hang from his restrained wrist as he used his free hand to place 
his keyring back into his pocket. He then shifted himself onto his knees, and he placed his free 
hand into the cuff behind his back before he tightened it to where he wanted it. The fox sat on his 
knees and said, “Alright. Give it a shot.” He held out his bound wrists backwards towards Jason. 
The wolf looked at the pins on the collection of keys, and he held the cuff that Arcades had just 
applied to himself. Jason located the corresponding pin, and he depressed it. Jason stepped back, 
and he looked at Arcades’ bare soles that were facing up at him. The fox squeezed the bows on 
the cuffs, but they did not tighten further. The fox smiled, “There you go. You got it. Now, just 
remember that you have to turn the key both ways in order to release me. Otherwise, you’d only 
undo one of the locks, but not the other.” 

Jason told Arcades what he wanted him to do, “Can you lie on your stomach for me?” 
Arcades did so carefully, as he did not have his hands to support him. Once he lied on his 
stomach, he asked, “So, what are you going to do?” Jason went to the bag of restraints, and he 
found a pair of Smith & Wesson leg shackles. He then moved back over to the fox, but Arcades 
caught a glimpse of what the wolf was holding. Arcades smiled, “Oh, I like those. They apply 
the same way as these. All of those restraints in that bag feature double-lock mechanisms. Make 
sure you apply that on all of the ones you put on me. They all activate in the same manner save 
for a few.” Jason grabbed the fox’s bare ankles, and the wolf raised them ninety degrees. He 
spent a moment looking at the fox’s soles before he began locking the shackles around Arcades’ 
ankles. He locked them around the fox’s ankles before Arcades said, “Those are made by Smith 
& Wesson. I like them because they have an oblong shape to them. You can apply them tighter, 


and they don’t dig into your ankles when you walk in them. However, you should still probably 


observe the same two finger rule with those. There is one exception to that rule though, but I 
think you’ll find out what that exception is soon.” 

Jason activated the double-locking mechanism on the shackles, and he sat the fox’s feet 
back on the ground. He stared at Arcades soles, but he did not ask him what that one exception 
was. Jason moved back to the restraint bag, and he noticed several different pairs of restraints. 
These restraints were far too small for wrists, so the wolf asked, “Um.. What are these for? 
They’re small.” Arcades got up to his knees, and he shifted his body around to face Jason. He 
immediately noticed what the wolf was holding, “Those are some of my favorites. They’ re called 
thumbcuffs. They’re made to bind your thumbs together, but I don’t find them too effective. I 
can still unlock myself from those even if I’m wearing handcuffs at the same time. However, 
they make it surprisingly hard to hold things. Also, you can apply a pair of those to bind my big 
toes together as well. That would completely negate my ability to walk entirely.” 

Jason picked up several variants of the small restraints. One of them was linked by a 
chain, but all of the others were solid devices. A couple variants even featured irregular shapes. 
Jason asked, “Why do you have so many of them?” To which Arcades replied, “All of those are 
different, and you can use them for different situations. It really depends on what you want me to 
do. Now, I want you to look at a few details on those. Most of those have serrated teeth on the 
lower frame of the cuffs. That feature is implemented in order to prevent someone from wiggling 
them off his or her thumbs. Most of them only feature the teeth on the frame, but the South 
Korean Yuil thumbcuffs feature the teeth on the bows as well. The pairs that do not have any 
teeth at all were made in Russia. If you want to cuff my toes together, then make sure you choose 
the cuffs that suit what you want me to do. If you’re going to have me kneeling, then you should 


use the chain-linked thumbcuffs because they are the most comfortable to kneel in. The second 


most comfortable cuffs to kneel in are the Russian thumbcuffs. They do not chafe my toes with 
the teeth. However, the standard thumbcuffs and the Yuil thumbcuffs are very uncomfortable to 
kneel in. If you want me to wear them, then you should have me sitting with my feet out in front 
of me. “ 

Arcades’ crash course on thumbcuffs was a lot for Jason to take in. Jason looked at 
several of the thumbcuffs that Arcades owned, and he was deciding which ones he should use. 
He picked up a pair that only had teeth on the frame, and he stood the fox up before turning him 
back around. Jason grabbed the fox’s thumbs, and he locked them in the thumbcuffs. The wolf 
then located the double-locking pin on the top of the thumbcuffs, and he depressed it with the 
opposite end of the key. The wolf then sat Arcades down on his knees. The fox sat still as he 
waited for what Jason would do next. Jason looked at Arcades’ soles as the fox’s tail swooshed 
past his soles. Jason grabbed a pair of chain linked handcuffs from the bag, and he returned to the 
restrained fox. The wolf helped Arcades lay down on his stomach again before he grabbed the 
fox’s legs again, and he brought his legs up at a ninety degree angle again. Jason locked the 
chain of the shackles in one end of the cuff, and he locked the other end around Arcades’ hinged 
handcuffs. Arcades recognized this familiar position, “You want to hogtie me? Well, sure. You 
can do that.” Jason said in response, “I’m not done yet, hold on.” He moved back to grab a pair 
of Russian thumbcuffs. When he came back to his captive fox, he locked the thumbcuffs around 
Arcades’ big toes. 

“Hmm. Looks like you got me there,” Arcades said as he was not entirely expecting the 
wolf to cuff his big toes together. The fox considered the little movement capabilities he now had 
left, “I ain’t going anywhere now. Whatcha gonna do to me?” Jason moved beside his captive, 


and he looked at the soles of the fox’s restrained feet. After the wolf spent a moment thinking, 


Jason asked, “Can I touch your feet?” Arcades replied, “Go ahead.” The wolf felt the soles of 
Arcades’ feet, and he was immediately surprised with how soft the fox’s feet were. Jason 
commented on this, “Bloody hell, your feet are so soft. How does that happen if you never wear 
shoes?” Arcades attempted to shrug, “Well, I know that anthros are supposed to have soft feet, 
but I guess my feet never got too thick.” Jason rubbed Arcades’ soles and paw pads with his 
fingers, “I really like the way your feet feel.” Arcades chuckled, “Heh, ain’t really something 
that I hear too often, but I'll take it.” 

After Jason finished, he sat back to view the captured fox, “Are you comfortable in all 
that?” Arcades was able to turn his head in order to clearly view the wolf, “Yeah. This ain’t a 
problem at all for me. I could easily stay like this for a few hours, but I’d probably be ready to 
come out by then.” Jason watched Arcades as he spread his toes apart. Arcades could tell the 
wolf was looking at his feet, “I don’t blame you for looking at my feet. I don’t mind either. Just 
don’t try to put them in your mouth. I would not like that.” Arcades chuckled as he finished the 
statement. Jason shook his head, “Nah, I wouldn’t do that, mate.” Arcades chuckled again, “I’m 
just messing with you. However, some anthros probably would not hesitate to try that.” Jason 
returned to the bag again to see if there was anything else that he wanted to try out. He pulled out 
a long chain that had two sizable rings connected to each side. He then pulled out another chain, 
but it only featured one large ring. The wolf asked, “Hey, what are these for?” 

Arcades found out that he could not shift his body due to the restraints that he was in, 
“Whoops. I physically can’t turn around to see that. Come over here and show me.” Jason stood 
in front of the fox, and he showed him the two chains. Arcades recognized them, “The one with 
two rings is used to connect handcuffs to legcuffs in order to tether them. The one with only one 


ring is used to keep my cuffed wrists as close to my body as possible. However, those are best 


applied when my hands are cuffed in front of me. Otherwise, my tail gets in the way too much. If 
you want to put those on me, you can go ahead. However, you’d have to unlock most of the cuffs 
that I’m in first in order to do that.” 

Jason started to unlock the cuffs that connected the fox’s wrists and ankles together. He 
sat the restraints aside, and he let Arcades lay his cuffed feet on the floor. The wolf then began to 
unlock the thumbcuffs on Arcades’ toes followed by the shackles on his ankles. After finishing, 
he unlocked the thumbcuffs on the fox’s thumbs and finally the cuffs binding his wrists together. 
Arcades rolled over to his back and he sat up. Jason was gathering some restraints that were on 
the ground. The now free fox asked, “So, are you done? Or, do you want to continue?” The wolf 
looked up at Arcades before saying, “I’m not quite done yet.” Jason picked up the chain from the 
ground that only had one large ring. Holding the chain, Jason said to the fox, “Stand up for me, 
mate.” Arcades got up to his feet, and he watched as Jason wrapped the chain around Arcades’ 
torso. The fox asked, “Do you plan on using the other chain that has the two rings?” The wolf 
nodded in affirmation. Arcades then asked, “So, what cuffs are you going to use on me?” The 
wolf pointed to a pair of Safariland rigid cuffs that were laying on the ground. 

The fox made a suggestion to the wolf, “I’d prefer those cuffs on the front if you’re 
planning on using the waist chain on me. Especially with my tail in the way, it gets kinda 
uncomfortable. But, I'll let you decide. I won’t stop you.” After clipping the chain with a D-ring 
to fit the fox’s thin waist, Jason picked up the rigid cuffs, and he walked back over to the fox that 
was waiting patiently. He looked at the ring, and then he looked back at the pair of handcuffs he 
was holding. Jason asked Arcades, “How do I use these with that chain around your waist?” The 


fox promptly answered, “You have to open the cuff first, and then you slide it through the ring. 


Keep in mind, you have to do that in order to attach the other chain to it, as well. I suggest that 
you put both rings on first before you cuff me.” 

Jason took the fox’s advice. The wolf started by opening one of the ends of the rigid 
cuffs, and he slid the ring over the plastic cover body in the middle. He then took the other chain, 
and he did the same. After Arcades knew that the wolf was done, he allowed Jason to bind his 
wrists together in front of him. Arcades smiled as he saw that Jason remembered to double-lock 
the handcuffs. The wolf then looked down at the dangling ring that was hanging from the chain. 
Jason grabbed the Smith & Wesson shackles from the floor, and he ran the ring through them 
before shackling the fox and double-locking the shackles. Arcades’ wrists and ankles were now 
securely restrained, so he said aloud, “Nice job. I like being cuffed like this. I am able to walk 
slowly, but that’s about it. It’s also pretty comfortable, so that’s a plus.” Jason looked over his 
captive, but he felt that he was not done yet. The wolf picked up the pair of thumbcuffs that he 
had used earlier, and he cuffed Arcades’ thumbs together. After Jason double-locked the 
thumbcuffs, Arcades commented, “Oh, so I guess you weren’t done yet. Now I can’t pick 
anything up myself.” 

Jason stepped away from the fox. He became curious and decided to ask a question, 
“How long have you been doing this?” Arcades decided to get down on his knees before 
answering the question. The fox said, “Well, it certainly had been a while. I do not remember 
when I started doing all of this. But, I do find it enjoyable.” Jason only silently studied the fox. 
He was not quite sure what to say next. After a period of silence, the wolf said, “I’m surprised 
that you let me do this to you.” Arcades faintly smiled before replying, “Well, that’s completely 
understandable, but I have no problem letting you do this to me.” The wolf did not say anything 


in response. Arcades then asked, “So, what do you think about all of this?” 


“Tt’s different,” the wolf replied. Arcades was becoming uncomfortable from kneeling, so 
he shifted his position around. After he finished getting comfortable again, he spoke to the wolf, 
“Yeah. That’s understandable.” Jason blinked before looking at the fox once again. He did not 
know what to do next, so he decided to ask, “So... What now?” Arcades shrugged, “I dunno. I 
mean, I can’t really do anything myself like this.” Jason remembered that Arcades still had a set 
of keys on him, so he asked, “What would happen if I were to take your keyring away from 
you?” 

The fox raised his eyebrows slightly before replying, “Well, then I would be completely 
reliant upon you to let me out. I prefer to keep a set of keys with me.” Jason frowned slightly 
before asking, “You don’t trust me?” The fox quickly shook his head, “No, no, no. What I’m 
saying is that if something were to happen to you, then I would not be able to release myself that 
easily.” The wolf looked at the fox, “What would happen to me?” Arcades replied, “I don’t 
know, and that’s the problem... Look, I’d just rather keep my own set of keys.” Jason pointed to 
the fox’s bound hands, “You wouldn’t be able to get your keys out like that.” Arcades looked at 
his bound hands and said, “Well, it would take me a long while to get out. But, ’'d eventually get 
it. ’'ve gotten out of this position before.” 

Jason turned back to the pistol bag. There were several restraints hanging out of it, and 
there were even more of them still inside of the bag. Jason asked Arcades, “So, what else in there 
can I use on you?” Arcades looked at the bag and then back to Jason, “Anything in there that you 
can find. Feel free to keep looking in there.” Jason walked back towards the bag, and he said, 
“Alright, Pll take a look. You stay there, alright?” The fox chuckled, “Heh... It’s not like I have 
a choice; not like this.” Jason returned a chuckle back to the fox before digging through the bag. 


The fox was watching from where he was still kneeling. Jason removed several more restraints 


from the bag, but then he found something that he had not seen before. The wolf pulled out a 
device with black straps on it. Jason did not recognize the device immediately, so he had to 
examine it. Arcades knew what it was, but did not say anything. 

After a brief moment of silence, Jason finally asked, “Is this a fox muzzle?” Arcades was 
silent, but he began speaking in an uneasy tone, “I deserve it...” This caused Jason to look at 
Arcades, “What did you just say?” The fox was frowning, and he was looking down at his bound 
hands. The wolf continued to look at the fox, and he asked, “Kurt, what are you talking about?” 
Arcades did not reply. After becoming impatient while waiting for Arcades to reply, Jason asked 
again, “What are you trying to tell me, mate?” Jason stood quiet while waiting for Arcades to 
reply. He could finally hear the fox speak quietly, ““You know, they always see us foxes as being 
so untrustworthy. People always look at me weird. A-as if I’ve done something wrong. But, I 
never did anything to them.” 

Jason noticed a single tear drop on the reinforced polymer that was covering the metal 
construction of the rigid handcuffs. The wolf was confused, “Kurt, mate. I never said anything 
like that to you.” Arcades did not look up at the wolf. He decided to continue speaking, “It’s not 
you. It’s everyone. Especially humans. They always suspect the foxes, and they never let us 
speak to defend ourselves. They shut us up any way they can.” Jason wanted to say something 
else, but Arcades started speaking again before he could pitch in. “The fox is always guilty no 
matter what happens. Nobody wants to hear what a fox has to say.” Jason slowly shook his head 
while he started to speak, “Look, Kurt. I -’ The wolf was cut off by Arcades. The fox sounded 
audibly distressed as he looked straight up at Jason with tears in his eyes, “Hurry up and shut me 


up already!” 


Jason frowned, “Mate, I can’t do that to you.” Arcades struggled in the restraints while 
tears rolled down his cheeks, “It’s what I deserve!” The wolf watched Arcades shuffle about in 
the restraints, but the fox was unable to make them budge. The fox’s speech was now becoming 
less coherent, “Come on! Silence the fox!” Jason dropped the muzzle on the bag, and this caused 
Arcades to stand up. The fox took a step before tripping over his own chain. Jason caught 
Arcades by his shoulders and laid him gently on the ground. Since Arcades’ hands were locked 
up in front of him, Jason knew that he was uncomfortable. The wolf rolled the distressed fox 
over to his back, and he took out the keyring to release Arcades. Jason started by unlocking 
Arcades’ thumbs first, and then he worked on getting his wrists free. Arcades did not resist Jason 
as he worked on freeing him. Jason unlocked the chain that kept the handcuffs attached to the 
fox’s waist, and then removed the leg shackles. The wolf placed the restraints out of the way, and 
he turned back around to see how Arcades was doing. 

“Why did you free me?” Arcades questioned, but he kept his eyes shut. Jason stood over 
the fox while looking down at Arcades. He answered the question, “Mate, I couldn’t just leave 
you like that. Remember what you did for me back in Alaska?” Arcades disregarded the 
reminder that he was the one who freed Jason during his time of need, “Foxes deserve to be 
locked up and shut up. You know? That’s what humans always want to do, and so do other 
anthros, too.” The wolf grabbed Arcades by the shoulders, and he lifted him up onto the bed 
which Arcades had in his room. The event was still reminding Jason of Alaska, and that Arcades 
had done the exact same thing for him. 

“Kurt... What they think about you doesn’t matter.” Jason spoke, but the fox remained 
silent. The wolf thought of something else to say, “I know many people don’t trust foxes, but I 


do trust you, mate.” The fox slowly opened his eyes, “Hmm?” Jason nodded with a comforting 


smile, “To tell you the truth, I never thought much about God before I met you. I listened to what 
you always had to say -- and to tell you the truth, I believe it now.” The fox smiled, and he was 
now looking at Jason. Arcades wiped the tears away from his eyes, and he finally remembered 
how similar this was to what happened in Alaska. “Do unto others as you want done unto 
yourself,” Arcades said to Jason. 

“That was something Jesus said. Right?” Jason asked. The fox nodded, “Sure is. Part of 
the Sermon on the Mount.” Jason nodded, “You know what all of that reminds me of? Wait -- I 
have a question for you. Why do the humans say that us anthros can’t receive salvation?” 
Arcades was now calming down, and he was wiping the rest of the tears off of his face. He 
answered the question, “Well, I’d like to say because they don’t see us as being made in the 
Lord’s image. Many humans think that anthros do not have souls, and that means we cannot 
receive salvation. However, you need to remember that the image of God that the Bible talks 
about is not a physical image. God is essentially a spirit -- well, THE Holy Spirit. The image of 
God that the Bible talks about is regarding the fact that God is able to make moral judgements 
and choices. There’s a lot more to it than that, but that’s kinda the jist of it. We are not like the 
ferals. They are always instinct driven. Though we anthros do resemble ferals, we are completely 
different from them. Ah, speaking of ferals, evolutionists always like to pull that one out on us. 
They like to say that anthros are descendants of ferals. I don’t see that as being true, as anthros 
can breed across different races. That is why we have those anthros that are half wolf and half 
fox, and so on. Back to what I was saying, many humans like to point out the fact that Jesus 
walked this Earth in the body of a human. While that is true, Jesus never said that anthros were 
exempt from salvation or anything such as that. The humans were the ones who killed Him, after 


all. He even said to preach the Word to all creatures. He didn’t say just human beings. Anthros 


have free will just like humans do, and we can make moral judgements just like them. Everyone 
is accountable. We have broken the Law of God as much as the humans have... Agh...” 

“Something wrong, Kurt?” Jason asked as Arcades stopped speaking. The fox’s face was 
grimaced, and he was looking as if he had remembered something very unpleasant. Arcades 
shook his head and continued, “No, no. I just remembered something not too great. Ah, who am I 
kidding? I’ve seen a lot of bad things that both anthros and humans have both done. It all points 
back to the fact why Jesus came here in the first place. All sapient life has fallen into sin, and 
everybody has sinned against God. When God had His law for Israel to live by, nobody could 
follow it. Then you have the Pharisees, and they started making derivatives of the law. All in all, 
no matter what you do, you cannot save yourself. Nobody is capable of removing the burden of 
sin from themselves. Jesus died and came back to life so that we could be forgiven of sin. No 
matter how small, or even how big. We need salvation as much as the humans do. God created 
us, and God can still forgive us. Even though we’re anthros. Remember what the Bible said? 
When we’re saved and born again, God does not see differences such as being a Jew or Gentile. 
Just like with us. God doesn’t see anthro or human. Thanks to the imputed righteousness of 
Christ that the Holy Spirit gives to us, God sees His Son when He looks into us.” 

Jason was having a hard time taking in Arcades’ speech. “Did you memorize all of that, 
mate?” Arcades chuckled, “Nope. It’s another thing that the Bible taught me. Don’t worry about 
what to say to people because the Holy Spirit will tell you what to say at the right time. That’s 
kinda how I interpret the part when the Bible mentions speaking in tongues.” The wolf took a 
deep breath, “Ya know, mate. We have all of these humans who say that anthros have no chance 
of salvation. They see us as creatures that cannot be changed whatsoever. Many of them even 


want to kill us.” The fox nodded, “Yeah, but remember it’s not just like that for anthros. Humans 


are still divided amongst themselves. There are some groups that claim only Nordic Caucasians 
have souls and that all other humans are soulless. There are other groups that claim only Sub- 
Saharan Africans have souls, but everyone else is soulless. It just keeps on going.” 

The wolf nodded, “Yeah, how did that all get started?” Arcades replied, “Well, the 
devil’s main goal is to kill, steal, and destroy. Satan wants to prevent people from becoming 
baptized in the Holy Spirit. One of the ways that Satan does this is by exploiting flaws in people 
and anthros alike. Satan wants to keep us more focused on serving ourselves rather than serving 
the Kingdom of God. That’s part of the reason why we see all of this stuff that we see now in this 
world. It’s also one of the reasons why us anthros are looked down upon by humans. Remember 
how we were talking about how anthros were treated as soulless and unforgivable by humans? 
This philosophy can cause a kind of nihilism, almost. Anthros will give up on trying to seek God, 
and they will just fall into a pit of mindless self indulgence. When that happens, and the anthro 
dies as an unrepentant sinner, that’s pretty much a win for Satan. However, Satan will surely not 
win in the end. God will always triumph over Satan.” 

Jason thought about what Arcades had said. Jason had another question he wanted to ask, 
“Why are anthros not mentioned anywhere in the Bible? Or is that wrong? Have you read the 
Bible?” Arcades nodded, “Yes, I have read the entire Bible from Genesis to Revelation. Anthros 
are not mentioned anywhere in the Bible, but I think that was done for a reason. If anthros were 
mentioned, then there could be some more anti-human anthro groups that would be around.” The 
wolf considered Arcades’ reply. Jason looked around Arcades’ room. He noticed a Fox Security 
flag that was hanging on the wall. The wolf pointed to the flag and asked, “Even though we’re 


not a big company by a longshot, do you like that or do you dislike that?” 


Arcades looked up at the flag Jason was pointing at. The fox then looked back at the wolf 
before saying, “Well, things could be easier if we had more people. However, I think we’re 
better off having less people. I think that is because things can be more personal. I know that 
many people are strictly business, and they don’t like making things personal. In my opinion, I 
find this dehumanizing. We’re all sapient beings, and we all have feelings. Gosh, I know that 
kind of talk probably sounds like I really should not be working in the private security field, 
but... What I’m trying to say is that I can be your friend, I can be your pal, and I can be your 
brother. I doubt you’d hear that from anybody else, really.” Jason turned around, and he saw the 
restraints that were still lying on the ground. He asked another question, “Is that why you let me 
do that with you?” The fox shrugged, “Hmm.. Kinda, I guess. I mean you wanted to do this to 
me, right?” Jason did not reply. 

Arcades continued, “Oh, and by the way. We can still continue that right now if you want 
to.” Jason was not sure if Arcades was ready again, “You sure, mate?” The fox answered the 
question, “Yeah. I’m sure. Hey, I’ll even let you muzzle me if you really want to.” Jason noticed 
that Arcades did not break down again upon mentioning the fox muzzle. The wolf asked, “How 
come you’re OK with that now?” Arcades scratched his chin, “Well, I dunno. I guess I just had 
to get my spill out of the way. I’m alright now.” Jason went to the pistol bag to pick out a pair of 
restraints. The wolf remembered something else, “Hey, Kurt, where is everybody, anyways?” 
The fox was watching Jason as he was digging through the bag, “It’s the Sabbath. I don’t make 
anybody work on the Sabbath. I like to keep it Holy. Everyone is home except for people like me 
and you who live here. Except I think Bobby is trying to figure out something about Omega. I 


guess he doesn’t want to wait.” 


Jason grabbed a pair of Yuil rigid handcuffs from the bag. Arcades recognized the 
restraints, “Those are Yuil handcuffs. They require the key that has two bits on the end. The rest 
of the keys are incompatible.” Jason used his free hand to pick up the keyring, and he studied the 
keys hanging off of it. He found the key with dual bits, and he held it up. The wolf asked, “Is this 
the right one?” The fox nodded, “Sure is. Just remember to use that one for these.” Arcades got 
off from the bed, and he stood up against the wall. He placed his hands on the wall, and he 
waited for Jason to grab them. Jason asked, “(How do you want these?” The fox closed his eyes 
to think, “Hmm. How about you cross my arms behind my back with those. It’s called the stack 
position. You can’t apply thumbcuffs when I’m like that, but I believe it makes it more secure 
than having my wrists cuffed out in front of me with thumbcuffs.” 

The wolf grabbed the fox’s hands and he crossed them behind the fox’s back. Arcades 
felt the familiar sensation of metal on his furry wrists again. He felt as the cuffs were closing in 
on his wrists more and more until he could feel Jason’s fingers rubbing up against his wrists. 
Arcades inferred that Jason was checking to see if the handcuffs were locked on too tightly. 
After he could feel Jason double-locking the cuffs, Arcades attempted to move his arms around. 
He noticed how much the rigid cuffs blocked his range of motion, “I can’t even really move my 
arms at all like this. My arms are practically immobilized now. The British police sometimes 
cuff people like this, except they use the Safariland handcuffs. They might be called Hiatts again, 
but I’m not sure.” Jason held onto the fox’s shoulder, and the wolf turned the fox around before 
pushing him down to his knees. Jason retrieved the pair of Safariland rigid cuffs that had been 
previously used, and the fox noticed Jason, “Hmm? What are you going to do with those?” 

Jason stood in front of the kneeling fox, “Sit up on your knees.” Arcades did so, and 


Jason walked around behind the fox. The wolf grabbed the fox’s ankles and he raised them 


upwards before locking the cuffs around Arcades’ ankles. They did not fit as well as they did 
around the fox’s arms, but Arcades’ ankles were skinny enough to apply regularly sized 
handcuffs on. Arcades felt immensely restricted by the rigid cuffs on his ankles, “Dang, now I 
can’t even walk at all, or use my arms.” Jason went back to the restraint bag once more, and the 
fox chuckled, “Heh, I’m not quite sure what else you plan on putting on me. I’m completely 
immobilized. The only thing I can physically do is stand, but that won’t even get me anywhere.” 

Jason came back to the fox holding a pair of chain linked thumbcuffs. Arcades 
immediately remembered what he told the wolf earlier, but he remained silent. Jason walked 
behind Arcades, and the fox laid his feet flat on the floor for Jason to restrain. The fox could feel 
the cuffs being applied around his toes, and he did not speak until Jason returned to his field of 
vision. “Looks like you’re going to keep me kneeling for a while.” Jason asked, “Is there 
something wrong with that?” The fox shook his head, “No. I’m completely fine with it. I may 
have to adjust myself at times because I can get uncomfortable kneeling for too long.” The wolf 
spoke again to the fox, “I’m not quite done with you yet. Hold on.” Jason picked up the fox 
muzzle that was on the ground. Arcades looked at the muzzle, “If you put that on me, remember 
that I won’t be able to speak to you.” Jason placed the muzzle over the fox’s mouth, and he 
tightened the straps to fit Arcades’ mouth. Once Jason had Arcades successfully silenced, he 
softly said, “I know.” 

Jason took a step back from his captive fox. Arcades had no indication of fear or panic in 
his eyes, and Jason was surprised how calm the fox was. “If you get too uncomfortable like that, 
you can sit regularly if you want,” Jason said to Arcades. Arcades nodded in affirmation as he 
was still unable to speak. The wolf considered what Arcades had said to him again, and he 


thought about it. Arcades could tell that Jason was thinking about something, but he remained 


kneeling while waiting for the wolf to say something. Jason looked directly at the fox and began 
speaking, “Kurt, I just want to let you know how thankful Iam. You’re the only one who had 
really treated me with such kindness. My brother... he was not always that nice to me. He’s the 
one who wanted me to work with him. I didn’t really want to do it, but he kinda... forced me to 
do so.” Arcades let out a muffled noise, but it was unintelligible by Jason. 

“Are you trying to say something?” Jason asked. The fox nodded his head, and Jason 
removed the muzzle from the fox’s face. Once Arcades was able to speak, he said, “Don’t thank 
me. Thank the Lord.” The wolf’s face expressed a bit of surprise but confusion at the same time, 
“Kurt, mate. You don’t give yourself enough credit.” Arcades raised an eyebrow, “Who said I 
deserved credit? All I’m doing is what the Lord commands us to do. My reward is not here on 
this Earth. I believe we’re still alive for a reason.” The wolf frowned a bit, “Kurt, you’re the 
reason why I’m still alive. If you didn’t save me, I would have died back in Alaska with Jack.” 
Arcades shook his head again, “I did not save you. I am creation, not the creator. I am incapable 
of saving somebody.” Jason rocked Arcades’ shoulder lightly, “Come on mate, you’ve saved me, 
that vixen from Las Vegas, that Chinese man from Hong Kong, all those anthros in Germany, 
and...” 

Arcades spoke when Jason briefly stopped, “I think rescued should be the term you 
should use instead. Only Jesus can save a person. All I am is a servant. I’m just here to spread 
the Word of God to all creatures. Just like God Himself commanded.” Jason still was persistent, 
“Kurt, I would be dead if it wasn’t for you.” The fox shrugged, “I would not take that as a 
guarantee. I think you could have gotten out of there alive by yourself. However, you would not 
have that helicopter come to pick you up, so I dunno. It kinda depends on how many resources 


they had in that FOB.” The wolf took a step back from his captive, and he looked down at the 


fox. Arcades was still looking right back at the wolf. Jason considered the fox’s words, and then 
he spoke again, “I suppose you’re right, mate.” 

“God is the only one capable of saving. All I did was rescue you. I’m not saying that I 
regret doing so. I’m just saying that you should not give me credit for saving you. I am incapable 
of doing that. If you’re so inclined to do so, you can credit me for rescuing you from that 
situation if you want to. Seek after God first is what I believe in,” Arcades said in response. 
Jason watched Arcades’ tail move about, “Yeah. There’s still a lot that I don’t understand, 
though.” Arcades nodded, “I’ve been reading the Bible for years, and I still do not understand 
everything. What really helps is to pray for God for help understanding things. That’s how He 
was able to show me some insight into things that I would have otherwise not considered.” Jason 
scratched the back of his head, “Hmm.. I guess I'll try that.” 

The fox smiled, “Hey, don’t overthink it. God is supposed to make you feel at peace. 
When you’re born again, you’re no longer living in sin. You go from being a sinner to a saint. 
You don’t have to live with guilt of things you’ve done anymore because you can breathe easy 
knowing that the Blood of Christ has cleansed you of your sins. You choose righteousness over 
death.” Jason smiled back and nodded, “Sure thing, mate.” Arcades lightly exhaled before 
shifting his in order to change his position, for he was becoming uncomfortable from kneeling. 
The rigid cuffs binding the fox’s ankles made it difficult for him to change positions, but he was 
able to assume a sitting position with his feet straight out in front of him. Jason’s eyes moved to 
view the fox’s soles. 

“Sitting like that for too long gets uncomfortable. You know what I mean?” Arcades said 
in order to draw the wolf’s attention back to his face. Jason realized that Arcades was asking a 


question, “Oh, right. Yes.” The fox chuckled, “Haha, my feet can’t look that good can they?” 


Jason shook his head, “No, I was just -” Arcades interrupted him in mid-sentence, “Ah, don’t 
worry about that. I’m alright with you if you want to look at my feet.” Jason slowly closed his 
eyes before opening them again, “Well... Hey, you know what I want to do next?” Arcades 
replied, ““What’s that?” Jason then said, “How about you cuff me up next?” The fox raised his 
eyebrows again, “You sure about that?” Jason was confused by Arcades’ reply, “Um... What do 
you mean am I sure?” Arcades answered the question, “Well, you seem to have fun putting me in 
cuffs. You don’t have to be the next one in line if you don’t want to be.” Jason said, “I want to 
try it. You look like you’re having fun yourself.” The fox smiled, “Well, I won’t deny that I do 
enjoy being locked up in handcuffs. However, I’m not sure if you would enjoy it, too.” 

“T want to try it out, mate,” The wolf said again. Arcades nodded, “I can do that if you 
release me.” Jason dug the keyring out from his pocket, “Sure thing, mate.” The wolf started by 
unlocking the thumbcuffs that bound the fox’s toes together before unlocking the rigid handcuffs 
that were tightly locked around his ankles. Arcades got to his knees, and he turned around in 
order to allow Jason to unlock his bound wrists. After Jason finished, Arcades stood up. The fox 
watched as Jason pocketed the keyring again. Arcades then asked, “Alright, tell me when you’re 
ready. But a little heads up for you: if you need something, just ask me. Also, be advised that I’m 
very gentle when it comes to this.” Jason was curious again, “What do you mean by gentle?” 
Arcades replied, “I’m not going to twist your arms in odd directions. I’m also going to make sure 
that you are as comfortable as you can be provided being locked in metal restraints.” 

The wolf nodded, “Alright. Il let you know when I’m ready. Wait, do I need to give this 
keyring up?” The fox shook his head, ““No, you can keep that on you if it makes you feel any 
better. I won’t mind if you release yourself. I’m also not going to make you assume any 


positions. That’ ll all be your choice to make if you want to do stuff like that.” Jason sat down, 


and he began removing his boots. Arcades asked out of curiosity, “Hmm? What are you doing?” 
Jason continued to remove his boots while he answered the fox’s question, “Removing my 
shoes.” The fox raised an eyebrow, “What’s the reason for that?” Jason looked at the fox, 
“Doesn’t it make me look more vulnerable?” The fox nodded, “Well, yes it does. But, you don’t 
have to do that if you don’t want to. I’m not making you.” The wolf smiled at Arcades, “I want 
to, though.” Arcades shrugged, “Hmm well, I guess that’s your choice.” 

After the wolf had finished removing his footwear, he laid himself down on the ground, 
and he placed his arms behind his head. He also crossed his ankles. Arcades watched Jason, and 
he was wondering what the wolf was going to do next. The wolf then said, “Alright, I’m ready.” 
Arcades wondered why Jason chose to start at the position he had assumed, “Any reason why 
you chose that position to start with? I don’t make people do that, you know.” The wolf lifted up 
his head to speak, “I just want to start like this.” Arcades shrugged it off, and he went to see what 
restraints he was going to use. The fox asked, “Do you want chained, hinged, or rigid?” Jason 
was a bit unfamiliar with the terminology, “What do you mean, mate?” Arcades held one pair of 
each type of handcuffs in his hand, “How about I ask how much freedom do you want?” 

Jason realized what Arcades was trying to ask, “Oh, uhh. Give me something in 
between.” Arcades placed a few pairs of handcuffs back in the bag, and he kept a pair of hinged 
Peerless handcuffs instead, “Sure thing.” The fox knelt behind the wolf, and he gently grabbed 
the wolf’s wrists. The fox slowly guided the wolf’s wrists to behind the wolf’s back. Arcades 
then opened up the cuffs by pushing the swing-through bow all of the way through, and he gently 
placed Jason’s wrists in the cuffs. He then put two fingers on top of Jason’s wrists as he 
tightened them. Arcades stopped tightening the cuffs, and he asked the wolf, “Hey, is this alright 


with you? Does it feel comfortable enough?” The fox let go of Jason’s wrists, and he waited for 


him to reply. The wolf then said, “Yeah, this is fine.” The fox smiled, but Jason did not see him 
do so. Arcades said, “That’s good to hear. Now, do you want your ankles cuffed?” Jason lifted 
his head up to speak again, “Yeah, that’ll be fine, mate.” 

Arcades retrieved a pair of Smith & Wesson shackles that he had previously worn 
countless times, and he returned to the wolf. The fox remembered one thing he had almost 
forgotten. He took out his keyring, and he double-locked the hinged handcuffs that were on 
Jason’s wrists. Arcades then began locking the wolf’s bare ankles in the shackles. Due to their 
oblong shape, Arcades was able to fit them better around ankles, whether they be his own or 
another’s ankles. The fox finished tightening the shackles, and he asked again, “Is that fine?” 
Jason moved his feet around, and he concluded that he was comfortable enough, “Yes. This is 
fine.” The fox held the wolf’s ankles still while he double-locked the shackles. After the fox 
finished, he let go of the wolf’s ankles before standing up. Arcades said, “There you go, tell me 
what you think.” 

Jason attempted to stand up on his own, but he was having difficulty doing so. The fox 
noticed this, and he went to assist Jason in standing up. The wolf thanked the fox when he was 
able to stand up, “Thanks, mate.” Arcades took a step back away from the wolf, “Alright, so tell 
me what you think.” Jason took a few steps around, and he tugged on the restraints. After a few 
moments, the wolf said, “Hmm... I think I like locking up others in these rather than being 
locked up myself.” Arcades said in response, “Yeah, I prefer being locked up myself over 
locking up others. You want me to let you out now?” The wolf nodded, “Yeah, can you let me 
out now?” 

“Sure thing,” the fox said as he promptly pulled out his keyring. Arcades pushed the key 


into the hole of the handcuffs, and he unlocked them by turning the key both ways to unlock both 


locking mechanisms. He pulled the cuffs aside, and he placed them in his pocket. He then got 
down on his knees in order to remove the shackles from Jason’s ankles. Arcades had purposely 
cuffed the wolf’s ankles with the keyholes facing up, so that he would be able to unlock him 
easier. After the wolf was free, Jason began to put his boots back on. Meanwhile, Arcades was in 
the process locking himself up with his own shackles. Arcades locked the shackles around his 
ankles, and he double-locked them once he got them in the position he wanted. The fox did not 
need to place two hands in the cuffs because he had memorized how tight he had to lock the 
cuffs to be comfortable for himself. Arcades placed his hands behind his back, and then he 
locked the hinged handcuffs around his own wrists. He even double locked the restraints without 
even looking at the cuffs. 

Around the same time Arcades had finished restraining himself, Jason had gotten his 
shoes back on. Jason looked down at the fox, who was now bound in chains yet again. Arcades 
stood up with minimal effort, and Jason remembered how he had to be helped up. Jason 
commented, “Bloody hell, mate. It’s like a second skin for you. How much time do you spend in 
those?” The fox chuckled, “Ha-hah, I never kept count. Probably a while, though. I’ve gotten 
really used to doing this to myself.” Jason remembered what the fox had previously mentioned, 
“So, you said you’d rather be the one getting cuffed than cuffing others?” The fox nodded in 
affirmation, “That’s correct.” Jason nodded as well, “Can I cuff you whenever I want to?” The 
fox smiled, “Hey, I don’t do this stuff during weekdays, but you can feel free to come by on 
weekends if you want to lock me up.” Jason returned a smile, “That turned out better than I 
thought it would.” 

“Not sure what you were expecting, but I won’t ask if you don’t want me to,” Arcades 


said in response. Jason said, “Well, I was not expecting you to just be alright with me locking 


you up during the weekends.” The fox then said, “Well, you already know I enjoy it. Though, not 
many people do. I’d rather them not know. I don’t know if they’d understand. More often than 
not, they don’t understand. It’s part of a reason why I only do it over weekends. We’re not open 
on weekends either.” Jason nodded, “I understand, mate.” The fox looked around at the restraints 
that were scattered about the floor. He got down on his knees and picked them up with his hands 
still bound behind his back. He dropped the restraints in the bag. Jason was astonished with how 
efficiently Arcades was able to move while restrained, “Damn. You’ve really got that down, now 
do you, mate?” 

Arcades finished dropping the remaining restraints in the bag, and he looked up at the 
wolf, “You could say that. Sometimes I don’t even realize that I’m restrained.” Jason pointed to 
Arcades’ wrists, “But, your hands are cuffed behind your back.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, I 
know. That doesn’t mean it’s a big inconvenience to me.” Jason looked back at Arcades, and he 
became increasingly curious. The wolf asked, “So, when was the first time you did this to 
yourself?” Arcades looked up at the ceiling as he was trying to think. After a few moments, the 
fox replied, “Gosh, I don’t even remember. It sure has been a while, though. I do remember back 
when I was pretty young, and I bought myself a cheap pair of handcuffs and shackles. I started 
getting the more expensive ones after that. Now, I’ve got a bit of a collection.” 

Jason looked at the bag in the middle of the room, “Well, I guess that is a collection. Not 
your regular collection, either.” The fox chuckled again, “Heh, that’s pretty accurate. I’m not 
sure how many people like to collect tactical restraints.” Jason asked another question, “Do you 
consider all that to be tactical gear?” Arcades nodded, “I sure do. I only buy the military and 
police handcuffs.” Jason was curious, “Oh... Why’s that?” Arcades answered the question, 


“Well, one reason is because the ones made out of leather and stuff are used by people who are 


into BDSM. I don’t do any of that stuff.” Jason was confused, ““What? I thought that’s what you 
were doing the whole time.” The fox sighed, “I figured you might think that... That’s the reason 
I don’t really tell people about this. Nobody understands.” 

Jason was still confused, “So, what are you doing then?” Arcades waited before 
continuing, “Well, the difference is that I’m not doing this for sexual reasons. The whole point of 
BDSM is for sexual gratification, and that’s pretty sinful for that context. This is not sexually 
gratifying. It is just something I enjoy doing. I would not be doing this with you if it was 
sexually gratifying for either of us. In fact, I would not be doing it at all at that point, for it would 
be sin for me to receive sexual gratification from this.” Jason was having trouble understanding, 
“So, you’re telling me you just like doing this just because?” Arcades nodded, “That’s right. If I 
was receiving sexual gratification while I was doing this with you, then that would make me a 
homosexual. That’s a sin, too.” Jason was now standing in silence, and he did not know what to 
say next. 

Jason finally decided to ask, “What do you think about homosexuals?” Arcades replied, 
“Tt is a sin, but it is nothing that God cannot fix. All temptations and sinful desires can be 
overcome by the power of Christ.” Jason’s face turned into a small frown, “And what you’re 
doing is not sinful?” The fox nodded, “That’s correct. I’m not doing this for sexual reasons. I’m 
just doing it because I enjoy it, and that’s all.” Jason was now wanting to leave the room. He 
attempted at conjuring up a reason to leave, “Yeah. I think I should get going now.” Arcades 
remembered that Jason was still holding the other keyring, “Drop the keyring in the bag before 
you leave.” The wolf dropped the keyring into the bag, and he did not look at the fox as he exited 
the room. Arcades watched as the wolf exited, and he was wondering why Jason wanted to 


suddenly leave. 


Jason stood outside of Arcades’ room, and he placed one hand over his face. He thought 
about some of the words that Arcades had said. However, one quote stuck in the wolf’s mind, ‘7 
would not be doing this with you if it was sexually gratifying for either of us.’ Jason felt the 
crotch region of his pants, and he noticed he still had an erection. The wolf thought that Arcades 
had been aware of this, but Arcades actually did not know, for he was not paying attention to the 
wolf’s crotch. Jason knew that Arcades would not let him cuff him had he known that the wolf 
was sexually enjoying the experience. Jason replayed the fox’s voice back again in his mind, ‘J 
would not be doing this with you if it was sexually gratifying for either of us.’ Jason considered 
hiding his sexual gratification for the next time, but that only made him feel guilty. Jason would 
feel bad for taking advantage of the fox’s benefit of the doubt. 

Jason then thought about the experience that he had, and he could feel his erection still 
throbbing in his pants. He groped at his penis, and he closed his eyes as he thought about the fox. 
Jason could not shake the image of the fox on his knees looking up at him with a muzzle over his 
mouth. Jason then thought about if Arcades actually knew that he was aroused during the whole 
event. The wolf thought that Arcades would have surely been suspicious due to the way that he 
made Arcades kneel in front of him. As the wolf thought about the fox again, his own lust caused 
him to grope at his erection again. 

The fact that Arcades was unaware of the wolf’s arousal only made Jason even more 
aroused. He then thought about how long he would be able to take advantage of the benefit of the 
doubt. Jason began fantasizing about the fox, and he was wondering how he could use his lust 
filled mind to trick Arcades. He tugged on his erection again, and this led to make him think 
about when he would be able to masturbate to his lust filled fantasies involving Saint Arcades. 


Desperate for pleasure, the wolf closed his eyes, and he began to reach into his pants. 


The door opened, and Arcades stepped out without restraints. The wolf quickly removed 
his hand from his pants, and his eyes shot open while he looked right at the fox. Arcades looked 
at the wolf, and he was surprised Jason was still standing outside of his door, “Hmm? You’re 
still here? What are you doing?” The wolf was thinking for a quick excuse to use. He lied to the 
fox, “Oh, I was just... On my way to get some work done.” Arcades did not believe the wolf's 
lie, “We’re closed today.” The lust in the wolf’s mind was still preventing him from thinking of a 
better excuse, “Umm... Well, you see. It’s stuff I need to work on for myself.” Arcades 
shrugged, “Well, I guess we’ve all got something to do. I’m on my way to talk to Bobby. I want 
to see if he could find anything on the NSS or the Omega Foundation.” Jason quickly deployed 
an unconvincing smile, “You go do that, boss.” 

Arcades closed the door behind him, and he walked down the hall. As the fox was 
walking, Jason was staring at the fox’s butt the entire time. The fact that Arcades was wearing 
cargo shorts was making the wolf even more aroused. Jason thought to himself, ‘Damn, that’s a 
nice piece of fox ass.’ Jason could now feel his erection in his pants again. He briefly snapped 
out of his lust, and he turned around to walk the other way down the hall. He wanted to get to his 
room as fast as possible in order to masturbate to his new fantasies of Saint Arcades. Jason’s sick 


mind was fast at work, but he was hoping that Arcades would not find out anytime soon. 


Chapter 8 


Cesspool of Sin 


Arcades approached Bocchino’s room, and he knocked on the door. A familiar voice 
answered the knocking, “Yeah? Who it is?” Arcades spoke loud enough for the cat to be able to 
hear, “It’s Kurt.” Bocchino then said, “Alright. You can come on in.” Arcades opened the door, 
and he looked at the cat that was now looking back at him. The fox could not see what was on 
the cat’s computer monitor, so he asked, “So Bobby, could you find anything about Omega or 
the NSS?” The cat nodded and began speaking, “Yeah, I did. I was actually about to go and 
show you. Here, come look at this.” Pushing the monitor, Arcades peeked over to see what was 
displayed on the screen. He saw a picture of an unmarked MH-60X Stealth Hawk that looked as 
if it was taken by the means of infrared imaging. He immediately recognized the helicopter when 
he was in Hong Kong. 

“Ts that an MH-60X? That looks like the same one I saw in Hong Kong,” Arcades asked 
the cat. Bocchino nodded, “Yeah. I could actually find quite a few pictures of it. They were all 
taken on the same day of the week.” The fox thought about the helicopter for a moment, “Hmm? 
Where was this at?” Bocchino sighed, “Well, that’s kinda the bad part about it. This helicopter 
stops by at this one place every other week to pick something up. It then goes away, and it’s not 
seen for another couple weeks.” Arcades noticed how the helicopter’s doors were closed, so he 
couldn’t tell what the helicopter’s cargo was. The fox asked, “Well, what are they picking up?” 


Bocchino scrolled down to view more images while he talked to Arcades, “I’m not entirely sure. 


Nobody on the deep web really has any answers for this. Which is why...” Arcades did not speak 
until a few seconds after Bocchino stopped, “What? Where is this helicopter going?” 

The cat looked back up at the fox, but he was reluctant to speak, “Well... This helicopter 
has been reported to stop by this establishment located a little bit outside of Denver. It’s an all 
anthro hotel that doesn’t even have a name that is publicly or privately available.” Arcades’ face 
winced, and he was slightly confused. He then inquired for more information, “Hmm? That’s 
something. What’s it supposed to be about?” Bocchino sighed, “It’s a secretive all anthro BDSM 
hotel. It’s hard to find information about it around the deep web, even. What I’ve gathered is that 
it is invite only, and there can only be one thousand anthro guests there at one time.” Arcades 
raised his eyebrows, and he felt anxious on the inside. He did not know such a place existed. He 
asked, “One thousand anthros?” Bocchino continued, “Yes, reports say that the higher you pay, 
the higher number out of one thousand you are... You see, the thing with this hotel is that the 
anthros with the higher numbers can do absolutely anything they want to the lower numbered 
anthros. No limits or anything. Part of the reason why it’s so secretive. If the humans were to 
know this, then it would definitely not help anthro human relations.” 

Arcades leaned back against the wall, and he did feel an internal pain. He knew that sin 
took place within the secret establishment. Arcades then said, “Eugh... You know, now that you 
think about it, that’s actually a well thought out way to smuggle weapons and secret technology.” 
Bocchino looked back at his monitor, “I figured. That’s another thing that I’ve been reading on 
here. People have theories that the people who fly those helicopter sorties are using that hotel in 
order to smuggle out whatever they need. Which is why we need to figure out what is going on 
in there.” Arcades paused and he watched the cat scroll down on the computer, “Are you going 


to ask me to break into the anthro version of the Bohemian Grove?” Bocchino chuckled, “Heh, 


you and your theories, Kurt. But, all seriousness, you’re pretty good at those infiltration 
missions. You broke into that place in Hong Kong, and you got that jade cane out without being 
seen by hostiles. You should be able to find out something in that place.” 

Arcades could not imagine what he would witness within the walls, but he remembered 
that Fox Security was not that large of a company. Operators were becoming hard to come by, 
and the largest chunk of Arcades’ employees were humans. He did not have many anthros that 
were willing to work for a company that employed both humans and anthros. Arcades also knew 
that this mission would not be for money, but the fox did not mind this fact. He would have to 
undertake the mission. Arcades reluctantly spoke, “I'll go...” Internally, the cat was surprised 
that Arcades was willing to accept the mission. Since Bocchino did not know too much else 
about the hotel, he did not have much else to say to the fox, “Well, you’ve got some courage 
there, man. We’ll fly out there, and Ill drive you to the place.” Arcades looked down at the 
current clothing that he was wearing. He asked, “This is a stealth op? How much should I 
probably pack?” 

Bocchino looked at the fox’s polo shirt that was tucked into his khaki tactical shorts, 
“Yeah, this is a stealth op. You probably should not wear that there, though. I would recommend 
you wear something close to what you had in Hong Kong. Maybe the place is dark, and you 
would be able to blend in a bit better. Those shorts are way too light.” The fox nodded, “Alright. 
I'll be ready when you are. When should we get going?” Bocchino looked back up at the picture 
of the helicopter, “The day they’re supposed to return to the hotel is actually tomorrow night. We 
should leave tonight.” Arcades sighed, “Alright. Let’s just get this over with.” 

“Ts that radio working?” The fox asked as he clicked the PTT button that was strapped to 


his black JPC 2.0. Bocchino peeked over to the Kenwood transceiver that was sitting near the 


center console of the car. He saw the screen change colors, and this indicated that the device was 
receiving a signal. Bocchino picked the radio up, and he held it close to his ear. Arcades spoke 
into the mouthpiece of his bowman headset, “Radio check, radio check. Over.” Bocchio could 
hear the fox speaking, and he placed the radio back on the console. He replied while still 
focusing on the road, “Yep. I can hear you alright.” The fox looked up in the sky, “Hey, how 
come we didn’t airdrop out here?” Bocchino did not take long to answer the question, ““We’re 
too close to the city. You would be seen parachuting down.” The fox sat back in the rear 
passenger seat while he checked the chamber of his Salient G17. He made sure he did not have a 
round chambered before placing performing a laser and light function check. He holstered the 
handgun, and it sat in the holster easier due the fact it lacked a suppressor. 

Arcades made one final check of all of his equipment. He knew that he would be on his 
own when he got inside of the hotel. Bocchino would be the only one there to pick him up, but 
he would not enter the establishment. Arcades then remembered that he did not tell Jason where 
he was going. The fox had not seen Jason since he saw the wolf in the hall on the way to speak 
with Bocchino. Arcades figured that he would return soon enough, so he did not worry about it. 
The fox finished checking his equipment, and he knew he was ready to deploy. However, he sure 
did not know what to expect. Bocchino already told him everything that was available online of 
the establishment. The fox was hoping that the place was a big hoax, as he was becoming 
anxious as he travelled closer to the hotel. One part of him did not believe what Bocchino had 
told him. He was hoping that all of it was entirely fictional. 

The fox looked outside of the windows, and he noticed that the road to that he was 
traveling on looked as if it was not kept up with. Maybe this all was just a hoax? Maybe he 


would be on another plane in the next few hours, and he would not have to worry about anything 


else. The anxiety the fox was feeling in his stomach continued to bother him. Arcades stroked his 
tail in an attempt to comfort himself, but it did not do much. Arcades silently prayed to God to 
give him the strength he needed to complete the mission. 

When the fox finished praying, he looked back out the window. He had not seen any cars 
coming to or from the road that he had been traveling on. Arcades was still hoping that the hotel 
was a hoax. He then could see the building coming into view. Since it was getting dark, Arcades 
could notice that several of the lights were slightly illuminating the curtains in certain windows. 
The view of the building made Arcades feel uneasy. As Bocchino was driving closer to the hotel, 
he advised Arcades of an important detail, “The helicopter should be here in two hours. That 
means you have two hours to get up to that helipad, but you should get there a bit earlier if you 
can just to be safe.” The fox opened the sun roof cover, and he looked up at the top of the 
building. He replied, “As long as nobody sees me, then I should be there in time.” 

Bocchino drove up to the side of the hotel, and he let Arcades get out. The fox stepped on 
the ground, and he turned back around to face the cat. Bocchino nodded before saying, “Well, 
good luck, Kurt. Radio me when you’ re ready for pickup. I can’t come in there to save you if 
something goes wrong. If you’re not out in five hours, then I’m leaving without you and 
considering you MIA.” Arcades silently acknowledged Bocchino as he pulled away from the 
fox. Arcades watched as the cat was driving away. Arcades looked around, but he did not see a 
parking garage or any vehicles around. 

Arcades began walking down the side of the building, and he peeked over to see where 
the front entrance was. Upon closer inspection, Arcades noticed that the door was activated by 
some sort of scanner. He also noticed that the door contained windows which he could not see 


through. The fox assumed the doors were outfitted with one way windows, so he wanted to wait 


and see if there was another way for him to make an entry. The fox decided to wait for a moment 
and see if any anthros were going to open the door and allow him to covertly enter. Then, he 
realized that option would not be the best as he would surely be seen upon entering through the 
main door. Arcades realized that he needed to find a different option. 

The fox turned around, and he looked back down the side of the wall that he came by. He 
began backtracking, and he was looking around carefully for security cameras or other defensive 
security measures. As Arcades walked along the side of the building, he was not able to see any 
alternate points of entry. He decided that he would have to make his own. Arcades examined his 
surroundings, but there were no trees that were close enough for him to use to reach the nearest 
window. Strangely, the first few floors seemed to be lacking windows entirely. Arcades looked 
up the wall, and he did not see any security cameras. Even though the dark gray fox was wearing 
all black, he still did not want to take any chances. 

Arcades remembered what equipment he brought, and he concluded that he did not have 
any equipment that would be sufficient enough to make an entry through the means of going 
through a wall. Arcades knew that improvised explosives made a loud noise after all. He only 
brought lockpicking equipment for himself, and he was not expecting the doors to have RFID 
scanners on them. He didn't even bring his radio frequency jammer with him. Arcades would 
have to come up with a different idea in order to gain access. Arcades reminded himself that this 
was a covert mission, and he needed to remain undetected at all costs. He did not want to miss 
the Stealth Hawk that would be showing up. 

After pacing around the building for some time, Arcades found what looked to be a 
ventilation shaft that was low enough for him to reach, and surprising to the fox, the shaft 


seemed to be large enough to fit inside. He knew that such shafts were typically not the best 


ways to gain access to a building, but he was running out of options. Arcades stood next to the 
shaft, and he pulled out his multi-tool. Luckily for Arcades, his multi-tool was able to unscrew 
the screws that were holding the ventilation grate to the shaft. The fox opened the shaft, and he 
looked inside of it. Not able to see inside of the shaft, Arcades pulled out his G17, and he turned 
on the light in order to look inside of the shaft. The vent was indeed large enough for the skinny 
fox to fit inside of, but he was still contemplating the decision. Arcades feared that he could get 
stuck inside of the vent, but this was his only practical choice. Arcades holstered his G17, 
climbed into the shaft, and he began to crawl up the vent. 

Bocchino watched the silent road as he was waiting in a wooded area not too far from the 
hotel. He had turned off the vehicle’s lights as well as the engine in order to attract the least 
amount of attention. He was hoping that no infrared scanning UAVs were in the general vicinity 
that would be able to detect the vehicle. However, he decided not to think too much about being 
detected. The cat reminded himself that he had a Heckler & Koch MP5K underneath the driver’s 
seat if all else fails. Bocchino thought about Arcades, and he wondered how the mission was 
going. He did have his handheld radio still on, but the fox had not since contacted him. Bocchino 
sat back in the driver’s seat, and he thought about how he could pass the time while waiting for 
Arcades. He was still looking out through the sunroof in case the helicopter were to show up 
ahead of schedule. 

Arcades still crawled through the vent, and he was moving slowly so as to not make 
much noise. Every time he would move, his kit would drag along the vent, and would create a 
noticeable rustling noise. Arcades came to a fork in the vent, but he decided to turn left. As he 
proceeded, he noticed that the shaft seemed to slope upwards. He concluded that he was 


traveling upwards. The further he went, the more he could hear some strange noises coming from 


the interior of the building. The noises sounded almost like moaning, and this only made Arcades 
feel more anxious. 

The fox was approaching the end of the vent, and he could now visibly see the other grate 
in front of him. He could also feel that dust was covering his uniform and exposed fur, but that 
was the least of his worries. He could hear moaning sounds that seemed to be even louder. 
Arcades held onto the ventilation grate, and he tried to peek through to see what he could see. He 
could still hear the noises, but he did not see any anthros or humans around. Arcades reached his 
hand outside of the grate, and he tried to work the screws on the grate to remove it. The task was 
difficult, and it reminded Arcades of the times when he had to free himself from his own 
handcuffs in the dark. 

The ventilation grate finally popped open, and Arcades began to crawl out. Not looking 
below, the fox fell forwards, but he was able to catch himself before he hit the ground. He exited 
the shaft, and he moved the grate back in place to make it look as if he had not entered the 
building. Lighting was very poor, but the fox’s vision had been adjusted to the low light 
environment. He wished that he brought his EOTech NVGs, but he remembered how 
uncomfortable the helmet was to wear for extended periods of time. Arcades brushed off some of 
the dust from his fur and uniform, but he could not see to the full extent of all the dust that 
covered him. 

After finishing up, the fox proceeded down the dark hall. The ground was very cold to 
walk on, and it felt as if it was not maintained that well. Arcades was able to feel numerous 
cracks in the ground. He was still wondering where the moaning noise was coming from, as he 
was still hearing the disturbance. After walking slowly, the fox ended up reaching the end of the 


room. A door stood in front of him, but it did not have a means for the fox to see what was on the 


other side. He pushed the door after successfully turning the handle, and the unlocked door 
slowly proceeded to open. 

Dim lights hit the fox’s eyes, and he quickly checked his surroundings. Confirming that 
the coast was clear, Arcades closed the door behind him, and he took in all that he was looking 
at. The room that he was in now looked as if it was some sort of old dungeon with dim lights 
illuminating the halls. He did not see any anthros walking around, but he could still hear 
moaning coming from his right. He looked up at a sign that was above a door to his right. The 
sign was barely lit enough for him to be able to see it. The sign read, “ROOMS 1-99”. Arcades 
began walking towards the door, and the moaning became louder the closer he got to the door. 
Standing in front of the door, Arcades was debating on entering the room. He knew that his 
objective was not behind the door he was looking at, but he was too curious to not look. Arcades 
wanted to know what this place was really about. The fox brushed off some more dust from his 
uniform before his slightly trembling hand gripped the door handle. The handle was styled as if it 
was the entrance to some rudimentary prison. Arcades pushed the door open, and he entered. 

Arcades’ eyes widened as he took in the view. In front of him were approximately ninety 
nine anthros that were packed into cages that were too small for them to fit inside of. The anthros 
were all of different races, but they were all naked and restrained in the same way. The anthros 
each had their hands chained behind their backs, their ankles were also locked in front of them. 
They were forced into what appeared to be a stress position, and they were seated in the cage in a 
way that they would be unable to stand or even shift their position to become comfortable. The 
cages all had the same RFID scanners that the front of the building had. The anthros each were 
blindfolded and gagged with a ballgag, and they were all wearing collars. Arcades approached 


the cage of a male cat, and the fox looked at the collar that the cat was wearing. The collar had a 


number | on it. The fox looked at the cat, and he also saw that the cat was sporting a fully erect 
penis. Arcades quietly sighed and shook his head in disappointment before moving on. 

Arcades approached the next cage, and this cage was of a male canoid of indeterminate 
subrace. This dog had the same feelings as the cat of being in the cage. The fox frowned, and he 
shut his eyes in disgust. Though his eyes were closed, he could hear moans coming from several 
of the other caged anthros. Arcades felt as if his sanity was being tested in some sort of sick 
experiment. Arcades’ eyes shot open as he could hear the door that he had entered open. Before 
Arcades looked to see who was entering, he quickly ran to a spot between a couple of the cages, 
and he went prone due to the fact that he had room to do so. His heart was pounding, and he now 
was certain that he would not allow himself to get caught. Arcades could hear footsteps 
approaching his position, but he continued to lie on the floor in wait. Arcades saw an anthro walk 
in front of him, a red fox, and the red fox was wearing absolutely nothing except for a pair of 
black boots. Arcades saw the red fox’s throbbing erection, and this made him feel even more 
uneasy. 

The red fox stopped in front of Arcades, but he did not notice the black fox covered in 
dust. Arcades was now thanking the vent for the camouflage that it gave him. He reached 
towards his G17, and he held the pistol that was still holstered. However, he did not remove it 
from the holster. Arcades was not sure if he would have to use his handgun. The red fox looked 
around all of the anthros locked in the cages as if he was making a choice. Arcades was able to 
see the collar that the red fox was wearing. It had the number 322 on the front of it. The red fox 
turned around, and Arcades was able to faintly see an Omega on the back of the collar. This 
symbol immediately reminded Arcades of the Omega Foundation, but he brushed it off as a 


coincidence. Arcades could not confirm that this had to do with the Foundation itself. 


The red fox spoke aloud, “Ahh, I think the bitch in this one wants it. You look like you’re 
ready to get pozzed up now, don’t you?” Arcades’ heart dropped when he heard the other fox 
talk, but he realized that he was not the one being spoken to. The red fox stood next to a cage 
that was directly in front of Arcades’ field of view, and he pushed his collar up against the 
scanner. The icon on the scanner turned to green, and he reached to the dark brown wolf that was 
in the cage. The red fox spoke to the wolf, “Alright bitch, get your ass out of that cage, and get 
fucking ready.” Arcades’ eye twitched as he had a feeling of what he was about to witness. The 
feeling in his stomach had only gotten worse, and it also was even worse as Arcades would have 
to wait for the red fox to finish whatever he was planning on doing before he would be able to 
proceed with the mission without being detected. The red fox did his best to help the brown wolf 
stand up with how restrained the wolf was. The wolf was also unable to see the red fox or 
Arcades due to the blindfold contrary to the fact that the wolf was facing directly at Arcades, 
giving the fox a clear view of the wolf’s face. The wolf looked somewhat excited, and this was 
exceedingly terrifying to Arcades. 

The red fox pushed the wolf to his knees and said, “Alright, bitch. I hope you’re not as 
tight as the last wolf I fucked.” Arcades did his best to keep his breathing under control, as pure 
anguish was overtaking him. The wolf dropped to his knees, and the red fox pushed the wolf’s 
back forwards. The wolf’s tail had raised up in the air, and the red fox began rubbing his hand 
along the wolf’s buttocks and back. The red fox pushed the wolf’s face to the floor as the wolf 
was unable to support himself with his hands bound behind his back. The wolf was already 
moaning with pleasure knowing the event that was about to take place. The red fox cooed, “Ahh, 
you're already craving it, aren’t you, bitch?” The wolf let out a few muffled noises, but the 


ballgag that was in the wolf’s mouth prevented the wolf from speaking any intelligible words. 


Arcades took a deep breath, and he tried to hold it the best he could. He knew what was 
about to come next. The red fox spoke aloud one more time, “Here it comes, you dirty slut!” The 
red fox jammed his penis inside of the wolf’s anus. Arcades instantly winced at the disgusting 
sight of homosexual sodomy. Arcades closed his eyes tightly, and he could hear moaning coming 
from the two anthros. Arcades’ worst fears had now been confirmed. He was going to have to 
make it to the very top of this cesspool of sin, and he did not know how he was going to get that 
done. As the two anthros continued their sexual activities, Arcades tried to ignore the noise the 
best he could, but he really wanted to forget the image that he saw. Arcades wished that none of 
this was real, and that this was all some kind of sick fiction. However, he knew that this was very 
real, and the very thought of that filled him with more anguish than before. He had witnessed a 
red fox sodomize a wolf, and he knew that this was only the beginning. 

Arcades was just hoping for it all to end, as he wanted to move on with the mission. 
However, he knew that he would certainly be detected if he were to try and move now. Arcades 
heard the door open again, and his attention was caught by the naked male lion who walked into 
the room. The red fox heard the lion approach, and he turned around to face him. The red fox 
lessened his grip on the brown wolf, and the wolf fell forwards on his face and moaned as fluid 
began dripping from his anus. The red fox saw the collar that the lion was wearing, and his 
expression instantly changed. The lion grabbed the fox’s mouth to hold it shut, and he said, “Hey 
bitch, what are you doing down here?” The red fox squirmed a bit, but was no match for the lion. 
Arcades was able to see the number on the collar the lion was wearing. The lion had the number 
410 on the collar. Arcades remembered that anthros with higher numbered collars held greater 


authority over anthros with lower numbered collars. 


The lion turned the fox around, and Arcades was astonished by how the red fox had been 
instantly put in his place. The lion pushed the fox to his knees, and the red fox began to whimper 
in fear. Arcades was having a hard time telling if the fox was pretending to protest against the 
lion or if the red fox was actually terrified. The lion pulled out a fox muzzle from a nearby box, 
and he pulled it over the fox’s mouth. The lion then removed a pair of leather handcuffs, and he 
applied them to the fox’s wrists. The lion finally took out a padlock, and he locked the fox’s 
wrists together behind his back. Arcades was hoping that the anthros would go away, but he felt 
that he was not going to get away that easily. The lion then spat in his hands before rubbing the 
spit on his penis. Arcades knew what was about to happen next. He closed his eyes as he heard 
the lion sodomize the red fox. The moaning sounds were even louder than before, and it was too 
much for Arcades to handle. 

After what felt like hours, the anthros finally finished up. There was now a sizable puddle 
of semen on the floor from the lion, the wolf, and the fox collectively. The lion unlocked the 
wolf’s ankle restraints, and he dragged both of the defeated anthros to their feet. The lion held 
both of them by their restrained arms before saying, “I think we can have more fun if we go to 
my room. How does that sound to you little sluts?” The two anthros only moaned in sinful 
pleasure. Arcades watched as the lion dug through the box to find two short leashes. He attached 
them to the collars, and he tugged at the collars to force the anthros to walk. He left the blindfold 
on the wolf, and the wolf accidentally walked right into the fox. The lion chuckled, “You fucking 
stupid worthless bitch, watch where you’re going. Dumbass.” 

After they exited, Arcades began to silently stand up, and he was hoping that nobody else 
would enter the room before he had the chance to exit. He could still hear moaning from the 


other caged anthros that intensified when they heard the sinful acts, but he tried his best to not 


pay attention to it. When Arcades got to his feet, he moved out of his hiding spot, and he looked 
at the puddle of semen on the floor. He shook his head in both disappointment and disgust as he 
carefully maneuvered around it. Arcades realized that he had to watch where he was going, so he 
would not step in any other puddles of sexual fluids. 

Arcades progressed in order to exit the room, and he waited a few seconds to give the 
three anthros plenty of time to get out of his way. The fox slowly opened the handle, and he 
peeked into the connecting hall. He let out a sigh of relief as he saw that nobody was there. He 
moved out of the room, and he carefully walked down the hall while watching out for any other 
fluids on the floor. Not knowing which way to go, Arcades wandered down the hall, and he was 
looking for another door that would take him to where he wanted to go. He assumed that he was 
still on a lower floor, so he was looking for a stairwell or something that would take him up to 
another floor. He was still wondering what the helicopters were trying to take out of this place. 

After wandering, Arcades finally found an elevator. Though using the elevator would 
make it easy to reach the top of the building, Arcades knew that he would be at risk of detection. 
Besides, he did not know if the elevator required the collar to be scanned before it would operate. 
The fox decided that it would be best to find another way to reach the helipad on the roof. 
Arcades assumed that the other three anthros probably used the elevator, as he did not see them 
anywhere, and he could not hear them wandering nearby either. The dim lighting of the lower 
level still made navigation slightly difficult, but Arcades’ eyes were now adjusted for the 
darkness. Arcades decided that he was going to continue wandering, and he was hoping that he 
would find a way up. 

After some wandering, the fox found a door with a sign above it. The sign read, “NEXT 


FLOOR UP” Arcades opened the door slowly, and he could see a staircase. The fox did not have 


any business on the floor he was currently on, so he decided to take the staircase up. Arcades 
immediately remembered his CQB skills when it came to traversing staircases, so he 
instinctively drew his G17 and aimed it upwards. However, the fox did not enable the weapon’s 
flashlight as he knew that it would surely give his position away. He also took a brief look down 
at the floor to watch out for puddles of semen or other substances he would not be too happy to 
step in. He did see a few puddles on his way up, but he made sure to not even get close to them. 
There was no telling if the puddles held disease or not, and Arcades did not want to find out for 
himself. The lighting in the staircase was much like the lighting of the lower room, so Arcades 
had to make sure that he was extra careful when he made his way up. 

Arcades made his way to the peak of the staircase, and he was met with disappointment. 
Arcades wanted to just get to the helipad, but he caught on to the fact that he would have to 
explore the entire building in order to get up to the rooftop. He did not even remember seeing 
any means of a fire escape on the exterior. Arcades found himself understanding why. If there 
was a fire, it would be better for all of the evidence within the interior to be destroyed, and that 
evidence includes all anthros inside. Arcades briefly whispered to himself, ““What a shame...” 
The fox wondered how this place could be so hidden from everything else. He did not 
understand how nobody would ever think to investigate it, especially with the helicopter sorties 
that always happen on the same day of the week. The establishment was not even that far from 
the closest town either. Arcades wished that he brought a means of taking evidence of the place, 
as he feared that nobody would believe him if he were to tell of what goes on. After all, Arcades 
was a fox, so that did not help his credibility. 

Arcades waited in front of the door, and he placed his ear that was not covered by the 


headset up to the door. He listened carefully for any movement that would be behind the door. 


He tried to brace himself for whatever he would see on the other side. He knew that he would 
have to witness whatever sins that were taking place in order to make his way up to the next 
floor. The fox holstered his G17, and he tried to remember how many anthros Bocchino said 
were in the hotel at once. The fox took into account what numbers were listed on the first floor 
that he had exited. That was only the first one hundred ‘rooms’. Arcades realized that he still had 
to ascend nine more floors before he would get to the helipad. Arcades clenched his gloved fist, 
and he swallowed all of the saliva that was currently in his mouth. Arcades opened the door. 
When Arcades entered the next area, he noticed that it was slightly less dim than the last 
area he was in. He was again relieved to have not have been seen by any anthro as he made his 
entry. Arcades took a moment to look at the clothes he was wearing, and he could see that his 
black uniform was still slightly gray from all of the dust. The way the dust masked his solid color 
uniform reminded him of the A-TACS LE camouflage pattern. He decided that he would not 
brush off all of the dust yet, as he thought that it would help him potentially blend in with other 
surroundings since the lighting conditions were still poor. Arcades continued down a linear 
hallway with several turns before he reached a single room above him with a sign that read, 
“ROOMS 100-199”. Arcades took a sigh as he looked at the door that was in front of him. He 
wanted to take a different path, but he did not see any alternate route. Arcades was unsure if he 
missed a different route, but he definitely was not going back down to the previous floor. 
Arcades held his G17 in his holster, but he kept it holstered as he slowly opened the door 
in front of him. When he peeked inside of the next area, he did not see anybody, so he stepped 
inside while still watching the floor for more semen. After he entered the area, he was greeted by 
a long row of what seemed to be prison cells. The fox walked down the hall, and he peeked in a 


few of the cells. Most of the cells were filled with anthros. The anthros were all restrained in 


handcuffs and shackles, and they were all muzzled. Though most of them had their hands 
restrained behind their backs, a few of them had managed to get their hands in front of them. The 
ones who were able to do so were furiously masturbating in the middle of the cells. Arcades 
shook his head in disappointment again as he passed the anthros by. 

A few of the anthros in the cells pressed their noses up against the small windows that 
allowed them to see out into the hall. They were staring at Arcades as he passed by, and they 
began to kick at the doors. Arcades knew that he had to hurry up and get out of the room, as he 
especially did not want to spend more time than he needed to in the room. Arcades began speed 
walking while scanning the dimly lit floor to make sure he did not step into any puddles of 
semen. Several puddles were on the ground, and it made Arcades wonder when the building was 
ever supposed to be cleaned. As the fox continued past several more cells, he took a brief look 
into them to read the collars that the anthros were wearing. The numbers were all increasing, and 
this indicated that Arcades was getting closer to the next area. He still had no idea how such a 
place was able to operate completely under the radar for as long as it looked it did. After all, such 
a setup would prove to be very expensive. There were so many factors to take into account that 
would only increase the cost. It made Arcades wonder if a certain organization was providing 
money in order to keep the place open. He did not even know the name of the place, but he 
wanted to figure out who was behind the establishment. 

Arcades finally reached the end of the long hallway, and he once again listened for any 
movement behind the door. Before the fox proceeded to the next zone, he took a brief look back 
at the hallway which he just progressed to. He remembered all of the anthros he saw, and he 
remembered seeing how all of them looked very pleasant being locked up in small cells. He then 


remembered the anthros that were furiously masturbating in the middle of their cells. The fox 


closed his eyes, and he thought to himself, ‘Gosh, no wonder the humans think us anthros 
behave like animals.’ Arcades did not hear anybody from the other side, so he moved on. The 
fox was greeted with another staircase. He began walking up to the next area. He was hoping that 
he would be able to clear the next few floors quickly as he did with the last area. 

Arcades reached the top of the next staircase, but the dim lighting did not change from 
the last floor. The fox stood in front of the door to the next zone, and he spent only a few 
moments listening for movement on the other side before opening the door. Arcades entered, and 
he saw another sign that was lit at the end of the hallway. The sign read, “ROOMS 200-299”, 
and Arcades sighed. He did not want to keep going through these ‘rooms’; However, the fox 
knew that he had to continue going in order to complete the mission. He still wanted to find out 
what type of cargo the Stealth Hawks were taking out of the building. Arcades walked towards 
the door, and he dodged a few sperm puddles on his way to the door. He was looking at the 
ground more than what was in front of him at this point. Arcades for the first time wished that he 
was wearing shoes, but he knew that he wouldn’t even step on the puddles with shoes on. 

The fox stood in front of the door, and he decided to just get it over with and open it. He 
braced himself for whatever he would find in the next area. When the fox entered the hallway, he 
saw a few doors that had been opened. Arcades did not know if the open doors represented 
unoccupied rooms, or if a higher leveled anthro was inside doing who knows what to a lower 
leveled anthro. Arcades walked slowly through the hallway, and he peeked inside a few of the 
rooms on his way down. These rooms were larger than the last, and they resembled padded 
rooms. The anthros inside were wearing what seemed to be latex straight jackets, and they were 


muzzled as well. Some of the anthros Arcades passed by were sitting in the middle of the room, 


while the others were staring back at him through the window. Arcades hoped that they would 
forget seeing him, or at least not exit the cell to go find the fox. 

The fox eventually made his way to the door that was opened, and he stood by while 
using the door for cover. He could hear voices coming from within the room, and the fox looked 
around for another way that he would be able to get around. However, this hallway did not 
feature any alternate routes. It was almost if the building was designed to move ‘guests’ through 
a linear and predetermined path. A path that exploited anthro psychology in order to entice them 
to commit sinful sexual acts on other anthros. Arcades stood by the door, and he could still hear 
the voices from the other side. He knew that if he continued to wait, he would risk being seen by 
an anthro coming from either the door he came from or the door that he was trying to reach. The 
fox decided that his best option would be to try and walk past the door as fast as possible. 
Arcades did not think too much about being caught. While he was armed, he really did not want 
to use his weapon. Not even on these anthros. 

After counting down from ten in his head, Arcades decided to make his move. The fox 
quickly stepped forwards, but a sizable puddle of sperm on the other side of the door stopped 
him dead in his tracks. The puddle had been obscured by the door that opens outwards. Arcades’ 
eyes widened as he realized that he almost stepped in a potential deadly biohazard. He lost his 
balance, and he was about to fall forwards in the puddle. The fox grabbed onto the still open 
door, and he was able to catch himself before falling in the puddle. However, the noise he made 
immediately caught the attention of the room’s occupants. Arcades looked to his right, and a 
male latex clad leopard was staring back at him. In front of the leopard was a coyote that was 


bound on the floor. The leopard chuckled upon spotting Arcades. 


“Oh, it looks like another bitch wants to play,” the leopard taunted as he took a step away 
from the coyote. Arcades’ mind blanked out momentarily, and he did not know what to do. If he 
were to run, he would likely be caught while evading. He definitely could not stay where he was 
currently standing, and the leopard looked far too large for the skinny fox to take on in hand-to- 
hand combat. The leopard looked the fox up and down, but was too high on hormones to realize 
that Arcades was wearing tactical equipment; not bondage gear. After a moment, the leopard did 
not see a collar around the fox’s neck. The leopard then spoke after the moment of silence, “The 
fuck is your number, bitch?” The leopard began walking towards the fox, and Arcades looked all 
around for a potential exit. However, he did not see any method to escape. He looked to his left 
again, and he saw the puddle of semen on the floor did not vanish. 

“Come here bitch. I’mma make you my slave,” the leopard said. Arcades was running out 
of time, but he realized that the door opened outwards. The fox grabbed the door, and he 
slammed it shut before the leopard was able to step into the doorway. Arcades’ heart was now 
pounding, and his breathing only sped up. He saw the light on the door change from green to red, 
and this indicated that the door was locked. Arcades now knew that he merely bought himself a 
head start. He did not have much time before the leopard would try to come and get him. 
Arcades stepped over the puddle, and he began running as quietly as he could down the hall. 
Dodging a few more puddles on his way down, the fox was now getting closer and closer to the 
door at the end of the hall. Arcades reached the door, but heard the door that he had closed was 
now opening again. The fox quickly turned around, and he could see the leopard emerge from 
the doorway. Despite the door being locked, the door was still able to open from the inside by a 
higher numbered anthro. The leopard looked right at the fox, and he started to give chase. 


Arcades was astonished that the leopard was mindlessly walking through all of the puddles of 


sperm. He did not know if the leopard did not care to step in the fluids, or did not notice. 
However, the leopard was wearing shoes, unlike the fox. 

Arcades wasted no time moving out of the last area, and he looked for which direction he 
should go in. However, his mind was quickly made up for him as there was only one way to go. 
Though there was an elevator, it would take way too long for it to reach the floor from wherever 
it was in the building. Arcades also did not know if the elevator required the collar in order to 
operate. He assumed that it did, so he did not bother with the elevator. Arcades scanned the stairs 
for semen puddles, but his observations were interrupted by the door opening behind him. The 
leopard jumped out at the fox and grabbed Arcades’ arms before the fox was able to do anything 
about it. The leopard was able to easily swing the fox to the ground, and Arcades grunted upon 
hitting the ground. The fox resisted, but he was not physically strong enough to break free from 
the leopard’s grip. The leopard tightly grabbed Arcades’ wrists, and he pinned them behind the 
fox’s back. Arcades struggled as hard as he could, but still found himself unable to break free. 
Arcades was so skinny that the leopard was able to hold both of the fox’s wrists with one hand 
while he grabbed a pair of restraints with his other hand. 

Arcades’ beating heart began beating even faster once he was able to feel the metal 
restraints lock around his wrists. Arcades attempted to stand back up, but he quickly failed. The 
leopard was pinning the fox down in such a way that rendered Arcades unable to move his legs. 
The leopard grabbed another pair of restraints, and he locked them around the fox’s ankles. Once 
the leopard finished, he slightly chuckled, “Gotcha, bitch!” Arcades grunted as he struggled, but 
he still could not escape the leopard. The fox briefly forgot his training, “Agh! Stop!” The 
leopard grabbed Arcades’ mouth to silence the fox, and he laughed, “Haha! You tried to get 


away, but you couldn’t. Now, let me take a real good look at you, fox.” Still holding onto 


Arcades’ mouth, the leopard turned the fox’s neck in order to see what collar Arcades had on. 
The leopard soon realized again that Arcades was not wearing a collar. 

“Looks like we’ve got ourselves a little intruder. You think you can snoop around here, 
fox? You fucked up big time now, bitch. You don’t know who you’re fucking with.” Arcades’ 
eyes trailed down to see the number of the leopard’s collar. His eyes widened as he looked at the 
number. The leopard’s number was one thousand. Arcades held his eyes shut, and he wished that 
he would just wake up from this nightmare. However, he reminded himself that he was not 
sleeping. This was actually happening. The leopard spoke again to the fox, “Damn. You are one 
the purest specimens that I’ve seen in a long time. You know, the Foundation told me that foxes 
like you can help me achieve an even better climax. So, here is what is going to happen. I’m 
going to take you back up to my room, I’m going to fuck the shit out of you, and then I’m 
turning you over to the Foundation.” 

Tears began to well up in the fox’s eyes upon hearing what the leopard was saying. The 
leopard grinned as he noticed Arcades was about to cry. The leopard began to speak again, “Heh, 
you’re fucking lucky that I didn’t bring any of my toys down here. Otherwise, I would have 
fucked you right here, right now. I have a shit ton of toys in my room. Let’s not waste anymore 
time now, bitch. Get your ass up.” Arcades did not comply, but the leopard forcefully brought 
the fox to his feet. Arcades looked down at the restraints around his ankles. They looked to be 
handcuffs that had a longer chain, but too short to be conventional shackles. Arcades wanted to 
see the restraints that bound his wrists together, but he did not want to let the leopard know that 
he was trying to find a way out. The leopard held the fox by the back of the neck, and he began 
dragging him towards the elevator. Arcades was having difficulty keeping up due to the six inch 


chain that linked his ankles together. The leopard became impatient, “Hurry the fuck up, bitch. I 


don’t even have something to gag you with here. You’d better not fucking say a single word.” 
Arcades did not want to test the leopard to see if he was just bluffing. 

The leopard called the elevator, and Arcades stood in the leopard’s grip as tears were now 
rolling down his cheeks. Arcades was still a virgin, and he really did not want to lose his 
virginity here. After waiting for the elevator to reach the floor, the door opened. The leopard 
shoved the fox inside the elevator first before stepping inside himself. The leopard pushed his 
collar up against the scanner inside of the elevator and then selected the highest floor. The doors 
closed, and the elevator began to ascend. Arcades was silently crying, and it was worse for him 
because he knew that there was nothing he could do. As the elevator traveled upwards, it did not 
make any stops, but it moved slower than other elevators. It gave Arcades time to think about a 
way to get out. The fox then remembered that the leopard never disarmed the fox. He still had his 
G17 holstered, and he still had his keyring. Arcades assumed that everything black seemed to 
blend together thanks to the dim lighting. This realization gave the fox a bit of hope, as he would 
potentially be able to escape. However, the elevator would not be a good place to attempt an 
escape. Arcades decided that he would wait for a better time to escape. 

As the icon on the elevator was pointing towards the higher floors, Arcades looked 
downwards at the handcuffs around his ankles. He saw a familiar looking keyhole in the cuffs, 
and he felt a bit of relief. He did have the key that would open the cuffs around his skinny ankles. 
Though he did not know what cuffs were binding his wrists, he did know that they felt like 
chain-linked handcuffs, which was the same type of cuffs that he owned multiple pairs of. He 
used his fingers to feel for the keyholes, and he found them in the locations that he was 
expecting. Though he could not identify the manufacturer, he was able to use the process of 


elimination. The handcuffs only had keyholes on one of the sides, and this eliminated the 


possibility that they were ASP made. The frames were also not covered with a layer of polymer, 
so this further confirmed that they were not made by ASP. Arcades looked back down at the 
cuffs around his ankles again, and he did not recognize them at Yuil handcuffs. This made 
Arcades think that the cuffs accepted the universal styled key that he carried. Though he had 
ASP and Yuil keys, he wanted to get the right key first so as to not waste any time. 

The leopard did not say anything else on the way up, but he was still holding onto the 
fox’s elbow. Arcades was hoping that the leopard would not notice the Glock that Arcades was 
carrying. The fox was now feeling a bit more hopeful than he was feeling before. The fox 
realized that it really helps to think about the situation instead of panicking. The elevator finally 
reached the top floor, and the leopard shoved the fox out of the elevator. The leopard pushed 
Arcades to a set of fancy doors, and he used the collar scanner while still holding onto the fox. 
The light on the door changed from red to green, and the leopard pushed the door open by 
shoving Arcades into it. The leopard announced to the fox that they were now at the destination, 
“Here we are, bitch. Take in the sight, because it’ll be the last glimpse of a nice place that you’ Il 
ever get. When the Foundation takes your ass away, you’re gonna get worse shit than I’m gonna 
dish out to you.” The leopard pushed Arcades to his knees before pushing him flat on the ground. 
A metal ring stuck out of the ground in the middle of the floor, and the leopard locked the short 
chain between the fox’s ankles to the loop in the ground. The leopard stood back up after 
finishing, “That’ll stop you from going anywhere, bitch. I’m going to get the toys. If you want 
my advice, prepare your fucking ass and your shit-eating mouth. They ain’t gonna be the same 
after I’m done with you.” 

The leopard turned around, and Arcades could hear a nearby door close behind him. The 


fox rolled himself over to his back, and he looked up at the room to see that the leopard was 


nowhere in sight. Arcades decided that it was either escape now, or lose his virginity and 
possibly more. Arcades unzipped his back pocket, and he felt the keyring which he always kept. 
He removed the keyring, and he felt for the ZAK Tools universal handcuff key that was on his 
keyring. He then moved his wrists beside his body as far as he was able to do so, and he found 
himself able to see himself open the handcuffs around his wrists. Once he freed his wrists, the 
fox worked on getting his ankles unlocked. After a short period of time, Arcades was now free 
again. The fox stood up, and he immediately drew his G17. His hands were still shaking from 
what almost happened, but he knew that he needed to keep his cool. Arcades wiped the 
remaining tears from his face using his left arm, and he racked the handgun’s slide when he 
finished. Arcades held the weapon tightly in his right hand while he waited for the leopard to 
return. There was no telling what the leopard was going to come back with, but Arcades was not 
taking any chances. As he trained his sights on the door, his attention turned to all of the 
‘decorations’. Many silicone penises populated the tables around the luxury room. Arcades did 
not understand how one could become so depraved. 

After waiting for a few moments, the door finally opened. The leopard stepped out while 
holding a large dildo in one hand and a ring gag in the other hand. The leopard was carrying 
multiple restraints around his shoulders, and he immediately stopped in his tracks when he saw 
that he was looking down the barrel of a Glock. Arcades did not say anything to the leopard at 
first, as he was at a loss of words. A bottle of lubricant that the leopard was also holding fell to 
the floor. Arcades’ hands began to shake slightly as he remembered what the leopard was 
planning on doing to him. Arcades’ breathing was now noticeably audible as he now struggled to 
keep his sights trained on the leopard. The leopard pointed at the fox while holding the dildo, 


“Bitch, you drop that gun right now.” Tears rolled down Arcades’ cheeks. He really wanted to 


shoot the leopard, but he knew that it would still be wrong to do so. Arcades did not know of any 
other way to neutralize the anthro that was standing in front of him. The fox briefly remembered 
that his Oakley SI Assault Gloves featured carbon fiber knuckles. Arcades used a moment of 
quick thinking. 

The fox removed his left hand from his handgun, and he brought his right hand closer to 
his body in order to prevent the leopard from disarming him. Arcades tightly clenched his left 
fist, and he began breathing heavily once more. The fox finally swung as hard as he could at the 
leopard’s face. The leopard was caught off-guard by the fox’s attack, as he did not notice 
Arcades’ fist in the dim lights. The leopard dropped the sex toys that he was holding, and 
Arcades began to beat the leopard with his empty fist and the Glock that he was wielding in his 
right hand. The leopard was knocked unconscious fairly easily, but Arcades continued to swing 
away. The more Arcades swung at the downed leopard, the more he began to cry. He eventually 
got to the point where he broke down into a sobbing mess, and he finally stepped away from the 
leopard. Arcades looked at his hands, and he could see the leopard’s blood all over his carbon 
fiber knuckles. Arcades slowly put his handgun away, and he began to cry some more. He 
looked back at the leopard, which was now profusely bleeding from the mouth and nose. 

Arcades knew that he could not wipe his eyes with his hands, due to the sheer amount of 
likely HIV-positive blood on them. Arcades instead wanted to get the blood off of his gloves 
somehow. The fox looked around for a bathroom, but when he entered it, it looked as if it was 
made specifically for the purpose of having sex inside. Sex toys were all over the counter, and 
Arcades found even more when he checked the cabinet under the sink. Arcades turned on the 
water, and he washed the blood off of his gloved hands before stepping back away from the sink. 


He turned on a light, and he was able to see himself. Dust from his initial entry was still on his 


uniform, but he managed to get the blood off of his gloves. When Arcades left the bathroom, he 
turned the lights back off, and he noticed that the leopard was now accumulating a sizable pool 
of blood on the floor surrounding him. Arcades shook his head and he thought, ‘Did I really beat 
him up that good?’ 

Arcades did not want to spend anymore time here, but he needed to get the leopard’s 
collar in order to likely access the door that he needed to get to the helipad. After all, he did not 
know how much time he had until the helicopter came in. Carefully avoiding the hazardous 
blood that was still dripping from the leopard, Arcades pushed the leopard’s head forwards in 
order to examine the back of the collar. The collar had the Omega Foundation logo on the back, 
and Arcades was now almost completely certain that the Omega Foundation was running this 
hotel. The fox could not find a way to release the collar from the leopard’s neck. He then was 
able to see a couple of screws that seemed to connect the RFID tag to the collar. Arcades used 
his multitool in order to remove the tag. He finally stepped away from the leopard, and the fox 
was ready to get going. 

Arcades first decided to test the tag by waving it in front of the door he came in without 
fully closing it. The light on the door went from red to green, and this was confirmation of a 
functional tag to the fox. Arcades stepped out of the room, and he looked up at a nearby 
stairwell. The stairwell had a sign above it that read, “HELIPAD AND ROOFTOP ACCESS, ” 
and Arcades was now very relieved to see the sign. He wanted to figure out what Omega’s cargo 
was and get out. He did not want to have another run-in with a sexual deviant ever again. 
Unfortunately for the fox, he would not get his wish. 

Arcades climbed the stairwell, and he used the RFID tag when he reached the door that 


connected the building to the rooftop. When Arcades reached the rooftops, he ducked down 


when he saw a group of eight humans wearing black and blue combat gear. The men were armed 
with suppressed FN SCAR-Ls, and they were looking up to the sky. Arcades looked up, and he 
could barely see the stealth helicopter coming in. The fox concluded that he made it just in time. 
The men were standing near a large black crate that was completely unmarked. Luckily for the 
fox, Arcades was not heard by the humans on the roof. Arcades went prone, and he crawled 
behind a nearby obstruction that he could use as cover. The fox watched as the Stealth Hawk was 
preparing to land on the helipad on the roof. As the helicopter was approaching, Arcades could 
notice that the navigation lights on the helicopter had been disabled in an attempt to prevent the 
helicopter from being spotted whilst flying at night. This only made the fox wonder more of the 
cargo’s contents. 

The Stealth Hawk landed on the unilluminated helipad, and the helicopter’s door slid 
open to let another human out. As the human stepped out, the pilot of the Stealth Hawk disabled 
the engine. Arcades listened carefully to what the humans were speaking of. The man who 
stepped out began speaking, “What do you have for us today?” The human that he was speaking 
to was standing next to the black crate. The armored man replied, ““We’ve got two of them for 
you. Our informant picked them out specifically. He told us that these two are ready for 
anything. When you get them to Facility Five, then you can do all the testing you want with 
them. He said that these two are exactly what the Foundation is looking for” Arcades did not 
peek up above as the men talked; Instead, the fox was working on figuring out when he would 
plant the tracking device he brought with him. He figured that he would plant the tracker on the 
cargo itself, as he really wanted to know where it would be going. However, he did not want to 


let the cargo reach its destination. He had no idea what could be inside of the large crate, but he 


considered how the crew took every precaution to not have the helicopter sorties discovered by 
anyone. 

“Good. Get that crate on the helicopter, and we’ll be on our way. However, I want to 
speak with the informant first,” the man spoke. The armored man then said, “Sure. I'll lead you 
to him. If he’s not otherwise occupied, he’ll speak with you.” The two men walked past Arcades, 
and they opened the door that would lead them down into the hotel itself. Arcades then was able 
to hear the crate being lifted up, and he listened as the other men were carrying the crate to the 
helicopter. The fox peeked over the cover, and he could see that the men were now securing the 
crate to the helicopter’s interior. A few moments went by, and the crew finally finished their 
task. Within moments, the radio of one of the operatives sounded, “Attention! We have a 
situation. The informant has been injured. Provide assistance and secure the area. Over.” Arcades 
ducked his head down, and he could hear several men scurry past him. After the noise subsided, 
Arcades peeked back over the cover. There was nobody watching the crate now. Arcades 
decided that this would be a perfect time to plant the tracking device on the helicopter. 

The fox stood up, and he removed the tracking device from one of his equipment 
pouches. He toggled the device, and he ran up to the crate in order to stick the tracker on the 
crate. He placed it in a corner on the top of the crate. It did not protrude from the crate, and the 
tracker did not look too out of place. Arcades then moved back away from the helicopter before 
returning to his hiding spot. Arcades needed a way to leave, but he knew that he would not make 
it out by going back down the floors as he tried going up. He would surely be caught trying to 
escape by the anthros if the humans did not catch him first. They had to have been looking for 


him now. Arcades got up on his knees, and he looked at the helicopter. He wondered if the crew 


kept any emergency parachutes in the helicopter. He figured that he would use one of them to 
jump off the building and parachute down before calling Bocchino for exfil. 

The fox stood up, and he moved to the helicopter. He climbed aboard, and he looked to 
see if the pilot was still in the pilot’s seat. To his surprise, the pilot was gone. He figured the pilot 
must have gone into the building to investigate with the rest of the humans. Though Arcades was 
not one hundred percent sure of the situation, he had a good feeling that the ‘informant’ was the 
leopard that he had left unconscious, given how far the human must have traveled into the hotel 
before contacting the rest of the squad via radio. He also was almost completely sure that ‘the 
Foundation’ the humans were referring to was indeed the Omega Foundation. Arcades decided 
he probably should not try and tamper with the cargo some more. He did not know when the 
crew would return topside, and he did not want to make the cargo look like it had been tampered 
with. Being a tall fox, Arcades was able to look on the top of the crate, and he noticed that the 
tracker that he planted was blinking a green light. This indicated that the tracker was sending 
information back to its intended destination. Arcades remembered what he came inside of the 
helicopter to do, so he went searching for a parachute. 

After quietly searching through the helicopter for a moment, Arcades found a few 
noteworthy items. He found the parachute he was looking for, but he also found a few Omega 
Foundation hook and loop patches. Arcades reasoned that the operatives removed the patches 
before exiting the helicopter to make sure that the least amount of evidence would be able to 
trace back to the Omega Foundation. Arcades was unsure if he wanted to take the patches, but he 
ended up deciding to take them. He placed the patches in his thigh pocket, and he worked on 


strapping the parachute to his person. 


Once the fox finished, he exited the helicopter for the last time, and he walked towards 
the edge of the building. He was planning on jumping off and deploying the chute once he was 
far enough from the building so that it would not snag on anything potentially protruding from 
the building. Arcades decided that he would wait to contact Bocchino until after he landed in 
order to prevent his communications from being potentially intercepted by the Omega 
operatives. He still didn’t know where the humans currently were. Arcades also decided that he 
would use callsigns as well in order to mask his identity as much as possible. He did not know 
what Omega was capable of, but he considered the Foundation had to have been significant 
enough to build at least five different facilities. 

The fox stood at the edge of the building, and he looked down at his feet before looking 
out at the night sky. Arcades was trusting that the parachute was ready to deploy, as he did not 
take too much time to check it over. The fox prayed silently to God before he leaped off of the 
building. Arcades jumped in a way that enabled him to almost launch himself forwards. He was 
able to generate forward momentum on his way down, and this would allow him to clear the 
building. Once Arcades felt he was far enough away from the building, he pulled the ripcord on 
his parachute. The chute deployed successfully, and the fox took a sigh of relief. As he floated 
towards the ground, he felt a gust of wind that carried him towards some trees. Arcades was now 
approaching the ground faster than he wanted to, so he braced himself for impact with the trees. 

To his surprise, the fox landed in a wooded area that only caught him by the parachute. 
There were no lights nearby, so visibility was extremely limited. Arcades was hanging from the 
trees by the parachute, and he looked down at the ground. He discerned that the ground was 
around ten feet from where he was hanging. The fox decided that he would take his chances and 


doff the parachute in order to drop to the ground. Arcades unbuckled the parachute from his 


body, and he fell to the ground. Arcades landed on his feet, and he used his knees to absorb some 
of the shock. Though he fell over on his back after the fall, the fox stood up, and he looked up at 
the parachute. He figured that it would be best for him to start moving in order to evade the 
Omega operatives that were searching for him. Arcades spoke over the radio. 

“Ghost 1-2 this is Ghost 1-Actual, objective has been accomplished. Requesting 
immediate exfiltration from the AO and ETA on arrival. Over.” The fox heard Bocchino’s voice 
over the radio momentarily, “Roger, Ghost 1-Actual. This is Ghost 1-2. Exfil is ETA ten minutes 
out from the AO. Proceeding to rendezvous point. Out.” Arcades knew that Bocchino would 
attempt to pick him up in front of the building, so he decided to alert the cat of his new location. 
The fox spoke over the radio again, “Ghost 1-2, be advised that I have moved away from the RV 
point, and Iam OTM on the road. Over.” The cat then replied, “Copy. Standby for exfil. Out.” 

After a few minutes of walking down the road, Arcades saw a familiar vehicle pull up. 
He immediately recognized that Bocchino was driving the car, and this gave him another sigh of 
relief. The fox was not sure if he was ever so happy to see the cat. Bocchino did a quick U-turn, 
and the cat stopped the car in front of the fox. Arcades opened the door, and he climbed inside of 
the car. Bocchino then left off the brake, and he began driving. Arcades removed the headset that 
he was wearing, and he unplugged it from his radio before turning his radio off. Bocchio began 
to speak to Arcades, “So, you were able to plant the tracker without them seeing you?” Arcades 
nodded before saying, “Yeah... I did it. We can go back home and check to see where the cargo 
is going.” The cat became curious, “What is the cargo?” Arcades replied, “I didn’t get to see 
what was inside. I planted the tracker, though.” Bocchino watched the road as he continued 


talking. He asked, “How did you get out so fast? You called me a little after two hours during the 


mission timeline.” Arcades answered the question, “I jumped off the building with a parachute I 
got from the helicopter. While I was in there, I found these.” 

Arcades pulled out the Omega Foundation patches from his pocket, and he showed the 
cat. Bocchino raised his eyebrows, “Oh shit. Well I’d be damned. I guess you got something 
right, Kurt. The Omega Foundation is up to something.” Arcades slipped the patches back into 
his pants. When he did so, Bocchino got a good view of the dust that was on the fox’s pants. The 
cat asked, “What’s up with your pants? How’d they get so dirty?” The fox replied, “I had to 
crawl through a vent in order to get inside of the building.” Bocchino’s thought process was 
moving in another direction, “Oh, what did you see inside of there?” Arcades breathed out 
heavily as the last two hours flashed before his eyes. Arcades did not want to think about what he 
saw. The fox replied after a moment of silence, “Can we talk about that later? It was not 
pretty...” Bocchino shook his head slowly, “Pfft. I guess I could say that I’m glad I wasn’t the 
one to go in there.” The fox removed his gloves, and he dropped them on the headset that was 
lying on the floor. Arcades swallowed his saliva before saying, “Let’s just go home, Bobby.” 

The fox reached behind the seat, and he retrieved the Bible that he had left in the same 
place. Bocchino saw Arcades grab the Bible, “I figured you’d go and grab that book of yours.” 
Arcades did not reply to the cat, but he did flip open to the Gospel of Matthew. He figured that 
he should re-read what Jesus said during His ministry. He could not thank God enough for 
allowing him to escape the hotel with his virginity. Arcades clutched the Bible tightly, and he did 
not want to let go of it. However, the empty plate carrier that he was still wearing was causing 
some discomfort. Arcades placed the Bible down on his lap, and he removed the plate carrier as 
well as his MOLLE belt before placing them where he had his other gear. Arcades picked up the 


Bible again, but he closed his eyes. The fox silently prayed to God, and he mainly thanked God 


that he was able to make it out of the hotel in one piece. He also prayed that God would comfort 
him since he saw some very troubling sights in the hotel. Once the fox finished praying, he 


began to read from the Book of Matthew. He could not thank God enough. 


Chapter 9 


Put Me on a Train 


“So, that’s what you saw there?” Bocchino asked to see if the fox was finished telling 
him about what he saw the previous night. Arcades nodded in affirmation, “Yes, that’s what 
happened there. I’m lucky I made it out there myself and not in Omega’s captivity.” Bocchino 
raised his eyebrows, “Holy shit, son. You almost got fucked up out there. Literally.” Arcades did 
not reply to what the cat said. Though the fox let Bocchino say whatever he wanted, he did not 
particularly like it when the cat used vulgar language. 

“Do we have a fix on the location of the crate?” Arcades changed the subject. Bocchino 
maximized a program on his computer, and he zoomed into a small dot that was pinging on a 
map of the United States. As Bocchino continued to scroll in, he was able to point the marker on 
railroad tracks. Arcades took a good look at the screen, “They put it on a train?” Bocchino 
replied after looking at the screen for himself, “Looks that way. Hey, you said that those guys 
said they were gonna take the crate to a place called Facility Five. Any idea where that is?” The 
fox replied, “I do not. They didn’t even mention what the cargo was when they were going to 
transfer it. All I could infer was that it is very valuable to Omega. The operators who were on the 
helicopter had night vision equipment, as they did not have any other lights on out there. Their 
gear looked pretty advanced too. They had the latest Crye equipment, and their NVGS looked 
like the EOTech PSQ-36 or something like that. Those go for over $30,000 each. They ain’t 


cheap.” 


Bocchino turned back around to the fox, “So, you’re telling me that they’re not fucking 
around here. They get shit done.” Arcades decided to ignore Bocchino’s choice of words again, 
“They’re not playing around, and that is for sure. I really wish I brought a way to gather evidence 
with me on that mission. If we were to tell someone about that place, then I doubt it would be 
able to stay open for too much longer. However, at the same time, being an all anthro 
establishment, it would not help human-anthro relations.” Bocchino shook his head, “You told 
me the humans came in to gather the cargo. Right?” Arcades nodded, “Yes, but the guests inside 
were all anthros. That leopard that I had to incapacitate was referred to as an informant by the 
Omega guys. My guess is he’s part of Omega, but I dunno how involved he was.” Bocchino 
remembered the helicopter that Arcades described to him, “Say, you told me that chopper was a 
modified Black Hawk like the one we use?” Arcades replied, “It is. The body has been modified 
with angular geometry. It looks a lot like the mock-ups of the helicopter that was supposedly sent 
during the mission when the SEALs killed Osama Bin Laden. It looks a lot like the model that 
was used for the movie Zero Dark Thirty. Kinda makes me wonder if Omega was able to get the 
original plans from the US Military, or they did it themselves. The Stealth Hawk was never 
officially confirmed. All we ever had was an image from when the helicopter’s tail broke off. I 
took a look at the tail while I was there to see it in person, and it looked a lot like the one that 
was found after the raid.” 

“T dunno about that one, Kurt. Kinda seems a bit far fetched to me,” Bocchino was not 
convinced. Arcades took a deep breath in, “That was the same helicopter model that I saw at 
Hong Kong. I don’t know any other groups that would operate with it. All I know is that I got the 
Omega emblems from the helicopter. I couldn’t stay too long. Remember?” Bocchino scratched 


his nose, “We need to go and get that cargo before it ends up at the destination.” The fox 


propped his bare foot up against the wall, “Yeah. I’m not sure what would be the best way to do 
that, though. How far away is it by helicopter?” The cat read the screen, and he did some rough 
calculations in his head, “I’d give it about two hours. If we leave in an hour, we’ll be able to 
have a straight course to it from here.” 

Arcades considered what the cat was saying. He then suggested, “How about we have our 
helicopter drop us off right on top of the train. We make our way into the car with the cargo, we 
get the cargo out, and then we take it back to base via helicopter extraction. Sounds like a plan?” 
Bocchino shrugged, “It could work, but you’re the boss, Kurt. Remember?” Arcades thought it 
all over. He knew that time was not on his side. He would have to make a decision and make it 
promptly. He really did not want Omega to get away with their cargo, for the fox knew that he 
would likely not have another chance like this again. 

Arcades decided to go ahead with the mission, “Alright. Let’s get ready, and we’ll go.” 
Bocchino raised his eyebrows, “Well, shit. Alright. From one mission into another.” Arcades left 
Bocchino’s room after the cat’s last comment. The fox himself did not want to go straight into 
another mission, especially after the previous night. He only had a few hours of sleep when he 
got back to Fox Security. After the experience he had during the night, it was hard for him to go 
to sleep. While Bocchino did sleep on the plane, Arcades couldn’t. He was still reviewing what 
he saw in the hotel over again in his head. Arcades decided that the cargo would have to come 
first. 

The fox grabbed his Crye Precision G4 uniform when he stopped by his room. Arcades 
changed out of his polo shirt and tactical shorts into his Multicam combat attire. Once the fox 
finished, he decided that he would go and ask Jason if he would want to go on the mission to 


retrieve the cargo. Arcades made his way down the hall, and he navigated to the wolf’s room. 


The fox knocked on the door, and he heard the wolf reply, “Who’s there?” The fox spoke, “It’s 
Kurt.” Jason opened the door for the fox. The wolf was happy to see Arcades again, “You’re 
back, mate. How did it go out there?” Arcades closed his eyes, and he raised his eyebrows at the 
same time. He knew that Jason did not see what happened at the hotel. 

“Yeah, I made it out. Look, we’ve got a situation. The Omega Foundation was carrying 
cargo out of that place that I went to last night, and now they have it on a train. I’m about to go 
with Bobby and the crew that went with us to Syria if they’re willing to go and help to get the 
cargo out. Are you with me?” Jason accepted the offer, “Yeah, sure mate. I can see why you’d 
want to get that cargo.” The fox nodded in response, “Alright, good. So go get your stuff and 
meet me outside in an hour. We’ll be going in by helicopter. We’re going to fast-rope down onto 
the train and find the cargo.” The wolf patted Arcades on the shoulder, “Sounds good to me, 
mate. Let’s get going.” 

The helicopter gained altitude, and it was beginning to fly towards the waypoint that 
Bocchino had already plotted on the aircraft’s navigation system. The cat pointed towards the 
marker on the GPS to the pilot, “It’s right there. We’re gonna get there at around the same time 
as the train most likely.” The pilot nodded, and he began pushing the stick forwards while giving 
the helicopter more throttle. The small squad of five sat in the helicopter as the pilot was flying. 
The fox looked at his small squad that was coming with him. It was him, Jason, Bocchino, Jacob, 
and Noah. The rest of the team was not at the base during the time. All of the men were wearing 
Multicam, and they were geared for a combat scenario. Arcades decided to wear his JPC 2.0 and 
his FAST helmet. He also brought his Salient GRY with him, a rifle that he had not taken with 


him since Alaska. 


The fox looked at the weapons his men were armed with. Jason was armed with the 
HK433 that Arcades had used in Syria. Bocchino was using an ARX-160, Noah was using an 
ACR, and Jacob had a SCAR-L. Arcades assumed that Jason wanted to try out the HK433 since 
he saw Arcades using it when they went to Berlin and Syria. Arcades made sure that his EOTech 
on his GRY was currently off, as he would turn it on when he would arrive at the landing zone to 
save battery. The fox collapsed the stock to allow himself more room to work with as he checked 
over all of his other equipment. Arcades pushed his M2 Frames closer to his face with a gloved 
hand. He was still not wearing shoes. He looked around at the others in the helicopter. He was 
still the only one not wearing shoes, and the fox wondered what the others thought of this habit 
of Arcades’. 

“Approaching the tracks. I can see them from here,” the pilot of the HH-60 announced as 
he began descending on the tracks. The fox stood up, and he opened the door of the helicopter by 
sliding it. He took a look outside, and he could see a train in the distance that had not reached 
them yet. Arcades wondered if the train he was looking at was the right one. He did not have a 
means to directly track the cargo, but Bocchino was keeping track of time. The fox spoke, “I see 
a train that’s coming. Does it sound like the right one for the time, Bobby?” Bocchino pulled his 
sleeve back to look at his watch. After looking at the time, he replied, “Yep. Right on schedule. 
I’m sure that’s the right one.” 

“Hold on, Kurt. We’re about to start a deep descent,” the human pilot gave a heads-up to 
the fox. Arcades held onto a bar on the roof of the helicopter’s cabin, and the pilot began 
descending on the train tracks. The fox was able to keep himself balanced and standing as the 
helicopter descended. He looked back at his men, and he realized that he was the only one 


standing. He decided that he should just stand until it was time to jump on the train. After the 


helicopter leveled itself out when it got close enough to the ground, Arcades was contemplating 
whether to chamber a round or not. He noticed that Bocchino was the first to chamber a round 
into his weapon. Jason followed second, and then the other two humans chambered rounds into 
their weapons as well. Arcades decided he would not chamber a round into his weapon. He was 
still planning on not shooting anybody. 

The pilot slowed down the helicopter, and the train soon was able to catch up. Once the 
train had almost traveled ahead of the helicopter, the pilot sped the helicopter up in order to keep 
up with the train, and this would be how the squad would jump on the roof of the train cars. 
However, they did not know which car the cargo was being held in. The train had fifteen cars, so 
Arcades was not sure which car to start with. He decided he would start with the car that they 
would land on once the pilot gave them the go-ahead. The rest of the men in the cabin stood up, 
and they moved up to join Arcades by the door. The fox was looking down at the car, and he was 
impressed with how well the pilot was able to match the speed of the moving train. 

Arcades knew that he would have to jump out relatively quickly once the pilot was ready 
to deploy the squad. The fox did not know if the upcoming track had any bends to it, and he also 
was not sure if there were any large trees nearby that could pose a threat to the aircraft. He did 
not want to make the pilot’s job harder than it already was. After a few seconds, the pilot 
announced, “Alright. You guys are cleared to jump out.” Arcades leaped out of the helicopter 
and onto the train he landed. He only leapt around four feet onto the roof of the train. After he 
landed on the train, he looked up at the rest of his men in the helicopter. Bocchino was the 
second to jump off, and the cat immediately looked down the sights of his rifle once he landed 


on the train. Jason was the third to jump off, but he did not land on the train balanced. The wolf 


stumbled, and he came close to falling off the edge of the train car. Arcades had grabbed the 
wolf’s left arm to prevent him from falling off. 

“Shit... Thanks, mate,” Jason thanked the fox. Once Jason was able to stand balanced, 
Jacob and Noah finally joined the three anthros on the train. Arcades did a mental headcount 
before holding the button on his PTT to inform the pilot of the successful deployment, “We are 
all on the train. Keep your distance from the train and remain on standby until we are ready for 
extraction. Over.” The pilot promptly responded before proceeding, “Solid copy, Arcades.” The 
fox watched as the helicopter began moving away from him. Once the helicopter had gained a 
considerable distance away from the squad, they decided that it was now time to actually start 
the mission. Jason asked a question Arcades did not know, “So, which car is it?” Arcades looked 
back and forth at the cars on both sides, “I’m not sure. I know what the cargo looks like, though. 
It’s a large silver and black box. It is completely unmarked.” Bocchino turned around to face the 
fox that was not looking at him, “You didn’t bring the tracker?” 

Arcades shook his head, “No, I forgot to grab it before we left base. We’re going to have 
to search all of these cars until we find it. Bocchino was already impatient and he voiced his 
impatience, “Dammit, fuck...” Arcades once again ignored the cat’s word choice, “We’ll see 
what else we can find along the way. I’m not sure if this entire train is owned by Omega, 
though.” Jacob moved closer to the hatch that was on top of the car that the squad was currently 
standing on, “How about we start here first? It looks like they forgot to lock the top hatch here.” 
Arcades walked up to the hatch, and he noticed that it was indeed unlocked. The fox cleared the 
men to commence with the entry, “Sure. Let’s start here.” Jacob began to twist the wheel on the 


hatch until it opened. The human lifted up the hatch, and he peeked inside. The car was 


completely unoccupied. Jacob looked up at Arcades and said, “This one’s clear of hostiles. Let’s 
get in.” 

The fox was the first to climb inside the hatch, but he noticed that there was not a ladder 
that he would be able to use to get himself up or down. Luckily, the car was not too tall, so he 
would not break his legs from the fall. Arcades lowered himself down the best he could before 
dropping himself in the train. The fox landed on his bare feet, and he did not sustain any injuries 
even with the ceramic plates that were considerably weighing him down. His thin legs were able 
to bear the weight of the plates even after the short fall. The fox looked up at the four men that 
were looking down at him from the roof. He called out to them, “This one doesn’t have a ladder! 
You’ll have to jump down yourselves. We won’t be able to get back up from here.” Bocchino 
was the next one to jump down the hatch. He landed without grunting, and he quickly examined 
his surroundings before moving aside to let the next person jump in. 

Noah spun his ACR around to his back by using his two point rifle sling. He then hopped 
down the hatch as well. He slightly grunted when he hit the ground, but he was not injured by the 
fall. He retrieved his ACR which he stowed away, and he waited for the next man to jump. Jason 
soon followed by hopping down the hatch. When the wolf landed on the train car’s floor, he 
accidentally dropped the mag out of his HK433. Arcades bent down, grabbed the magazine for 
the wolf, and he handed Jason the magazine. The wolf seated it into his rifle again after thanking 
the fox for grabbing the magazine for him. Jacob finally joined the squad in the train. Arcades 
noticed that the human had closed the hatch on his way inside. The train car was now very dark 
since there was no active lighting inside of the train cars. 

Arcades held up his rifle, flipped on the flashlight that was part of his PEQ-15, and he 


shined it around the train car. His polarized sunglasses were not helping him see in the dark, so 


the fox let go of the rifle’s pistol grip in order to remove the sunglasses from his face. Once he 
was able to see better, the fox looked for a place where he could leave his sunglasses. He decided 
that his dump pouch would make for the best place to leave the glasses; he just had to make sure 
that he did not sit on them. The fox heard a click followed by the internal lights in the car begin 
to shine. Arcades closed his eyes momentarily as his eyes were adjusting for the dark, and the 
sudden change of light made his eyes sting slightly. Once he opened his eyes again, he looked to 
see if anybody had turned on the lights, and Arcades saw Noah standing next to what looked to 
be a lightswitch. The fox disabled his PEQ-15, but he still decided to keep his glasses off. He did 
not know if the next car would be lit. 

The fox looked around the train car, and he could see several crates; However, the crates 
did not look like the crate that he was searching for. Arcades decided that he would try and open 
a few of them just to see if they were owned by Omega. Arcades walked up to one of the crates, 
and he was looking for a way to open it. Arcades then heard Bocchino’s voice, “Kurt, is that the 
crate you need?” Arcades shook his head while he continued to search for a way to open the 
crate in front of him, “‘No, this isn’t. I want to know if these crates belong to Omega or not.” 
Bocchino moved closer to the fox to inspect the crate that he was looking at. The cat flipped a 
latch on the crate and pulled the top off. 

“Oh shoot, that’s new,” Arcades commented as he viewed the crate’s contents. The fox 
was looking at what appeared to be an assault rifle with a launcher integrated with it. Though 
many rifles with launchers existed, the launchers were almost always underneath the barrel. This 
weapon had a launcher that was located on top of the main rifle. Arcades thought the rifle looked 
familiar to a 90s prototype. The fox picked the rifle up, and he held it. He saw that a PMAG was 


already seated in the rifle. Arcades located the weapon’s magazine release, and he dropped the 


magazine to check if the rifle was loaded. The magazine was empty. Next, Arcades looked for a 
charging handle, and he found one that was on the left side of the rifle. He pulled the charging 
handle backwards, and he held it once it reached its backwards position. Arcades flipped the rifle 
around to its other side, and he looked inside of the breech. The rifle was clear. 

“What is that supposed to be?” Jason asked the fox. Arcades continued looking at the 
rifle as he spoke, “I’m not entirely sure. It reminds me of the Heckler and Koch XM29 OICW, 
but that project was cancelled decades ago. This looks like a new version of it, but I dunno who 
manufactured it.” The wolf nodded, “Interesting. We’re going to split up and go look around the 
other cars.” Arcades ejected the magazine from the launcher portion of the rifle. The launcher 
was fed through a magazine that was in the stock. This made the weapon a hybrid of a bullpup 
and a conventional rifle. Arcades acknowledged the wolf, “Alright. You’re with me. Tell 
Bocchino that he should go with Noah and Jacob to go and see what they can find in the other 
cars.” Jason began to walk back from where the other three operators were standing, “Got it, 
Kurt.” 

Arcades looked at the magazine from the launcher that he removed. The weapon’s 
launcher component seemed to take 20 mm munitions due to the fact that it looked too small to 
accommodate for 40mm munitions. He pulled back the second charging handle that dealt with 
the launcher portion. The launcher’s charging handle was on top of the charging handle that 
Arcades pulled earlier. He noted that the charging handle behaved similarly to the Heckler & 
Koch G3 and its derivatives. The front of the charging handle had to be pulled upwards to 
provide more torque to pull the handle back. However, Arcades could not find a way to lock the 


bolt back for either of the actions that the weapon had, yet Arcades figured there had to have 


been a way to lock the bolt back. He knew that the feature was not present on all rifles, but it was 
becoming ever so popular. 

The fox looked for anything that could be a bolt catch. He took a brief look at the fire 
selector switch that was near the rifle’s grip. The rifle had several modes of fire. Currently, the 
rifle was on safe, but the other modes were ‘SEMI’, ‘BURST’, and ‘AUTO’. Since the fire 
modes were spelled out, it made Arcades think that the rifle had not been produced for nations 
that were outside of the English-speaking countries. However, he did take into account that 
English was becoming one of the most popular languages in the world. Arcades flipped the rifle 
over to its other side, and he noticed that there was another selector switch. This switch only had 
two options, ‘KE’ and ‘HE’. Arcades recognized the acronyms from the XM29 OICW. The fox 
came to the conclusion that the launcher was part of the rifle itself, and was not just a feature that 
was added to an already existing rifle. 

When Arcades looked at the receiver group of the rifle, he noticed an omega symbol on 
it. The symbol looked much like the patch that he brought out of the Stealth Hawk, but it lacked 
color. He looked at the inscription that was underneath the logo, “OMEGA FOUNDATION 
XMP-1” The fox’s eyes lit up once he read the inscription. The rifle was made by the Omega 
Foundation, but Arcades did not know what XMP-1 stood for. He assumed that it was the model 
number, but Arcades was surprised that he had never seen the rifle before. The fox was 
wondering how long the Foundation had been manufacturing the weapon for. Arcades decided to 
voice his findings to Jason, “Hey, Jason.” 

The wolf turned around while he was looking through the other cargo in the car, “This 
weapon was made by Omega. It has their logo and everything.” Jason then said, “Damn. They’re 


making their own weapons?” The fox nodded, “Yeah. What did you find over there?” Jason said, 


“Plenty of ammo. All of the boxes either say 5.56x45mm or 20x40mm airburst.” Arcades looked 
up at the stacked boxes, “Oh shoot, that’s what this gun uses.” Jason questioned Arcades, 
“What? You mean the 5.56?” Arcades replied, “That, and the 20 mm airburst. It’s part of the 
rifle. One half of it fires out conventional intermediate rounds, but the other part fires out 20 mm 
grenades that detonate in midair. They were originally made to disable small unarmored 
vehicles, and to kill people from behind corners by sending shrapnel their way.” 

Arcades turned back around, and he looked up at all of the other crates in the car that 
looked to be about the same size that he retrieved the XMP-1 from. Some of the crates even 
stacked up to the roof of the train car. Arcades shook his head, “Oh man. Omega has been mass 
producing these. This isn’t just one prototype. They have all of that ammo for all of these guns.” 
Jason looked up at the stack of crates that Arcades was mentioning. The wolf asked, “So, are you 
going to take one of those?” The fox looked back down at the rifle. He looked at the scope that 
seemed to include an integrated rangefinder. The fox shook his head, “I don’t think so. We don’t 
manufacture stuff. Also, I don’t buy any grenades or grenade launchers. I don’t see them as 
being humane. I’m really not too fond of the idea of using explosives against living beings. 
Especially ones that send shrapnel everywhere. That’s why I don’t buy frag grenades.” Jason 
never knew the reason why Fox Security did not have any grenades, but he knew now. 

“Are you just going to leave that here?” Jason asked the fox. Arcades placed the rifle on 
the ground before replying, “Yes, but I’m going to photograph it first for evidence. We need to 
gather proof that the Omega Foundation is doing this kind of stuff. Since it has their logo on it, 
we have better odds at proving that this thing was produced by them.” The fox removed his 
phone from his pocket, and he opened his camera application. He zoomed in on the weapon 


while moving his bare fox feet out of the shot. After unsuccessfully trying to get a good angle 


while keeping his feet out of the shot, he got on his knees to take the shot. The fox started taking 
pictures of the rifle. He photographed the rifle from both sides, the chambers, the selector 
switches, and the Omega Foundation logo on the rifle. Once Arcades finished, he stood back up. 

“Wait, mate. Can’t you use that to find out which car the GPS signal is pinging from?” 
Arcades raised an eyebrow as he looked at his phone. He thought about it for a few moments, 
“You know. Maybe I can; if I have the software installed.” Arcades could not remember if he 
had the software on the phone that he needed in order to view his tracked GPS devices, but he 
looked around on his list of installed applications. Though he preferred to use the more accurate 
dedicated device that could locate his GPS trackers, he could vaguely remember having a backup 
program on his phone. Arcades found the program that he was looking for, “Oh, I think I found 
it.” Jason smiled, ““That’s good mate. Now we don’t have to run around the whole bloody train to 
find it.” The fox nodded in response, “Yeah. Lemme see if this shows where the tracker is 
pinging from.” Arcades opened the tracker using the program, and he waited for it to detect a 
signal. Within a few short moments, the signal was located, and it placed the signal several 
meters away. 

“T think it’s in the next car over, actually.” Jason moved closer to look at Arcades’ phone, 
“Really? The others went that away.” Arcades looked up to see that Jason was pointing in the 
opposite direction of the signal. The fox shook his head, “That’s the wrong way then. The car 
that’s the other way is the one we’re looking for.” The wolf looked in the direction Arcades was 
mentioning. Jason said, “Hmm.. We’d better go and check it out.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah. We 
probably should see what their cargo is. We’ll call up the others if we need to. They could be 
finding something else that’s equally as interesting. Just like how we found the weapons in 


here.” 


“Oh Kurt. Are we planning on taking the cargo that we find in the next car?” Jason asked 
Arcades. Arcades answered the question, “I don’t think so. Omega will find out that their stuff is 
missing, and they’ Il be looking for it. I also bet that their equipment has tracking devices 
implanted in half of it. I really doubt they'd like to come in to see that their stuff is missing. 
Also, we need to gather as much evidence as we can while they’re unaware. We won’t be able to 
have a good enough case against them if they either destroy the evidence or kill us first.” Jason 
thought it over before speaking, “I guess that makes sense. You’re going to put that gun back in 
the box where you found it?” The fox turned back around to see the weapon that was still lying 
on the floor. He then looked up at the box that was sitting where he found it to begin with. 

“Yeah. I'll go and put it back. You didn’t move any of that ammo, did you?” Arcades 
spoke. The wolf shook his head, “Nuh-uh. I didn’t touch any of that, mate.” The fox picked up 
the weapon again, and he made sure that the two magazines were seated in the weapon. As he 
was bringing it back over to the original box, he noticed three buttons that were surrounding the 
trigger guard. The first button had a plus sign on it. The next one had zero on it. The final button 
had a minus sign on it. The fox thought that the buttons functioned similarly to the XM29. They 
would be able to control the distance that the 20 mm round flies before it detonates. 

Before Arcades put the rifle back in the box, he briefly looked down the scope that was 
powered off. Arcades spoke aloud, “This thing is very impressive though. It’s like the XM29 if it 
was actually completed and put into production.” The wolf did not have anything else to say 
about the weapon since he was not familiar with the XM29 OICW. Arcades lowered the weapon 
into the box which it came in, and he closed it. He then reattached the latches on the box, and he 


sat the box back on the stack that he found it on. Arcades took a step back when he finished, and 


he looked around at all of the other boxes and crates to make sure that everything looked to be in 
place. 

“You sure there’s no security cameras or anything in here?” Jason asked the fox. Arcades 
looked up at the walls, and he looked around for security cameras. However, he did not notice 
such devices on the walls. Arcades spoke, “I don’t see any cameras anywhere. I don’t think they 
have any set up in here. That doesn’t mean we shouldn’t be careful. You never know if they have 
armed guards nearby with that hybrid weapon that we found.” Jason shrugged, “Eh. It’s not like 
they’d know who you are anyways. You look almost like any other fox. Minus the fact that your 
fur is black and white. Most of you blokes are reddish-orange and white.” Arcades scratched his 
neck, “Perhaps... Well, at least I’m not leaving any fingerprints with these gloves.” Jason looked 
down at the fox’s bare feet, “You’re leaving footprints, though.” Arcades smiled as a result of 
Jason’s comment, “Alright. I'll give you credit for that. Here, let’s just get going. We should see 
what’s in the other car.” 

Arcades and Jason stood in front of the door that would take them to the next train car. 
The way the door opened seemed to be similar to the hatch on the roof of the train that was 
previously used in order to gain entrance to the train. The fox grabbed the handle, and he began 
to twist it to open the door. After some turning, he could feel that the door was about to open. 
The door began to open, and Jason stuck the barrel of his rifle in the crack of the door. As the fox 
pulled the door open, Jason toggled on his weapon’s flashlight and looked inside. The wolf 
lowered his weapon after seeing that the next car was clear, “All clear.” Arcades replied, 
“Alright. Let’s get in there and see what they got.” 

The fox felt around along the side of the walls for a lightswitch due to the fact that the 


room was still dark. Though he was not wearing his sunglasses, his eyes had still not been 


adjusted for the darkness. After feeling around the walls with both of his hands, he finally felt the 
lightswitch. The fox flipped the switch after he held his eyes shut to prevent the light from 
stinging his eyes that were already in the process of adjusting for the darkness. After flipping the 
switch, Arcades slowly opened his eyes, and he began to turn around. He immediately 
recognized the silver crate that he saw the previous night. 

“Ts that the one, Kurt?” Jason asked the fox. Arcades held his Salient GRY with his left 
hand after it bumped up against his legs numerous times. Arcades looked at the box before 
replying, “Bingo. That’s gotta be it. That looks exactly like the one I saw last night.” Jason began 
walking towards the crate. The wolf asked, “How are you going to be sure that box is the right 
one, mate?” Arcades walked up closer to the box to inspect it. Though the darkness of the 
previous night made it difficult to pick out details of the crate, he remembered where he placed 
the tracking device. Arcades knew that the tracking device was on the top of the box, so he 
needed to see if it was still there. Arcades stood up on his toes to peek over the box. While he 
was doing so, Jason began looking at the fox’s exposed soles. 

“Yup, there it is. I see it,” Arcades spoke aloud before returning to a normal standing 
position. Jason’s eyes traveled back up to the fox’s face as he turned around, and the wolf 
attempted to play it off inconspicuously. Arcades could tell that Jason was likely looking at his 
feet again, but he decided to shrug it off. The fox was ready to get back with the mission, “This 
is the correct box. We need to get inside and see what the cargo is.” Jason looked behind the fox, 
and he studied the size of the container. The wolf commented, “For a box of that size, what do 
you think could be in it?” 

“That’s what I’m ready to find out,” Arcades spoke as he turned back around to face the 


box. He stowed his rifle away as he looked over the features of the seemingly featureless crate. 


He was looking for a latch, lever, or some other way that he would be able to open the crate. 
Arcades was not able to locate anything from where he was standing, so he knelt down in order 
to get a better look at the sides of the crate. He even pressed his ear up against the side to see if 
he could hear anything rattling inside. He could hear a faint sound coming from the box, but he 
did not know if that was just the noise of the train as it traveled. Jason walked up to the box as 
well, and the wolf began to look over the box. He wondered if Arcades was overlooking the way 
to open the box. 

After a few more moments of searching, Jason found what he thought was a carry handle. 
The wolf pulled the handle, and a clicking noise was heard. Arcades’ ear twitched towards the 
sound, “What? Did you find something?” Arcades asked. Jason continued to pull on the handle, 
“T think this may be it, Kurt.” As the wolf continued to pull the handle upwards, the roof of the 
box was traveling upwards. At the same time, the walls of the crate were traveling downwards. 
Arcades watched the metallic side panels as they folded downwards in order to reveal the 
contents of the crate. When the lid of the crate reached its maximum height, another clicking 
sound was heard. Arcades looked at the contents of the crate. 

“What in the world?” Arcades was the first one to speak. Jason looked at the fox before 
looking at the contents himself. Arcades was not sure what he was looking at. Inside of the crate 
knelt two anthros. One a female lynx and the other a male jackal. The two anthros were covered 
in what appeared to be black skin-tight latex suits. Their faces were not covered by the latex, but 
rather covered by a muzzle and blindfold. The anthros seemed to have been bound in a position 
that forced them to be kneeling, and they had hardly enough room to be jammed in the crate. 


Both anthros were bound with their hands behind their backs, and their arm restraints were 


attached to their ankle restraints to prevent them from standing or walking. The anthros were 
restrained with leather restraints rather than steel. 

“Unbelievable...” Arcades said in disbelief. Jason was silent, but Arcades did not know 
that Jason was thinking about Arcades being in the predicament that the two anthros were 
currently in. Arcades stepped behind the anthros, and the fox looked at the binds that held them 
down. He was trying to see how the restraints were attached to the anthros in the first place. 
However, he decided that it would be best to let them see and talk. Arcades sat up, and he pulled 
out his Heckler & Koch utility knife. He cut the rear straps that held the muzzles to the anthros’ 
mouths. He then cut the straps to the blindfolds, and he sat them aside. The fox returned to the 
front of the two anthros. They were only staring at him as if they did not understand what was 
going on. Arcades was surprised by their silence, for he was expecting them to plead for their 
freedom. 

“Hey, I’m here to get you both out,” Arcades spoke with a calm tone. The anthros were 
still silent, and they did not even bother to say anything. The fox raised an eyebrow as he did not 
understand what was happening either. Arcades paced to the left and right while still watching 
the anthros. Though they were staring at him, their expressions seemed to be almost empty. 
Jason watched Arcades as he moved back and forth, “What the bloody hell are you doing?” The 
wolf asked Arcades while he continued to pace. Arcades looked up at the wolf to reply, “Have 
you seen how they’re acting? It’s like they don’t even want to be free.” Jason shrugged, “Maybe 
they’re just surprised. Maybe they’re in shock or something?” Arcades looked back at the 
anthros as they still stared at him, “I dunno about that.” 

“We have a motion detection signal going off.” The human train engineer said to an 


operative that was standing in the cabin. The operative was wearing a blue combat uniform with 


black equipment, and he was holding an XMP-1. The operative listened to what the conductor 
was saying, “The cargo that you guys picked up from Facility 11. The motion detection has been 
tripped. You think they found a way to get out?” The operative saw the flashing light, “You 
mean the crate’s been opened? The motion detector is on the assembly that moves. It would only 
go off if the crate opens, and it does not open from the inside.” 

“Then the crate has been opened if that is the case,” the engineer said. The operative did 
not remember anybody saying that they were going to open the crate. However, he was also 
unaware that Fox Security operators were aboard the train. The operative let the sling hold the 
XMP-1 while he began switching his radio frequencies. The engineer asked, “You going to send 
somebody up to go and check it out?” The human operative nodded in affirmation before 
beginning the transmission, “Attention available personnel. The Facility 11 crate may have been 
opened. Whoever is closest, go check it out. Over.” A different voice was heard that accepted the 
task, “Alpha 1, this is Alpha 4. Going to investigate the crate, and I will provide sitrep with my 
findings. Standby.” 

Alpha 4 looked at his XMP-1, and he made sure that a round was chambered in the KE 
chamber before looking to see if an HE round was chambered. Though both chambers were 
loaded and ready to fire, Alpha 4 would be using the KE rounds instead, as the HE round would 
do more damage than it would be worth inside of the moving train. This would prove to be even 
more problematic considering the fact that the train was transporting live ammunition as well. 
The human began to open the door of the train that would take him to the next car. He still had a 
couple cars to go until he would reach the one that he would be investigating. This delay would 


buy Arcades and Jason some much needed time. 


“Can they even hear you?” Jason asked. Arcades squinted as he looked inside the jackal’s 
ear. There was nothing in the jackal’s ear that would prevent him from hearing. Arcades shook 
his head, “There ain’t nothin’ stopping him from hearing us.” Jason took a closer look at the two 
anthros, “Maybe they’re deaf or something?” Arcades moved behind the anthros before saying, 
“Look at me if you can hear me.” Both anthros immediately looked at the fox. Arcades raised his 
eyebrows. He waited to see if they would look away, but they kept their vision trained on 
Arcades. The fox decided to try something else, so he covered his mouth with his hand before 
speaking, “Look away from me.” The two anthros immediately did so, and they went back to 
looking directly ahead. Arcades was surprised, “Wait... Why did that happen?” The fox 
questioned aloud. 

Jason did not have an answer to provide Arcades with, but he did have something else to 
say, “So, they’re not deaf, but why are they not talking?” The fox scratched his face before 
remembering what was currently more important. He got down on his knees when he returned 
back behind the anthros, and he pulled out his knife again. He began starting to work on cutting 
the leather restraints. As Arcades began cutting, he looked up at Jason. He asked the wolf to 
investigate further, “Hey Jason. See if they have anything on them that leads back to Omega.” 
Jason squatted down in front of the jackal before speaking to Arcades again, “You mean that one 
organization that one NSS guy had a badge of?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, that one. You 
remember their emblem right? Blue circle with a yellow Omega symbol in the middle. However, 
it is not always in color. I need you to look for that symbol, basically.” 

“Dammit, can he even hear me?” Bocchino said with frustration as he tried to contact 
Arcades. The cat held the PTT again, “Arcades, this is Bocchino. What is your status? Over.” He 


did not get a response. Noah spoke to the cat, “You think he forgot to turn the thing on again? Or 


maybe he accidentally set the volume low?” The cat thought about a few possibilities. Jacob had 
something else to input, “Hey Bobby. What if he’s not even on your frequency?” The cat shook 
his head, “We haven’t changed it. This is the same frequency we used in Syria, and the same one 
we used last night. There is no reason why he shouldn’t be able to hear me.” Jacob shrugged 
before saying, “Hmm... I dunno. I’m with Noah. He probably forgot to turn it on again, or he 
muted the thing. He might be busy in there.” Bocchino was increasingly impatient, “Yeah, well 
then he’d better hurry his ass on up.” 

As Jason was examining the collars that the anthros were wearing, he could see that the 
screen of Arcades’ transceiver was changing colors from blue to orange. The wolf’s attention 
was caught by the flashing colors. He spoke, “Um, Kurt. Your radio is going off.” Arcades was 
just about to free the lynx from her binds as he heard Jason speak. The fox briefly did not know 
what Jason was talking about, but he then remembered that he was carrying his radio like he 
normally did. Arcades pulled the radio from the pouch that held it, and he twisted the knob on 
the top. After turning the knob, the fox said, “Oh shoot. I think I had it muted the whole time. 
Lemme see if I can contact Bobby.” 

Bocchino was about to go and find Arcades when he heard the fox’s voice, “Bocchino, 
this is Arcades. We have located the cargo, and we are currently working on extraction. We are 
in the car opposite from the direction that you traveled in from our starting car. Over.” The cat 
twitched his head due to his impatience before he replied, “Dammit Arcades. We tried to reach 


1”? 


you for the last few minutes!” Arcades was surprised to hear that they had been trying to reach 
him for that long, “Oh man, I’m sorry Bobby. What did you guys find in the car that you went 


into?” Part of Bocchino’s frustration was caused by the cargo that he uncovered. The cat decided 


to downright tell Arcades what he found, “Motherfucking dildos everywhere!” 


When Arcades heard the last thing Bocchino said, he stopped in the middle of cutting a 
leather restraint. The fox raised an eyebrow, and he looked up at Jason. The wolf was looking 
back at the fox with a similar surprised expression on his face as the wolf heard the cat’s 
exclamation. Since Arcades was using a speaker-microphone, Jason was able to hear the 
conversation. Arcades did not hold the PTT when he spoke to Jason, “Did I hear that right?” The 
wolf nodded, “Go ask him again if you don’t believe him, Kurt.” Arcades wanted to make sure 
he was hearing correctly, “Say again, Bocchino. What did you find in the car? Over.” The cat 
replied again, and he made extra sure to be loud enough to be heard clearly, ““The fucking train is 
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full of damn sex toys! They’ve got fucking dildos and a whole lot of other shit in here!” Arcades 
was now sure that he was hearing correctly. He began to speak, but he stopped himself halfway, 
“Wait? Why would the Omega Foundation --” 

Arcades looked downwards after he freed the lynx, and he was now able to hear 
something that sounded almost like a low droning noise. The fox was not too familiar with the 
noise, but it sounded a lot like a small electric motor. It reminded him of the days when he used 
to fly remote controlled aircraft when he was a young fox. Arcades heard Bocchino attempt to 
speak with him again, but the fox was more fixated on finding out what the noise was, “Arcades 
what are you doing?” Arcades held the PTT button again, “Standby Bocchino. I think I found 
something.” 

Arcades was sure that the lynx that he was seated behind was emanating the droning 
sound, but he was not entirely sure why there would be a noise. Arcades’ first guess was that the 
anthro was rigged with explosives, but the fox figured that explosives sounding like an electric 


motor would not be the best option for someone to use as it would give away the fact that an 


explosive device was present in the first place. As the fox investigated further, he began to feel 


the anthros’ back through the latex suit. He was feeling for where he could pinpoint the sound 
coming from. He could still hear the noise, but he was not feeling anything. Arcades removed his 
gloved hand, and Jason watched as Arcades was trying to find the source of the sound. 

“Mate, are you looking for something?” Jason asked. Arcades nodded, “Yeah, you don’t 
hear that? These two sound like they’re making some sort of droning sound just like those 
consumer UAVs used to make.” Jason shrugged, “Sorry Kurt, I never played with model 
airplanes when I grew up.” The fox was sure that he was not the only one hearing the noise, 
“Jason, you do hear that noise, right? It’s not just me having sudden hearing problems.” Jason 
quit moving for a moment as he focused, and he began to notice the sound that Arcades was 
talking about, “Hmm.. I think I hear what you mean, mate. It sounds like it’s coming from them 
two.” Arcades felt around the lynx’ back with his now bare hand, “Yeah. I’m trying to see 
where that noise is coming from.” As the fox moved his hand down the lynx’ back, he was 
starting to feel slight vibrations. 

As the fox moved his hand downwards, he could hear the lynx moan softly. He 
immediately stopped, and he took his hand off of the female lynx's back. Jason heard the moan 
as well, but he asked the fox, “Blimey. What did you do, mate?” Arcades pointed with his bare 
hand while holding his glove in his other hand, “I was feeling her to see where the sound was 
coming from, and then she moaned.” Jason was not satisfied with the response, “Mate, did you 
do that on purpose?” Arcades gave an honest answer, “I did not.” Jason decided to not press on. 
Arcades wondered again if the anthros were rigged with explosives. However, he did not even 
know where the explosives were if they were rigged. The latex suits were form fitting, and 
Arcades did not notice anything bulging out that would be out of the ordinary. The fox then 


thought about what Bocchino said he found in the other car. 


The fox looked at the lynx and he spoke to her, “Sit up for me.” The lynx sat up on her 
knees, and Arcades looked down after moving her tail out of the way. He could see a zipper that 
went across the bottom of the crotch area of the suit. Arcades shook his head in disapproval, “No 
way.” Jason wondered what the fox was talking about, “What’s the matter Kurt?” Arcades shook 
his head again, “I think they’ ve got vibrators in.” Jason was confused, “What? What are you 
talking about?” Arcades put his glove back on before lightly feeling the zipper. He could feel it 
vibrating, “Those sex toys that Bocchino found in the other car are going to the Omega 
Foundation alongside these two anthros here.” Jason looked at the fox as he was thinking of the 
best way to get the two anthros out. Jason said, “Mate, that doesn’t even make sense. Why would 
Omega do that?” Arcades remembered that he did not tell Jason about what he saw the previous 
night. 

“You weren’t on the mission last night. It’s a really long story and... I’ll just have to tell 
you later. Now is not the time at all,” Arcades said as Jason continued to look confused. Jason 
did not know what Arcades was talking about at all; Though the wolf knew that Arcades went on 
a mission, he did not know any other details besides that. Arcades noticed that the anthros were 
wearing collars as well. These collars resembled the ones that he saw when he was in Facility 11, 
but he did not know if they were equipped with the same technologies the other ones did. 

“T think they’re rigged with some sort of tracking device too.” Arcades spoke. Jason was 
having a hard time digesting all of the information he was receiving in the past few minutes. 
After the fox received no response from the wolf, he spoke again, “Their collars probably have 
some sort of tracking capabilities in them. We need to get them off before we can take them with 
us.” When Jason heard Arcades, he spoke again, “Wait, Kurt. You’re taking them with us?” The 


fox nodded as he inspected the collars, “We can’t just leave them here to be taken by Omega. 


These are living and breathing anthros! They’re anthros that were created by God, we can’t just 
leave them here.” 

“This is Alpha 4, I am right outside of the car containing the cargo. Beginning 
investigation. Over.” Alpha 4’s squad leader replied, “Copy Alpha 4. Proceed with caution. 
Out.” Alpha 4 began to work on opening the door that would lead him to the car that Arcades 
and Jason were in. He did not hear the fox or the wolf, so he was still unaware that there were 
other personnel aboard the train. Alpha 4 gripped his XMP-1 in one hand while using his other 
hand to open the door. As the door was becoming close to be opened, the anthros on the other 
side were now able to hear the human as he was opening the door. 

“T think I hear someone about to come in,” Arcades said as he stood up from where he 
was kneeling. Jason raised his HK433 at the door while Arcades dragged the two anthros to a 
safer place that would be out of the way of a potential bullet trajectory, so he moved them behind 
a few other boxes. Since they were free from the restraints, it was easy for Arcades to move them 
over to a covered area. Jason took a few steps back but remained in the middle of the train car 
with his sights still trained on the door. Arcades looked at the two anthros which were staring 
right back at him. The fox said, “Stay here and don’t make a noise. We’ll get you two out, so 
don’t worry.” Arcades stood up after hiding the anthros, and he held his rifle in his hands. The 
fox was unsure if he wanted to chamber a round. He didn’t want to shoot anybody, but he did not 
know if he would have to this time. 

Alpha 4 opened the door, and he stepped inside to see Jason aiming a rifle at him. Alpha 
4 immediately raised his XMP-1 while he screamed, “Hostile!” Jason was the first to fire at 
Alpha 4, and the human began to return fire as the 5.56 rounds struck his plate carrier. However, 


Alpha 4 did not have a chance to properly aim at the wolf, so he was practically firing from the 


hip. Several rounds ricocheted off of the ground and the ceiling, and Alpha 4 began to keel over 
as more rounds fired by the wolf now pierced the plates that were in his plate carrier. Alpha 4 did 
not stop holding down the trigger on his XMP-1, so more rounds were being thrown in both 
directions. Jason did not move from the position he was in, and he was amazed that he was not 
shot by the human that had just been gunned down. 

Jason heard a click coming from his rifle, and he looked down to see that the ejection port 
of the HK433 was locked open. The wolf then heard another click, but this click emitted from 
the human’s weapon. The XMP-1 had depleted its magazine as well. Jason dropped his 
magazine, and he quickly loaded another one before dropping the bolt back into its ready 
position. He looked through the sights again, and he was looking to see if any other humans were 
entering the car. However, everything fell silent again, and nobody else entered the car. Arcades 
removed himself from his covered position, “Jason, we can’t stay here too much longer. They’re 
going to be sending in more reinforcements. We need to get these two anthros out ASAP.” Jason 
picked up the empty magazine that was on the floor, and he placed it in his dump pouch. The 
wolf nodded to the fox before moving towards him. 

“Alpha 4, this is Alpha 1. We heard shots coming from a nearby car. What is your status? 
Over.” There was no response given back to Alpha 1. The operative waited a moment before 
sending the transmission again. After a second round of silence, the operative switched 
frequencies to report the situation, “Omega 1, this is Alpha 1. We have a situation. Hostiles may 
be onboard this train. Please advise. Over.” Omega | heard the transmission as he stood next to 
the engineer. The operative replied to his colleague, “Roger, Alpha 1. This is Omega 1. We’re 
going to stop the train. Neutralize the hostile forces if you can and reclaim any stolen cargo. 


Out.” Omega | turned to the engineer and said, “Stop the train now. We have hostiles onboard.” 


The engineer immediately applied the train’s brakes, but he knew that it would be several miles 
before the train would come to a complete halt. 

“Arcades. We heard gunfire. What is your status? Over.” Noah asked the fox via radio. 
Arcades heard the transmission as he was working on picking the lock that had the collar locked 
on the two anthros. The fox paused to answer the transmission, “This is Arcades. Jason engaged 
a hostile Omega operative, and now it sounds like they’re starting to stop the train. Get here as 
fast as you can. They’ve got two anthros here as cargo, and we’re gonna extract them. Over.” 
Arcades went back to lockpicking. He then heard Bocchino’s voice over the radio, “Affirmative 
Arcades. We are on our way. Standby, and make sure that you check your fire.” Jason stood next 
to where the fox was kneeling while he was unlocking the collars. The wolf asked, “What do you 
want me to do, mate?” Arcades did not stop lockpicking this time when he spoke, “Make sure 
none of those other guys get in here. That guy was a human, right?” The wolf looked back at the 
corpse that was still bleeding from the gunshot wounds. The wolf said, “Yes. He was a human.” 

Arcades thought about what he had seen and what he had heard. He began to add it all up 
in his head, and he did not like where this was all going. He decided it would be best to not think 
about it as of now. He still had to get these anthros out, and he had to prevent Omega from 
tracking them back down. Arcades finally managed to get the collar off of the lynx. He still had 
to remove the collar from the jackal. Arcades knew that he had not removed the vibrator from the 
lynx. Since they had followed everything he had told them, he decided to see if he could get 
them to remove it themselves. Arcades looked at the lynx and said, “Remove anything in your 
orifices.” To the fox’s surprise, the lynx actually began to unzip the crotch zipper, and she began 


to pull out the vibrator that had been jammed in her anus. Arcades looked away, and he wanted 


to focus on what he needed to get done. However, he noticed that the jackal also was unzipping 
his crotch zipper. The fox took a step back. He didn’t know what to do. 

Bocchino finally was in front of the door that would lead them to the car that Arcades 
was in. Since Arcades did not lock the door behind him, Bocchino began to open it easily. The 
cat stepped in to see Arcades standing in front of two anthros that were currently pulling sex toys 
out of their orifices. The cat immediately spoke, “What the fuck is going on here?” Arcades 
heard the cat, and he turned to face him. The fox said, “I promise Ill explain everything to you, 
but now is not the time. We need to get these two out of here ASAP.” The cat noticed that the 
wolf’s attention had been captured by the two anthros once again. Bocchino pointed to the door, 
“Fucking hell man! Watch the damn door if you don’t wanna get shot!” Jason snapped out of 
looking at the anthros, and he turned back around to face the door. Arcades could feel the train 
was moving slower, “They’re stopping the train. They’ ll be coming for us once it stops. We’re 
going to need exfil to get here as soon as they can.” 

“Yeah? You mean the friends of that dead guy right there?” Bocchino pointed at the 
corpse that was nearby the door. The fox looked again at the anthros, and he saw that they had 
finished dragging sex toys out from their bodies. He took a brief look at the toys, and they were 
larger than how he imagined them to look. Arcades wondered how long the anthros had the toys 
inside of their bodies. Once the jackal zipped back up the crotch zipper, Arcades went back to 
unlocking the jackal’s collar. He was being extra careful not to step on the sex toys that were 
lying on the ground. A total of three were on the ground. Two of them were from the lynx, and 
one was from the jackal. Noah and Jacob moved past Bocchino, and they were going to the door 
in order to help Jason secure it. Arcades spoke aloud to Bocchino, “I’m gonna need you to radio 


in for exfil. I’m trying to get the collar off of this one.” 


Bocchino cycled the frequencies on his radio before holding down the PTT to speak, 
“Bravo Actual, this is Alpha 1-5. Requesting immediate exfil from the car in front of the one we 
were deployed at. We are bringing two more with us. Over.” The pilot soon replied, “Copy, 
Bocchino. The train is about to stop. What happened in there? Over.” Bocchino was still a bit 
agitated, “A lot of shit happened. Security forces are probably gonna bust in here soon, so you’d 
better hurry the fuck up. Over.” The pilot replied once more, “Affirmative. I’m on my way. 
Standby for exfil. Out.” Bocchino looked back at the fox, and he could see that Arcades had 
managed to successfully get the collar off the jackal. The fox stood up when he finished, and he 
looked to the cat again, “Do we have an ETA for exfil?” The cat shook his head, “Well, I sure as 
hell don’t. Bravo said he was going to get here as fast as he could, so we’d better be ready for 
him.” Arcades turned towards the two anthros that were now kneeling and facing the wall. 
Bocchino was wondering what was going on, “The fuck they doing that for?” The fox shook his 
head, “I dunno. To tell you the truth, it looks like some trauma based mind control or 
something.” 

It was not the first time Bocchino heard Arcades mention the phrase ‘trauma based mind 
control’; However, the cat was too frustrated to pressure the fox further. He decided that he 
should just wait, and hopefully Arcades would explain what happened later. The fox spoke to the 
two anthros, “Get up. We’re about to leave. Follow me and you’ll make it.” The two anthros 
immediately stood up, and they faced Arcades. Bocchino was surprised by how promptly the 
anthros listened. The cat said, “Shit. They listen to you.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, I don’t quite 
understand why. We should get them back home before we get lost out here thinking about it.” 

The train had now come to a complete stop. A few Omega operatives stepped out from 


the side. They all noticed the HH-60 that was closing in on the train. One of the operatives 


shouted, “Enemy helicopter!” The humans began to open fire on the helicopter. The pilot took 
evasive action, and he worked on trying to get out of the operatives’ range. However, he did not 
realize that the operatives were wielding weapons that launched airburst projectiles. One of the 
operatives switched the weapon over to HE, and he took aim at the helicopter. After properly 
zeroing with the digital rangefinder, he took a shot with the XMP-1. The round flew through the 
air, but the helicopter was still travelling backwards. The airburst round detonated in midair, and 
the pilot was unsure of what exploded. In response to the attack, the pilot rolled towards the 
right, and he increased pitch in order to evade the attacks. The pilot decided to fly above the trees 
at an angle that would make the helicopter hard to hit by the operators on the ground. 

“T think I can hear our exfil out there,” Arcades said as he listened for the helicopter’s 
rotors. The fox looked at the side door of the train, and he was prepared to open it. When Jason 
saw that Arcades was going to exit through the side door, he moved over to help him open it. 
Arcades unlocked the side door from the inside, and he began to slide the door open. He was 
immediately met with gunfire from the Omega operatives. Multiple rounds ricocheted off of the 
train car, but Bocchino was the first to return fire. The cat was letting some of his anger spill out 
as he shouted, “Die you motherfuckers!” Arcades watched as the cat put 5.56 rounds of his own 
downrange, but the fox was more worried about protecting the two anthros. Arcades heard the 
pilot’s voice over his radio, “Arcades, this is Bravo Actual. I can see from here that you’re 
engaged with hostiles. How should I proceed with the exfil? Over.” 

Arcades watched as Bocchino was joined by Jason and Noah. Jacob was the one that was 
left to guard the door. However, it did not sound like the operatives were planning to open a door 
that had already been locked again. Arcades looked at the XMP-1 that was lying next to the dead 


Omega operative. The fox quickly moved over to retrieve the weapon. When he grabbed the 


weapon, he noticed that the Alpha 4, the previous owner, already had a sling attached to the 
weapon. Arcades threw the sling over his left shoulder and stowed the weapon away after setting 
it to safe. He decided to take one XMP-1 with him after all. 

Arcades watched as Bocchino took cover after an airburst round was fired at him. The cat 
saw shrapnel ricochet off of the walls, “Holy fucking shit! That was way too damn close.” The 
cat reloaded his ARX-160, and he continued to fire once a new magazine was loaded. Jacob now 
moved up to assist with the gunfight. The fox then realized that he had not contacted Bravo 
again, “Bravo Actual, this is Arcades. We’re going to need you to come in and try to pick us up 
right now. We’re trying to take out as many of them as we can, but they’re likely going to 
regroup if we give them any more time. Over” The pilot replied to the fox, “Arcades, are you 
sure of this? This is a risky exfil. Over” The fox replied to the pilot, “I’m sure of it. The quicker 
we do this, the better. As soon as you land, we’ll be aboard. Over” The pilot sighed before finally 
saying, “Well, let’s hope you’re right. Standby for exfil. Out.” 

Arcades could hear the helicopter was now approaching faster. He knew that it would 
kick up dust, so the fox put his M2 frames back over his eyes. The fox watched as his small 
squad was still engaging the Omega operatives. He looked at the two anthros that were out of the 
line of fire, but Arcades was not sure how they appeared to be completely calm. For all the fox 
knew, they could be absolutely terrified to be in the situation. The anthros were still looking 
directly at Arcades, so Arcades spoke to them, “Alright, you two better not get too far behind. If 
we hurry, we’ll all make it out of here in one piece.” The anthros seemed to silently acknowledge 
the fox. Arcades had still not heard them speak, but he decided that he would figure it all out 


soon enough. 


Bocchino briefly looked upwards, and he could see the HH-60 was now descending in a 
clearing that was near the train tracks. The cat alerted Arcades to the helicopter, “Kurt! There’s 
exfil! We need to go, NOW!” Arcades glanced at the helicopter, and he decided that it was now 
an ideal time to get moving to the extraction point. Arcades gave the order to proceed, “Let’s go! 
Quickly, before they disable the helicopter!” Bocchino was the first to exit the train car, and he 
began sprinting while shooting at the Omega operatives to his right. Multiple airburst rounds 
flew by, but not all of them detonated at the right distances. Jason and Noah exited the train next, 
and they laid down their own suppressing fire on the Omega operatives. Arcades racked the 
charging handle on his Salient GRY, and he thumbed off the safety. He jumped off of the train 
with Jacob and the two anthros right behind him. The fox began laying down semi-automatic 
suppressive fire in the general direction of the Omega operatives, but he was sure that he was not 
hitting any of them. 

Bocchino was the first to board the helicopter, and he immediately reloaded upon 
entering before laying down cover fire for his fellow squadmates. Jason and Noah entered the 
helicopter next, and they began doing much of the same. Arcades entered the helicopter after 
taking a few pot-shots at the operatives, and he helped the anthros enter the helicopter. Jacob 
leaped inside of the helicopter, and the pilot immediately gave the helicopter throttle as soon as 
Jacob entered the helicopter. The HH-60 began rising into the sky, and most of the occupants 
inside of the helicopter were still firing back at the Omega operatives. 

Arcades finally closed the door once Bocchino spent one last magazine. The fox was 
panting from the adrenaline rush. Jason noticed the XMP-1 that Arcades was carrying on his 
back, “Mate, is that one of the guns they have?” Arcades remembered that he did indeed grab 


one of the XMP-1’s, “Oh, yes. I grabbed this one off of the guy that you killed.” The way the fox 


said that sentence made Jason feel guilty, “Mate, I’m sorry he had to die.” Arcades caught his 
breath before saying, “Apologize to God. Not to me. I can’t do anything about it.” The cat spoke 
after the two finished speaking, “Yeah, so we got the cargo out of there? Did we complete the 
mission?” Arcades looked to Bocchino. He then looked at the two anthros that were seated in the 
helicopter before saying, “Yes. We did it. We got them out. Mission accomplished.” 

The fox took his seat after setting the XMP-1 on the helicopter’s floor. Bocchino looked 
at the weapon before saying, “Is that the gun that they’re using?” Arcades silently nodded. The 
cat figured that it would be best to wait until they got back to Fox Security before asking more 
questions. However, Bocchino was still wondering all about the two anthros that Arcades 
rescued. It reminded him of the car that he searched with Noah and Jacob. The cat then 
remembered what Arcades had to tell him about the mission from the previous night. The cat 


shuddered. He knew that whatever was going on surely was not anything good. 


Chapter 10 


Internal Flaws 


Arcades dropped the magazine of his Salient GRY that he had used during the mission, 
and he tossed it aside on his bed. The fox pulled the charging handle back, and he held it while 
he depressed the bottom of the bolt release in order to keep the bolt locked back. Arcades looked 
in the chamber to make sure that his rifle was safe before dropping the bolt forwards by pressing 
the bolt release button. Arcades unclipped his sling from the Magpul MOE stock, and he 
removed it from his person before setting the rifle up against a stand that he had in his room. 
Arcades took a step back to examine the rifle’s ‘jailbreak’ muzzle to check for powder that might 
be on the end of his rifle. Arcades figured that he would clean the rifle the next time he used it, 
as one magazine did not cause too much powder to build up. 

The fox unbuckled his FAST helmet before lifting it up off of his head, and Arcades 
could feel his sweat in the helmet’s padding even with his gloves on. The fox sat the helmet on 
the bed next to the spent magazine, and he then realized why everything still appeared to be dark. 
Arcades removed the Oakley M2s from his eyes, and the room suddenly was no longer tinted in 
black. Arcades sat the glasses on his shelf, as he also used the Oakley glasses when he was not in 
the field. Arcades then removed his Oakley gloves, and he tossed them on top of the helmet that 
was already sitting on the bed with the rest of his stuff. 

Arcades looked at his hands, and he was checking for any fur discoloration that the 


gloves would sometimes cause. He knew that the discoloration was because he always would 


sweat in the gloves. In fact, Arcades now could feel the sweat that built up on his torso. The fox 
looked down at his JPC 2.0, and he pulled the molle panel up in order to gain access to the 
cumberbund. Most of the modern vests featured cumberbunds that attached in the front with the 
help of Velcro. Though the common term was ‘hook-and-loop’, it was all basically the same 
thing. Arcades remembered the days when he had a vest that attached on the side, and it was a 
pain to doff and don the vest. The fox pulled up on the cumberbund straps that were added with 
the JPC 2.0 version, and he was able to detach the cumberbund from the front of his vest. Letting 
the cumberbund hang from the side, Arcades lifted the vest off of himself, and he lightly dropped 
it on the bed. 

The fox looked downwards again, and he could now see a large dark spot on the middle 
of his combat shirt. When he felt his torso with his hand, he could feel that the sweat was still 
causing his shirt to be wet. Arcades pulled up on the shirt’s jersey, and he was able to get it 
untucked. He could feel the back of the shirt was being propped up by his tail from the outside, 
which reminded him that the Crye G4 shirts were made to be longer in the back. The fox 
appreciated the addition of the extra fabric, for when he used to use the G3 combat shirt, it would 
sometimes get untucked when he would bend over or crouch down. Arcades looked at his JPC 
2.0, and he realized that he hadn’t disabled his radio yet. Arcades bent over his bed, and he 
pulled the radio from the pouch that held it. He disabled the radio to conserve power, and then he 
pushed it back in the pouch before securing it with the Velcro tab that would hold it in its place. 

Arcades looked down at his shirt again, and he wondered how anthros didn’t die of heat 
stroke from wearing the pre-2000 styled BDU shirts. Those were made with the same heavy 
ripstop fabric that his sleeves were made with. Arcades then unclipped his dump pouch from his 


belt, as it was the only thing which he had on the bet. Since he did not carry too much 


ammunition, he did not have to carry some of it on his belt. However, the two Level III plates 
that he had in his JPC sure did not help the weight of his equipment. Arcades did not always use 
Level III plates in his plate carriers. During covert missions, he would use a Level IIIA soft 
insert instead to prevent himself from being held down by weight, or he would not wear plates at 
all and just use the carrier for utility purposes. After all, the fox did not weigh much by himself. 

Arcades emptied his pockets on the desk that was next to his bed, and he began to pull 
out his belongings which he had in his pants pockets. He eventually got to his keyring, and he 
looked at all of the keys that it held. He always carried his keyring with him everywhere he went, 
and it seemed to be useful enough to him. Arcades mentally counted the number of times in the 
past year that he had to use the keyring, and he was glad that he brought it with him. The fox 
placed the keyring next to his phone and wallet, and he patted down his pants again to make sure 
that he had emptied them out completely. Arcades then turned his attention to his vest, and he 
felt the front and back of it to make sure that he did not have any shrapnel stuck in it from the 
XMP-1’s airburst feature. He had remembered that he let Bocchino take the XMP-1 with him 
when they arrived back at their base. Bocchino also took the two anthros that the fox recovered 
with him. 

The fox loosened the Velcro wrist straps that were on his G4 shirt, and Arcades unzipped 
the 4 collar combat shirt as well. He pulled the shirt off of his body, and he laid it on the bed 
with the rest of the equipment. Arcades looked at the few patches that he had on his shirt. He had 
his two American shoulder flags, his Fox Security patch, and his custom patch, a Multicam 
shield with a cross with BORN AGAIN inscribed in the center. Arcades looked down at his bare 
chest, and he felt the white fur covered most of his chest. His white fur traveled up the front of 


his neck and covered a good part of his mouth and some of his jaw. Despite being the son of two 


regular colored red foxes, Arcades was black and white. Though Arcades knew he looked 
different, he actually did not mind the different look. He figured that it looked better for when he 
would wear all black or other darker colors such as Kryptek Typhon or Multicam Black. Arcades 
opened up a small clothes closet, and he viewed the many polo shirts that he had inside of his 
wardrobe. He picked out a dark blue Under Armour shirt and a pair of black tactical shorts. The 
fox laid the clothes on the bed next to his combat equipment, and he remembered that he needed 
to grab his off-duty belt. Arcades grabbed a plain black web belt from his wardrobe, and he 
tossed it on the bed as well. The fox began to change his clothes. 

“Damn. Where the fuck did you two come from?” Bocchino rhetorically asked as the two 
anthros only stared at him. The cat was holding the XMP-1 in one hand and his ARX-160 in the 
other hand. The cat was not sure the best place to figure out what was up with the anthros was, so 
he decided to make them follow him into his room. Bocchino said, “Alright, just come with me.” 
The anthros immediately began following the cat, which made Bocchino feel uneasy. He had not 
heard them speak at all, but they listened to him and Arcades. Bocchino finally made his way to 
his door, and he realized that his hands were full with weapons. The cat was frustrated once 
again, “Dammit. Fuck! That door needs to fucking open.” 

As Bocchino was looking for the best way to sit one of the weapons down on the ground, 
his attention was caught as the lynx walked up and opened the door for him. Bocchino looked up 
at the anthro lynx, “Well, shit. Thanks, I guess.” Bocchino moved inside of the room, and he 
propped his ARX-160 up against the wall. He was still holding the XMP-1, but he noticed that a 
black rifle sling was still attached to the rifle. Bocchino threw the sling over his arm, and he was 
able to stow the weapon away. He figured that he would check the weapon out after he figured 


out what the two anthros were all about. 


Changed into his casual clothes, Arcades hung up his combat attire and equipment. He 
did not spend too much time in his clothes, so he decided that he would wash them a bit later. A 
knock was then heard as the fox placed the keyring in his back pocket. Arcades looked up at the 
door and asked, “Who’s there?” He heard Jason’s familiar voice, “It’s me.” The fox opened the 
door for the wolf. He saw Jason standing in front of him, “What’s up, Jason?” The wolf looked 
to his left and right before asking, “Can I come in, mate?” The fox took a step back while he 
invited Jason into his room, “Yeah, you can. What do you need?” The wolf closed the door 
behind him after he walked inside of Arcades’ room. Arcades noticed that Jason had also 
changed out of his combat attire. The wolf was wearing a navy blue t-shirt and a pair of jeans. 
However, he was still wearing the same flat dark earth combat boots that he wore during the 
operation. Jason looked the fox over. Arcades was still waiting for Jason to tell him what he 
wanted. 

“Mate, can I cuff you again?” Jason asked after a period of silence. Arcades was 
surprised to hear this again so soon. Though he would let Jason do such, he was not expecting 
him to be back as early as he was. The fox figured that nothing should go wrong, so he decided 
to accept, “Alright, I’ll let you do that again.” Jason was already getting excited, but Arcades was 
not looking to see if the wolf was excited or not. When Jason had seen the way the two anthros 
were restrained on the train, it only gave him ideas, and he was ready to test them out on 
Arcades. Jason spotted the bag that held the restraints sitting on the other side of Arcades’ room, 
and the wolf moved to retrieve it. Arcades noticed that Jason was already on his way to the bag, 
“Alright, so P’ll go and -- Well, looks like you found that already.” 

Jason sat the bag on Arcades’ bed, and he unzipped the top of it. He began digging 


through some of the restraints that were in the bag. The wolf first pulled out a pair of Safariland 


rigid handcuffs. Arcades noticed the wolf’s choice of restraints, “You want to start with those? 
Alright.” The fox turned around to face away from Jason to allow the wolf to restrain him. Jason 
had not said anything to Arcades since he asked to restrain him. Arcades disregarded this fact. 
The fox could feel his hands were being moved behind his back, but he could also feel that his 
wrists were being moved in such a way that one was on top of the other. The fox could feel one 
of the metallic restraints being locked around his wrist. He recognized the position that Jason 
was putting him in, “The rear stack position? Well, I guess I won’t be using my arms for 
anything, really.” Jason locked the second cuff around Arcades’ other free wrist, and Arcades 
was now bound once again. 

Arcades turned his head around to see that Jason was already turning around himself to 
go and grab more restraints from the bag. The fox began to turn his body around to see what the 
wolf was getting, but the wolf saw Arcades looking, and he pushed him back to face the other 
direction. Arcades grunted before saying, “Oop. You want to make it a surprise or something?” 
However, the fox got no response back from the wolf. After a few moments of waiting, Arcades 
could feel something locking around his thumb. He then felt the same sensation around his index 
finger. He realized what Jason was doing, despite the fact that he could not see what he was 
doing, “Did you just cuff my thumb to my index finger?” Instead of receiving a response from 
Jason, the fox felt the same feeling on his other hand. After he felt Jason finish cuffing his 
thumbs to his index fingers, Arcades attempted to move his fingers. Though he could move his 
other fingers, he would not be able to hold anything without his thumbs. Arcades complimented 
the wolf, “Heh, I never really thought about doing that before. That’s pretty interesting, Jason.” 

Arcades was still unable to get the wolf to respond to him. Arcades would speak to Jason, 


but he would not get a reply back from him. Arcades was still not paying that fact any mind. 


Before the fox knew it, Jason was pushing down on his shoulder. Arcades got down on his knees, 
and Jason let go of his shoulder. Arcades spoke again, “You can always just tell me to get down 
on my knees if that is what you want me to do. You know?” Jason returned to the bag, and he 
pulled out a pair of Smith & Wesson Model 1900 shackles and a pair of Yuil M-03 rigid 
handcuffs. However, he was trying to decide the best way to use both of them on Arcades at the 
same time. The wolf looked back at the fox, and his attention turned to the fox’s bare soles. 
Jason walked back towards his consenting captive while holding both pairs of restraints in his 
hand, and he pushed Arcades onto his stomach with his free hand. Arcades slightly grunted as his 
body hit the ground; he had no way to brace himself. Arcades commented, “I’m not going to tell 
you your business, but I’d rather you lay me gently down if you want me on my stomach. Or, I 
could get there myself. You can still tell me to do stuff.” 

At this point, the wolf was ignoring all of what Arcades was saying. Arcades assumed 
that Jason was listening, but the wolf had acknowledged none of what Arcades was saying. Jason 
grabbed Arcades bare ankles, and he angled them 90 degrees upwards. He then locked the 
handcuffs around Arcades’ thin ankles with ease. Jason stood back after finishing, and Arcades 
commented once more, “Do you want me to keep my legs up or not? Also, do you plan on 
double-locking any of these?” The wolf sat the shackles on the ground as he grabbed Arcades by 
the feet in order to push his legs back down to the ground. When Arcades feet reached the 
ground, Jason took a good long look at the fox’s feet after moving the fox’s tail out of the way. 
Once the wolf finished, Jason then grabbed Arcades’ shoulder again, and he pulled him 
backwards. 

“T probably would not have had an easy time sitting up. You just laid me down to put 


those on my ankles? You could have done it with me standing up, but then again, the problem 


with that is that it could cause discomfort for my ankles when applied that way.” Arcades spoke 
once more as Jason picked up the Smith & Wesson shackles that were on the floor. The wolf 
decided what he would do with the shackles. Jason locked the first one around Arcades’ upper 
left arm above the elbow. Since Arcades was so thin, the shackle had a lot of room to close 
around the fox’s arm. Arcades was so thin that a pair of regular handcuffs would have been able 
to lock around his upper arms. Jason didn’t even need to use the shackles, but he did so because 
he had a different idea. Jason ran the chain in front of Arcades’ torso, and then he locked the 
other shackle around the fox’s right arm. Arcades made a comment once more, “I’ve done this to 
myself before. If I cuff myself above my elbows, I don’t use the regular handcuffs because I 
can’t reach the keyholes, though they'd fit me alright. The shackles are easier for me to reach the 
keyholes on due to the longer chain.” 

Jason looked over the fox, and he was seeing what he was missing. The wolf grabbed a 
pair of regular handcuffs, and he locked one cuff around the polymer that covered the body of 
the Safariland cuffs. He then attached the other cuff to the ring that was part of the rigid Yuil 
handcuffs. Though the ring was meant to be used in order to attach a waist chain, Jason was 
using it to bind Arcades in such a way that would force him to remain in a kneeling position. 
Arcades spoke again, “Don’t expect me to be able to stand up now. Actually, I dunno if I would 
be able to reach my keyring at this point to be honest with you. That would be harder than it 
usually would be since I’m in this stack position.” 

When the fox finished talking, he could feel himself being pushed up to his knees, so that 
the rest of his legs would be off of the ground. Jason was about to lay the fox on his stomach 
again. Arcades did the best to brace himself as Jason let go, and the fox landed on the ground 


again. Arcades had more to say, “Did you change your mind? You want me hogtied here?” The 


fox heard that Jason was digging around in the restraint bag again. He was not sure what the wolf 
was getting from it. Arcades rhetorically spoke, “Gosh... I’m pretty cuffed up as it is right now. 
What more are you getting from there?” 

Arcades could feel Jason walking back to him, and what followed was the sensation of 
steel being applied to the fox’s toes. Arcades realized what Jason was now doing, “Oh, that’s 
right. How could I have forgotten.” The fox flexed his toes, and he could feel that the cuffs were 
serrated on both the top and bottom of the cuffs. Arcades determined that they were the Yuil M- 
05 thumbcuffs that he had. Arcades voiced a concern, “If these are the Yuil ones, then make sure 
you have me move as little as possible with these. These get exceedingly uncomfortable to move 
around in.” Arcades could hear Jason heavily breathing as the wolf grabbed the fox’s shoulders 
and lifted him back onto his knees. 

“Why the heavy breathing, Jason? We’re out of the combat zone,” Arcades asked. Jason 
ignored the fox, and he pushed Arcades’ tail aside as he felt Arcades’ pockets for the keyring. 
The fox was now wondering what Jason was doing, “Jason, what are you doing?” However, 
Arcades was in no position to do anything at this point. All he was physically able to do was 
watch Jason find whatever he was looking for. When the wolf finally located Arcades’ keyring, 
he removed it from the fox’s pocket. Arcades watched as Jason sat the keyring on top of the 
dresser. This was completely out of Arcades’ reach, so he asked, “Jason, why did you remove 
my keyring? I’d rather keep that on me while we do this incase something were to happen. Can 
you give that back to me?” 

Jason was now noticing how much the fox was speaking. Getting annoyed, the wolf 
silently made one final trip back to the restraint bag to locate one other thing that he now realized 


that he needed. The wolf removed the fox muzzle from the bag, and he moved in front of 


Arcades. Arcades began to speak before being abruptly silenced, “Jason, wearing all of this is 
getting kinda uncomfortable. Can you please tell me what you plan on doing with --” Arcades 
was instantly silenced by the muzzle that was placed over his mouth. Arcades let out a whimper 
after he was muzzled, but he knew that he was not able to do anything about it. He now had to 
wait for Jason to let him out and to make sure that he did not accidentally tighten any of the cuffs 
that he was wearing, for none of them had been double-locked. 

Jason stood in front of Arcades, and he looked down at the fox’s face. He was now ready 
for what he planned on doing in the first place. The wolf began to undo his belt while Arcades 
watched in confusion. Arcades attempted to speak, but the muzzle still held his mouth shut. After 
Jason unbuttoned his pants, he grabbed his underwear before pulling them both down to reveal to 
Arcades the wolf’s throbbing erection. Arcades’ eyes widened as he looked at Jason’s penis. His 
eyes were not wide with excitement, but rather they were wide with pure terror. Arcades was 
now completely terrified. 

Jason stopped, and he realized that he should have muzzled Arcades after he did what he 
planned to do. He currently would not be able to stick his penis in the fox’s mouth with the 
muzzle holding it shut. The wolf leaned forwards, and he unstrapped the muzzle from the fox’s 
face before removing it. Arcades immediately began pleading, “No, no, don’t do this Jason! 


1? 


Stop! I do not want this!” The wolf began moving his penis closer to Arcades’ face. Arcades 
leaned his head backwards as far as he was able to, and he even tried to shuffle himself 
backwards despite the pain that was caused by the tight restraints. As the wolf continued to move 


forwards, Arcades’ desperate pleas soon turned into sobs, “NO, 1M BEGGING YOU! DON’T 


DO THIS TO ME, PLEASE STOP!” 


Tears were now streaming down the fox’s eyes as he was desperately pleading for the 
wolf to stop. Arcades finally shifted his weight to his right, and he tipped himself over. He hit the 
ground, and he only continued to cry as he could not produce any more coherent words to say. 
Jason looked down at the fox that had fallen, and he finally snapped out of his sinful lust. Jason 
rapidly shook his head as if shaking the feelings out, and he blinked twice before looking back at 
Arcades. Regret instantly hit the wolf. Jason pulled up his pants, and he buckled his belt again. 
He looked down at the fox once more. Jason wanted to say something, but he did not know what 
he could possibly say that would improve the situation whatsoever. Jason then noticed the fox 
muzzle that was still on the ground, and he decided that it would be his best bet for now. The 
wolf picked up the muzzle, and he strapped it to the frightened fox’s mouth. Arcades’ sobs now 
became muffled. However, his tears still flowed from his eyes, and they were now amassing in a 
sizable puddle on the floor. 

Jason was now unsure if he wanted to free the fox himself, or wait and see if Arcades 
would free himself. The wolf remembered that he had taken Arcades’ keyring from him, so he 
retrieved it from the dresser. Jason placed the ring around Arcades’ free middle finger in order to 
give him a chance to grab and use the keyring. The wolf now stepped away from Arcades. He 
did not know what else he could do. Jason briefly tried to recollect in his mind of what he tried to 
do. Then, it hit him. 

Jason realized that he just tried to rape his boss, and that Arcades had trusted him to 
restrain him. Arcades was also the one that was providing Jason with a place to live and a place 
to work. Jason’s eyes widened as he realized what he had attempted. The wolf could simply not 
believe himself; However, he knew that he had no one to blame but himself. He knew that he 


would never be able to regain Arcades’ trust. He did not know if he should just leave while he 


still could. Jason figured that maybe he would be able to get away like Johnny did previously. 
However, Jason did not want to leave, and the wolf also knew that what Johnny did was not as 
severe compared to what he wanted to do. He felt that it would just make things even worse. He 
did not know what Arcades would say to him when he got himself free. Jason knew that there 
was nothing that he could possibly do. 

The wolf looked again at the sobbing mess of a fox on the floor. He remembered when he 
first met Arcades. He mentally reviewed the months that he worked with Arcades, and Jason 
knew that there was nothing he could say or do that would fix his relationship with the fox. Jason 
let his lust get the better of him, and it cost him practically everything he had. He had nothing 
waiting for him back in Australia, either. If anything, he would be back facing the same 
problems that he was facing before he went with his brother Jack. 

In a way, Jason was kind of glad that he did muzzle Arcades after what had happened. He 
really did not want to hear what the fox was going to stay, especially right during the moment. 
Jason looked at Arcades again, and nothing really had changed over the short period of time. 
Arcades was still sobbing his eyes out on the floor. Jason was not sure if the fox was crying 
because of what almost happened, or what did happen. Either way, it took an emotional toll on 
the fox. Jason saw that Arcades was not even attempting to free himself. In fact, he had not even 
attempted to get the keyring off of his middle finger. Jason didn’t know if Arcades was actually 
unable to free himself, or if he still was not ready to do so. Jason decided that he would sit and 
wait and see if Arcades could free himself. 

After some time elapsed, Arcades used the movement that he still had with his fingers, 
and he was able to get the keyring in a position that would allow him to use the keys to unlock 


the rigid thumbcuffs. Arcades began unlocking the restraints that were binding him. As he was 


working on unlocking himself, Jason was looking at the fox’s face. He was surprised that he was 
not seeing any expression of anger on Arcades’ face. Jason figured that the fox’s face would be 
full of anger, but he could not see that expression. Jason continued to watch the fox as he worked 
on freeing himself. Jason was impressed in a way with how good Arcades was at freeing himself 
from all of the handcuffs that he put the fox in. The wolf wondered how much time Arcades had 
spent restrained in total. 

With his hands now freed from the restraints, Arcades could now work on freeing the 
shackles that had been applied around his upper arms. Since the chain of the shackles were 
meant to allow for walking, they were long enough that they did not restrict Arcades’ movement 
in the front direction. Arcades noticed that the shackles had not been tightened all of the way, so 
he figured that he would be able to let the shackles slide down his arms since his arms were very 
thin. Arcades placed his hands on the ground, and he straightened out his arms. The shackles 
began sliding down the fox’s arms, and they ended up around his wrists. Since his wrists were 
thinner than his elbows, all Arcades had to do was lift his hands upwards, and the shackles were 
now off of the fox’s arms. 

The fox could still feel that his legs were restrained as well, and he was still muzzled as 
well. However, Arcades decided that he would remove the muzzle last. He was still unsure of 
what he would say to Jason, but he was still visibly very shaken by the situation. Arcades moved 
his feet in front of him, and he instantly felt more comfortable. Since he was not putting any 
pressure on the serrated thumbcuffs that were locked around his toes, he was not in any more 
pain. However, Arcades decided that he should take a break from being restrained especially 
after what happened. The fox reached out, and he first used the Yuil key that would open the 


thumbcuffs. The Yuil thumbcuffs used a different key than the rest of the Yuil restraints. 


Luckily, Arcades knew which key was able to open which restraints since he had used them on 
himself countless times in the past. After removing the thumbcuffs, Arcades finally removed the 
last pair of restraints that kept him bound. He removed the Yuil handcuffs that were locked 
around his ankles. 

Arcades looked up at Jason as the fox still sat on the ground. Jason was sitting on 
Arcades’ bed, and his face clearly was showing regret. Arcades unstrapped the muzzle from 
behind, and he removed it from his mouth. The fox was now completely free from restraints 
again. He looked at the wolf, but the fox was waiting for Jason to say something. The fox 
sniffled a few times, but he wiped away the rest of his tears. While his tears slightly darkened 
some of his white fur, some of them traveled right down Arcades’ teardrop fur pattern. Arcades 
had a black stripe of fur that naturally traveled down his tear duct and down the side of his 
mouth; this feature was particularly common for red foxes, and Arcades was indeed a red fox. 
The fox sat waiting for the wolf to say something. Jason was surprised that Arcades had not 
kicked him out yet. 

“Tm... I’m fired aren’t I?” Jason decided to slowly say after a long moment of silence. 
To his surprise, Arcades was shaking his head indicating a negative response. The fox finally 
spoke again, “No, you’re not.” Jason was genuinely surprised, “What? Kurt, I--” Jason stopped 
in the middle of the sentence. Arcades waited for Jason to continue, but the wolf was unable to 
continue speaking. The fox said, “Jason. Lemme tell you something, alright?” The wolf wanted 
to hide his face, “What is it?” 

“What happens when a man can’t forgive another man?” Arcades asked the wolf. Jason 
did not want to even look at the fox now. Jason finally spoke after a brief period of silence, but 


very slowly, “What happens?” Arcades tried to remember the verse the best he could, “Do you 


remember the Parable of the Unforgiving Servant? Jesus said Himself, ‘Shouldest not thou also 
have had compassion on thy fellowservant, even as I had pity on thee?’ If I don’t forgive you, 
then why would God forgive me? Look, I’m willing to forget about what happened if you’re 
willing to forget about it too. However... I know that you’re struggling with something internal. 
It looks like it came out, and --” Arcades did not want to finish the sentence. However, he 
swallowed his own saliva before continuing, “Jason, don’t worry. I will forgive you. ll help you 
work on this problem. With the power of the Holy Spirit, anything can be overcome. And I mean 
anything when I say that. This doesn’t have to be a problem, we can fix this You don’t have to 
deal with this burden.” 

Jason was still avoiding looking at the fox. Arcades raised his eyebrows, and he slightly 
smiled. The fox sat up on his knees and moved to the wolf. Arcades placed his hand on the 
wolf’s shoulder, “Hey, come on. What’s past is past. I’ve forgiven you. Ask God to forgive you, 
and it'll be all over.” Jason quietly spoke, “I’m sorry... I betrayed your trust and everything.” 
Arcades rubbed the wolf’s shoulder, “Aww, I know you feel bad. Conviction leads to repentance, 
you know. I won’t tell anybody about this.” Jason finally looked at the fox. Arcades could still 
see the regret on the wolf's face. Arcades still was sitting on his knees in front of Jason, “Let’s 
not worry about it. I’ve forgiven you, and that’s what I need to do. Now, you must ask 
forgiveness from God if you have not already. God can remove those desires from you, and you 
have to ask Him to do that. You know what I’m saying?” The wolf silently nodded. 

“You’re not mad at me, Kurt?” Jason asked the fox after another period of silence. The 
fox shook his head, “No, I’m not. It would not be right for me to hold myself higher than anyone 
else because of another’s sin.” Arcades paused in order to think of the best way to word what he 


was wanting to say. He continued, “Think about it like this, we’re all fallen beings. We all have 


sin. It’s part of a reason why we need a Savior in the first place. Here, take a common one for 
instance. Lying is a sin. Humans and anthros do it all the time. It’s easier to call another person a 
liar than yourself a liar. It’s important to recognize your own sin in order for you to repent of it.” 
Arcades was still not sure if he was properly communicating his desired message. 

“Oftentimes, people tend to condemn others for a sin. However, the people who are doing 
the condemnation are not without sin. They still have their own sins, yet they see that it isn’t a 
big deal to God. All sin is wicked in the eyes of the Lord. I’m not going to cast you out if you are 
willing to repent,” Arcades continued to speak again. He took a pause before adding another 
point, “Though I have been born again, it still would not be right if I did not show you mercy. 
God showed us mercy by allowing us to trust in His Son for redemption. I would be in the wrong 
if I denied you mercy. Even though what you were prepared to do was exceedingly wicked, I still 
forgive you. I also thank you for not taking it farther.” Jason did not know what or how to 
respond to Arcades. The wolf looked straight at the fox in the eyes. Arcades was looking right 
back at the wolf. Jason sank his head into Arcades’ shoulder, and the fox gently patted the back 
of Jason’s head to comfort him. 

“Thank you for showing mercy...” Jason said. Arcades spoke to the wolf, “It is said that 
the merciful shall be shown mercy. That’s another thing that Jesus Himself said during the 
Sermon on the Mount. God is rich in mercy, and that means we should be too. How can people 
even grasp the mercy of the Lord if we do not show mercy to each other?” Jason finally sat up 
again. Arcades asked a question that Jason probably should have asked him instead, “Are you 
going to be alright, now?” The wolf nodded, and Arcades stood up from where he was kneeling. 
The fox smiled, “That’s good to hear.” The fox looked at the restraints that were still scattered 


around the room. He said, “I’d better put these away for now.” 


As Arcades began to pick up the Smith & Wesson restraints that were on the floor, he 
could hear Jason ask, “So, you probably won’t let me cuff you up again?” Arcades closed the 
bow of the shackles and wrapped the chain around them before replying, “Actually, I would. 
However, I think you need to take some time in order to cleanse those desires away. Come to me 
again when you’ve been cleansed by God. However, there wouldn’t be a way for me to tell if 
you truly had a change of mind, so I would have to take your word for it. Which is why I’m 
giving you another chance. As long as you’re truly repentant, then I have to forgive you.” Jason 
was not expecting Arcades to answer in the way he did. Arcades picked up the restraint bag that 
was sitting on the bed next to Jason, and he sat it on the floor. The fox placed the shackles in the 
bag. 

“So, those two anthros that we found on the train. You said that I should ask you later 
about the Omega Foundation, right?” Jason decided to change the subject to get his mind off 
what he had tried to do. Arcades picked up the pair of Yuil handcuffs and brought them to the 
bag, “Yeah. I guess now would be a better time to try and explain it all. We’re not getting shot at 
by Omega. Anyways, I went on a mission last night to this place that was reported to have 
possible ties with the Omega Foundation. We found it thanks to the help of the unindexed 
internet.” The fox stood back up to grab another pair of restraints. While the fox was walking to 
the nearest pair of restraints on the ground, the wolf spoke, “Is that where you went? I didn’t 
even get to see you leave.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, it was just me and Bobby. He didn’t want to 
believe that Omega was involved in any of that stuff, but he told me that he wanted to see it for 
himself on the way back here from the train. You remember him asking me that?” 

Jason remembered the helicopter ride back, “Yeah. Did he take those two with him or 


something?” The fox carried a couple pairs of restraints to the bag, “Yup. I told him that if he 


wanted to see it for himself, he should start with the anthros that were in Omega’s train.” Jason 
watched as the fox stacked the shiny restraints in his black bag, “So, what did you find at that 
place last night?” Arcades shuddered as he remembered the things which he saw, “Agh... Gosh. 
It was not pretty. I’m not even sure how I could explain it all to you. It’s hard for me to find the 
words to describe that kind of stuff.” Jason perked up his ears, “What do you mean when you say 
‘that kind of stuff’, Kurt?” 

Arcades knew what he wanted to say, but he was not sure if he should say it. He decided 
to say it anyway, “Let’s just say they completed what you tried to start.” It took Jason a quick 
moment, but he put two and two together and realized what Arcades was talking about. Jason’s 
ears drooped down slightly. The wolf spoke again, “So, you mean that they...” He was unable to 
finish his sentence. The fox assumed what Jason was trying to say, “Yes. They did. One of them 
almost got me.” Jason looked up at the fox as he leaned up against the wall. He had briefly 
stopped collecting the restraints. Arcades decided he should just get the words out, “The place 
was completely filled with anthros. All of the ones I saw were males, but I’m not sure if there 
were females there as well. Anyways, there was this leopard. He caught me trying to sneak by 
while he was having sex with this other anthro. I think it was a coyote or something. Anyways, 
he freaking tracked me down, caught me... And then... He tried to rape me as well.” 

Jason was now feeling more guilty than he did earlier. The wolf’s ears dropped even 
lower, but he was still looking at Arcades. However, Arcades was looking at the restraints 
scattered on the ground rather than looking back at the wolf. Arcades continued to speak after 
some silence, “So, I managed to escape with the help of my keyring that I keep. Then, that guy 
freaking came back... He then tried to just use intimidation to subdue me...” The fox shook his 


head as he paused again. Arcades continued again, “Just because I’m a small fox doesn’t mean 


that I'll just stand down and take it.” The fox looked directly at the wolf, and Jason could see that 
Arcades’ face did not carry the light-hearted expression that it typically did. Arcades stood silent 
with an expression that looked almost like anger and disappointment were mixed. Jason was not 
sure who the expression was directed to. 

“T beat the snot out of that guy. I punched him with my hard knuckle gloves, and then I 
pistol whipped him while he was unconscious. When I finished, that guy had blood flowing all 
from his face. He’s lucky that he’s still alive. I stopped myself from killing him then and there.” 
Jason had never heard the fox say such things ever before. Jason knew whatever happened 
during the mission must have been very unpleasant. The wolf noticed that Arcades was 
clenching his right fist as he looked at the Safariland handcuffs that were on the ground, “It 
freaking pisses me off that so many anthros do that kind of stuff for sexual pleasure. It 
exceedingly disgusts me. No wonder why the humans despise us! Some anthros are even going 
out in public wearing freaking BDSM equipment. Gosh! I can’t stand ---” Arcades stopped 
himself. He knew that continuing would only cause Jason to feel more guilty, and he didn’t want 
to promote condemnation. 

Arcades closed his eyes, and he clenched his fists harder in order to get the stress out. He 
finally opened back up his fists, and he opened his eyes as well. The fox looked back at Jason 
before saying, “Look. I’m sorry. I saw quite a bit last night, and --” Jason remained silent as he 
waited for Arcades to say what he wanted to say. Arcades reconsidered his word choice, “If 
anything, it’s more proof that anthros require a Savior just as much as humans do. Man, I sound 
like a Pharisee. Gosh, it’s really hard sometimes because that type of sin really bugs me. I only 


sound condemning when I try and talk about it, and that’s not what I’m about. I’m all for 


conviction, but not condemnation. The devil likes to use condemnation in order to discourage 
people from seeking God.” 

Jason’s ears were still pointed downwards, and Arcades noticed this. The fox sat down on 
the bed next to the wolf. Arcades took a sigh, “I admit that beating up that leopard was probably 
not the best thing I could have done, but -- I don’t think I had too many other options. It also 
doesn’t really help being a skinny fox. Everybody assumes that I’m either a liar or that I’m just 
plain weak. Though I may be physically weak, I don’t standby and take crap. That’s not how I 
operate.” The fox shook his head again, “Even Bobby thinks I’m full of crap. He still probably 
doesn’t believe me about Omega even though he saw those two anthros on the train for himself. 
To a lot of anthros, being a fox just means that you’re willing to just bend over and take a dick 
up the butt.” 

Arcades’ words were not helping Jason, but the wolf continued to listen. Arcades picked 
up the nearest restraints that were on the ground before he continued speaking, “And then with 
these. You know, there is a reason why I hardly tell people about this stuff. Most people just 
think that I get off to it like they do. Except that’s not what happens, and of course, nobody 
freaking understands. And then...” Arcades stopped himself as he remembered that Jason was 
sitting right next to him. The fox knew that he had to watch what he said or else Jason would feel 
condemned. However, it was hard for Arcades to choose the correct words. He decided to stop 
compromising, “The truth is... Doing this for sexual pleasure is a sin. All fetishes are inherently 
sinful. Since so many anthros are all caught up in it, it only hurts them more. Why else do you 
think that so many anthros have STDs according to statistics? Way higher than humans. It’s no 
wonder why humans cast them out of their towns, and they refuse them work. Even though 


they’re not supposed to be refusing them jobs, they do it anyways.” 


Jason remembered the statistics that Arcades was talking about. He knew several anthros 
with STDs that were part of his former organization that he worked with when Jack was still 
alive. Arcades stared right at the restraints that he was holding, “And it sure doesn’t help when 
movies and TV shows that come on just promote this kind of stuff. It’s like they’re trying to 
teach the younger generations that it is OK to do whatever feels good. However, that’s entirely 
against the Bible. And the amount of anthros who do believe in Jesus is just declining like it has 
been for humans. I don’t see how people don’t believe when all they need to do is just look 
around. The Bible speaks about people who live for pleasure rather than living for God. And the 
Bible says that they’re damned to hell if they don’t repent and trust in Jesus.” 

Arcades tossed the restraints into the bag, and they landed inside of it. The fox was not 
done speaking, “I remember when I was a senior in high school, and I was starting this internet 
campaign that brought people to Jesus. I paid this one human a fair chunk of change to draw me 
some artwork of this character that I made up for this movement. However, he never did what he 
was paid to do. I was so disappointed. I thought that he would support what I did because he 
knew about the stuff that I was advocating against. Well, I guess he wasn’t really on my side. I 
guess that is what happens when you try and trust people. At least I ended up getting my money 
back. Then there was this other human who said that he would draw it, but we agreed that I 
would give him the money after he drew it for me. He never drew it. You just can’t trust people.” 

Jason couldn’t help feel bad from hearing what Arcades was speaking of. The wolf 
turned to the fox with tears welling up in his eyes, “K-Kurt... ’'m so sorry! I betrayed you!” The 
wolf began to cry, and Arcades realized what he had been saying. The fox embraced the wolf 
again, and he gently patted him on the back. Arcades felt that he was only making things worse, 


but he had no one to complain to. After all, why would anyone trust a fox? Being a fox was part 


of the reason why Fox Security only had around forty members. Arcades decided that it would 
be best to quiet down for a little bit in order to calm Jason down again. Arcades felt bad in a way 
because he realized that he was making Jason feel bad again even after telling him that he 
forgave him. 

Arcades was not sure what to do. He knew that it was wrong to sugarcoat things, but he 
did not want to keep Jason feeling bad for something that he already forgave him for doing. 
Arcades knew that he should just tell the truth, but he felt that it would be too hard for Jason to 
currently digest. The fox decided that he would calm down Jason and wait before he would 
continue. He was not finished speaking, though. He also had to pick up the rest of the restraints 
that were on the floor. He decided that he would pick up the rest of the restraints after he calmed 
down Jason, but he was not sure when he would continue speaking. A part of him wanted to pick 
it up later, but he was not sure if that was the right thing to do. 

After Jason seemed to have calmed down again, Arcades spoke, “Alright. I hope you get 
what I’ve been trying to say, but it’s really hard to explain sometimes.” The wolf looked up at 
the fox, but he did not have anything to say to Arcades. Arcades asked a question instead of 
making a statement, “Are we good here? Are you gonna be alright?” Jason nodded silently. 
Arcades then said, “Alright. Here, I need to go put the rest of these away. We still need to see 
what Bobby has come up with. Maybe he’Il finally take my word for once.” Jason acknowledged 
the fox, “Okay Kurt.” 

Arcades stood up, and he gathered the rest of the restraints that had not been picked up. 
He placed them all in the bag, and then he zipped the bag back up once he was done. Arcades 
picked up the bag, and he moved it to the place in his room where he kept the bag previously. 


The fox returned to Jason when he was done. The fox spoke to Jason, “I’m going to go and meet 


with Bobby. You can come if you want, but I understand if you need a minute to yourself. I 
won’t kick you out of my room, though. You can stay here if you so desire, but I probably won’t 
be back for a little bit.” Jason silently nodded again, but he did not give the fox an answer. 
Arcades spoke after he gave the wolf time to make up his mind, “That’s fine if you want to stay 
here. I'll be on my way now. I can’t guarantee when I’Il be back, though.” 

Arcades exited the room, and he quietly closed his door behind him. Though the last 
fifteen minutes flashed before his eyes again, Arcades brushed it out of his mind. He did not 
need the recent memories slowing him down, for he knew that he could be on the verge of a 
major breakthrough. The fox remembered what he needed to do, so he started walking towards 
Bocchino’s room. As he was walking, Arcades felt his pockets. He had his keyring in his back 
pocket like he always did. The fox then looked at his wrists, and he was seeing if the restraints 
had left any marks on his wrists. He knew that marks would appear if he struggled too much, but 
he did not see any. Arcades did not know if he did have any marks on his wrists previously, as he 
did not look when he first released himself, but he knew that marks normally took some time to 
disappear. 

The fox stopped in the middle of the hall, and he looked down at his bare legs. He did not 
see any marks on his ankles, but he could see a few faint marks on his big toes. Arcades knew 
that the marks were caused by the serrations on the thumbcuffs that Jason had locked him in. 
Arcades figured that not too many people would be looking for that small detail, so he decided to 
ignore it. Before Arcades continued moving, he lifted up his foot with his hand, and he looked at 
his sole to make sure that it had not been cut by anything in the train. He checked his other foot, 
and he assured himself that his soles were fine. Arcades finally brushed off his bushy tail before 


he continued moving. 


Arcades arrived at Bocchino’s room; he knocked on the door and announced his arrival, 
“Hey, Bobby. Are you busy right now?” The cat replied, “You can come in here.” The fox 
opened the door, and he could see that Bocchino was standing by the two anthros that were 
recovered. Arcades noticed that both of the anthros were now wearing Crye G3 Combat 
Uniforms instead of the latex suits that they came with. The jackal was wearing Multicam Arid, 
but the lynx was wearing plain Multicam. The uniforms seemed to not fit the anthros that well. 
Arcades spoke, “Did you get them changed or something?” Bocchino nodded, “Yep. I really did 
not like those black suits that we found them in, so I made them change. The lynx doesn’t fit that 
well in that uniform at all. Those uniforms were some of my old ones. You know, that lynx 
would probably fit your uniforms a bit better.” 

Arcades was a good six inches taller than the lynx, “Just because I’m skinny doesn’t 
mean that my uniform would fit her.” Bocchino shrugged, “Ay, it’s just a suggestion, man. 
Anyways, where did you go? Took you longer than I thought it would for you to change out of 
your kit.” Arcades once again remembered the events that took place, but he did not want to tell 
Bocchino all about it. Arcades gave an answer, “Jason stopped by my room for a little bit.” The 
cat decided to accept the answer, “Yeah, sure. Whatever.” The fox decided to ask about the 
anthros, “Did you change them, or did they change themselves?” The cat snickered before 
replying, “Pfft. I wouldn’t do that. I told them to change, and they listened. I dug out those old 
uniforms, and I ordered them to do it. They did so without hesitation.” 

Arcades looked at the lynx, and she was staring right back at the fox. Arcades spoke to 
Bocchino while looking at her, “So, have they said anything to you, Bobby?” The cat shook his 
head, “Nope. They have not said anything at all.” Arcades remembered that the anthros had 


obeyed what they were ordered to do, “Hey, did you ever tell them to talk to you?” Bocchino 


stood silent for a moment before speaking, “Oh, no. I don’t think so, actually.” Arcades looked 
to the jackal first and said, “Tell me who you are.” The jackal spoke, “Slave does not have a 
name. Slave is whatever master wants the slave to be.” 

Arcades’ face contorted due to the response by the jackal, but Bocchino was the first to 
comment, “The fuck? Did I hear that shit correctly?” Arcades nodded while still looking at the 
jackal, “Yeah, you heard that correctly. Do you believe me now when I say that Omega is up to 
something bad?” The cat only looked back at Arcades. The fox decided to ask the jackal another 
question, “Alright, so answer me this. What organization took you?” The jackal promptly 
replied, “The Foundation owns this slave. This slave is meant to serve master at the Foundation.” 
Arcades turned towards Bocchino, “The Foundation. That’s gotta be Omega. They were the ones 
who brought these two out of that hotel in the first place. I don’t see who else it could be.” 

Bocchino shook his head in disbelief, “Fuck me...” Arcades did not comment on the 
cat’s vulgar choice of words. The fox spoke again to the jackal, “You don’t have to be like this. 
Here, tell me what your name was before Omega took you.” The jackal replied, “Slave’s former 
name is irrelevant. It has been forgotten.” Arcades decided that he should come up with 
something to replace ‘slave’. He turned towards the cat again, “Alright, so what do you want to 
call this guy here? Because it looks like we’ll be starting from scratch.” Bocchino contemplated 
on giving the jackal a name. The cat spoke, “Hmm.. I’m not quite sure. I’ll leave this one for you 
Kurt.” 

“Right. I think we should give him a callsign first, and then we should let him choose a 
name for himself later. Uhh... How does the callsign ‘Cipher’ sound?” The cat shrugged, “Meh. 
I’d suppose that’d work for now.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, I’d say it’s fitting because we’re 


going to have to decipher what this guy’s past was.” Bocchino shook his head when he realized 


that Arcades had made a pun. The fox looked at the jackal and spoke, “Alright. From this day 
forwards, your name is Cipher. Refer to yourself with first person pronouns, as well.” The jackal 
spoke, “Understood. Cipher is my name now. Thank you, master.” Arcades frowned after 
hearing the last part, “No, no, no. Iam no master. If anything, I am a servant. Don’t refer to me 
as that. You can call me by my name, Kurt Hofmeier.” 

“Understood, Kurt Hofmeier” the jackal said in response. Arcades chuckled, “Heh, the 
first name is plenty. If you so please, you can call me Arcades. That is my callsign. However, I 
leave that choice up to you.” Cipher spoke, “Understood. However, I do not make choices. You 
do, Arcades.” Arcades shook his head, “God gave us all free will for a reason. You are your own 
person. You make your own choices. Also, lighten up a bit, please. Don’t treat me as a superior 
or anything like that. We’re all one big family here. You know what I’m saying?” Cipher 
responded, “Yes, I understand, Kurt.” Arcades was impressed with the progress that he was 
making, so he patted the jackal on the shoulder, “Heh, there you go. You’ll be free in no time!” 

Bocchino shook his head, “What the fuck did they do to these two?” Arcades turned to 
the cat to reply to him, “If you were to ask me. I would say this looks like trauma based mind 
control; However, I’ve never seen someone so broken to the point they act like this. We’re 
basically starting from zero at this point. Hmm, zero... That reminds me of something.” The cat 
then interrupted Arcades’ thought process, “Well, the thing is. These are actual fucking anthros. 
They’re not damn robots!” The fox nodded, “I know, Bobby. Whatever Omega did, they really 
did a number on them psychologically. I wonder what else happened to them.” 

“Well, that jackal had something on his dick when he was changing. The thing looked 
like some sort of plastic box.” Arcades raised an eyebrow, “Really, is that true?” Bocchino’s 


impatience was showing, “Do I look like the kind of cat that would fucking make shit like that 


up? His dick was fucking boxed up in plastic!” Arcades turned towards Cipher and asked, “Is 
there a plastic box on your penis?” Cipher responded, “Yes. The Foundation does not allow us to 
cum.” Bocchino coughed and then let out a remark, “Holy shit. What the actual fuck...” Arcades 
knew what the jackal was talking about. The fox asked, “Can you remove it?” Cipher replied, 
“No. Only the Foundation is able to remove it. It is designed to be permanently attached.” 
Bocchino asked Arcades, “Why would they do that, anyways?” 

“Well... I’m not quite sure the best way to explain it. If I had to take a guess, the Omega 
Foundation did that in order to further their mind control program,” Arcades tried to explain to 
the cat. Bocchino replied, “That’s fucked up, man.” Arcades nodded, “I know it is. Here, we can 
deal with that in a bit. Right now, we better give this lynx a name.” Bocchino looked to the lynx 
which had still not spoken. The cat then spoke again to the fox, “I'll let you name her. I don’t 
think I can come up with anything.” Arcades had an idea, “How about the name Pixy? Do you 
think we could call her that?” Bocchino shrugged, “That could work. The decision is yours on 
that.” 

Arcades turned towards the lynx and spoke to her, “From now on, you are Pixy. Please 
refer to yourself in the first person. Call me by my first name Kurt, or by my callsign Arcades. 
Don’t talk to me as if I am a superior, and use your own free will.” The lynx finally spoke, “I 
understand, Kurt.” Arcades nodded, “‘Not bad for a first try. We’ll get better as we move on.” 
Arcades now addressed both Cipher and Pixy, “Also, this applies to both of you. Feel free to 
speak whenever you want to. You can say anything you want. You don’t have to wait for me to 
give you permission for that. You can speak without being spoken to. I do not mind what you 
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say. 


Both of the anthros acknowledged Arcades. Arcades then placed one hand on Pixy’s 
shoulder and one hand on Cipher’s shoulder, “That’s good. Now, we can make some progress. 
How does that sound?” Pixy was the first to speak, ““That sounds very good.” Arcades nodded 
after hearing the lynx’s response, “T’Il take that. Oh, you’ll get the hang of it, so I don’t need you 
to worry.” Bocchino spoke to Arcades, “Alright. I guess these two are now going to be with us?” 
Arcades nodded, “Of course. It’s not like we can just dump these two out on the streets. That 
wouldn’t be right. We need to teach them how to use free will. It seems the mind control that 
they’ve been under took all that away from them.” 

“The Foundation did do a lot of things to us,” Cipher spoke. Arcades was impressed with 
how the jackal spoke without being spoken to, “Nice. I think you’re really starting to get the 
hang of this. How about you tell us what they do to you?” Cipher spoke, “Every day, they would 
feed us food laced with cum, and then they would --” Bocchino interrupted the jackal, “HOLD 
THE FUCK UP. What the fuck?!” Arcades’ face was contorted again, “Well, dang. That 
escalated quickly. Here, how about we deal with that later?” Bocchino took a few quick breaths, 
“Shit, son... How the fuck did all of this fucking shit go unnoticed? Damn!” Arcades looked at 
the cat and spoke, “Sounds to me like they’re good at covering up for themselves. I think we may 
be on the verge of a major breakthrough. If we can obtain evidence of them doing this stuff, then 
we could potentially rally for some support to take Omega down.” 

Bocchino was not too optimistic about the idea, ““Yeah, who would work with us to take 
them down? We’re only forty people. We’re one of the few PMC groups that consists of anthros 
and humans. We’re also far from sizable. We don’t have shit to deal with Omega. Hell, we only 
have one HH-60. That is the only aircraft that we actually own. Omega has that fucking MH-60X 


that you told me about.” Arcades thought about what he could do, “You know, we could be able 


to convince CDI to come and help us?” Bocchino was not on board with the fox’s idea, “CDI? 
Castle fucking Defense Industries? The entire reason why they were founded in the first place 
was because those anthro terrorists took over that Malbork Castle in Poland as part of a political 
statement back in the year 2000. Kurt, you can’t be serious, now. They would never want to 
work with us anthros.” 

Arcades scratched his neck, “Well, you never know. If we get enough evidence on 
Omega, they might consider helping us. Especially if we can prove that the NSS is just an entity 
that the Omega Foundation created. Remember, it was the NSS that attacked CDI back in Syria. 
We might have a chance if we can tie it all together and convince them.” Bocchino stood silent. 
Arcades continued, “Hey, you know what. What if we can still track and see where Omega’s 
train went. We might be able to find that ‘Facility Five’ that they had mentioned during the hotel 
mission.” 

The cat felt his whiskers, “Hmm. That could work. You didn’t remove the tracking 
device?” The fox shook his head, “I did not.” Bocchino got on the computer, and he loaded up 
the software that tracked the device that he placed on the crate in the first place. While Bocchino 
was trying to locate the tracker, Arcades looked at the two latex suits that were lying on the floor. 
The suits were the same, but each was sized for the two anthros respectively. They featured 
zippers that would give access to the chest area as well as the crotch area. Arcades inspected the 
suits for logos that would tie them to the Omega Foundation. However, they did not feature any 
insignia at all. 

Arcades then looked to Cipher, “Want to try and get that cage off of your penis?” Cipher 
replied, “If that’s what you want to do, you can do it.” Arcades did not want to bother with the 


crotch region of another person, but he figured that he might have to. He decided to wait for 


now. Arcades did not even have any surgical gloves with him. They were in the IFAK pouch that 
was on his JPC 2.0. He would have to go back and get it. Right now, Arcades was more 
interested in seeing where the train went. He looked at Bocchino’s computer, and he saw that the 
cat had the location. 

“This is the last pinged location. Outside of Salt Lake City, Utah. Looks like the train did 
not have too terribly far to travel before it reached its destination. I guess we’re lucky we left 
when we did, otherwise we could have missed the train,” Bocchino said. Arcades looked at the 
digital map, “Why don’t you zoom in closer and see if it’s in a building or not?” Bocchino 
zoomed in. However, the map was empty. There was absolutely nothing on the map. Arcades 
shook his head, “Don’t tell me that they just dropped what was left of the crate in the middle of 
nowhere.” Bocchino turned on satellite view, and Arcades looked closely at the image. 
According to the satellite, the tracker was sitting in the middle of a wooded area. However, the 
fox was able to notice some discrepancies in the image. 

“Hold up. Do you see that? There are seams around that general area. Was this image 
digitally altered?” Bocchino looked at the screen, and he could see the seams as well. The cat 
spoke, “Well, there are seams there. Here, I’1l go and check with Tor and see if anybody knows 
about that.” Arcades nodded, “Alright, that sounds like a plan.” Bocchino turned around to look 
at Cipher and Pixy, “What are you going to do with those two now?” Arcades looked at the 
anthros, “Well. I need to give them a room. I guess I’Il take them to one. Do you mind if they 
wear your uniforms for now for the time being? Ill have to order them some uniforms of their 
own from Crye or UF PRO. Don’t worry, they won’t be going on any missions for a while.” 

The cat reluctantly replied, “Alright. Sure.” Arcades smiled, “Thanks, Bobby.” Arcades 


led the two anthros out of Bocchino’s room. As the cat watched them leave, he looked back at 


the latex suits that they came in. He also thought about the way that Cipher first talked to the fox. 
Bocchino wished that what Arcades was saying about Omega was not true. However, the cat’s 
fears were now becoming his reality. Bocchino did not know what he would find out next, but he 


wanted the truth. The cat sat out to search for the answers himself. 


Chapter 11 


Infiltrating Facility Five 


Bocchino compared the satellite images to some aerial shots that had been posted online. 
He could see where a complex had been digitally removed from the satellite images. However, 
the transition was not entirely seamless, as a few seams could be seen around the edges of the 
sector that was blotted out. The cat knew where the complex was, but he was still unsure if it was 
real or not. It would be pointless to fly all the way out to Salt Lake City for nothing to be there. 
However, Bocchino considered Cipher and Pixy, and it was becoming harder for him to deny the 
existence of the facility. After all, they were allegedly being taken to the complex themselves. It 
could be worse than the cat originally thought. 

“Now, I need to tell you two the most important thing you’re ever going to hear. Are you 
ready for it?” Arcades asked the two anthros. He brought them to the room that Johnny used to 
stay in before he left Fox Security. The lynx and the jackal stood ready to hear what Arcades was 
going to say to them. Arcades spoke, “Now, two thousand years ago, God came to this earth as a 
man named Jesus of Nazareth. Jesus came in order to pay off the sins of all sapient beings. He 
did this by being the only man ever to never sin. Since Jesus was both God and man, He was 
completely perfect in every way. The religious leaders at the time, the Pharisees, condemned 
Him to death, and they sent Him to die on the cross for claiming to be the Son of God. Jesus paid 
our debts on the cross, so that means salvation is available to anyone who repents of their sins 


and trusts in Jesus alone for eternal salvation. If you do this, then you will be born again with a 


new heart and with new desires. You will be able to inherit eternal life when you die. Eternal life 
is something that countless people seek after, but they cannot obtain it by themselves. There is 
nothing you can do that can make you eligible for eternal life. Salvation is a free gift given by 
God, and it is not something you can work for. You cannot bribe a perfect judge.” 

The two anthros listened to what Arcades said, but they did not say anything to 
acknowledge the fox. Arcades continued, “Now, this is your own choice. Remember, I told you 
two to make your own decisions previously. This is not something that I’m going to force you to 
do. If you love life and desire your eternal debts to be paid, Jesus is the answer.” The anthros still 
looked at the fox. Arcades knew they were listening, but he did not know what they would 
choose. After all, he could not make their minds for them. Arcades decided that he had 
something that he wanted to show them. The fox spoke, “Wait right here. I’ve got something to 
show you.” Cipher and Pixy both nodded. 

Arcades exited the room, and he was on his way back to his own room. Approaching the 
door to his room, Arcades was wondering if Jason had left his room. He did not check to see if 
the wolf was in when he was bringing Cipher and Pixy to the room that he was going to keep 
them in for the time being. The fox decided to knock before opening his own door. He heard no 
response, so he let himself in. Arcades noticed that Jason had already left his room. Arcades 
looked to his dresser to retrieve his Bible which he kept on it. However, he noticed that his Bible 
was missing. The fox scratched his head as he knew that he did not move it. Arcades looked 
around to look for the Bible. He looked inside a few of his drawers, and even in his Multicam 
combat pants. However, it was nowhere to be found. 

As the fox searched for the Bible more, he remembered the last person that was in his 


room when he saw it. Arcades quietly thought aloud, “Did he take it?” The fox decided he 


should go and find out for himself. Everything else in his room was exactly where he left it, 
however. Even his Salient GRY remained untouched. Arcades looked up at the gold cube that he 
had made from the jade cane. It was still there as well. The fox left his room, and he went to go 
and find his Bible. As Arcades exited his room, he remembered that he was going to remove 
Cipher’s cage. He needed to grab his IFAK pack and probably some lockpicking tools before he 
would proceed, for the fox had a general idea of what he was going up against. Arcades stepped 
back in his room to grab the necessary equipment. He placed all of it in a spare Multicam Black 
dump pouch that he clipped to his belt before proceeding out of the room. 

The fox reached Jason’s room, and he knocked on the door. He heard the wolf say, “Who 
is it?” Arcades replied, “It’s Kurt. Is it alright if I come in?” Jason replied, “Yeah. Go ahead, 
mate.” Arcades let himself in, and he saw that Jason was reading out of the fox’s Bible. Arcades 
smiled upon seeing this, “Ah, if you wanted to read that, you just had to ask me.” The wolf 
began to speak, “Oh, I was going to put this back when I was done.” Arcades continued smiling, 
“That’s fine. I was looking for that though. I can buy you one that you can have, you know.” The 
wolf responded, “Do you need this one back?” The fox nodded, “Yeah, I came back to my room 
to go and get it. I can give it back to you when I’m done with it though.” 

Jason handed Arcades the Bible. The fox said, “Thanks. What were you reading 
anyways?” The wolf reluctantly replied, “Oh, I was just reading whatever I saw.” Arcades 
decided he should get on with business rather than further question the wolf, “Alright. Pll give 
this back to you after I’m done. Can you put it back where you found it for me after you finish?” 
The wolf nodded, and then Arcades left the room. As the fox was walking back to where he told 
the two anthros to wait, he decided to hold the Bible rather than put it in his dump pouch with the 


IFAK kit and the lockpicking tools. 


Arcades entered the room that Cipher and Pixy were in. The fox announced his return, 
“Alright, I’m back. Now, I have to show you two something very important.” Arcades held up 
the Bible, and he began to continue speaking, “This is the Holy Bible in the King James Version. 
This is THE Word of God. All scripture within this book has been directly inspired by God 
Himself, and it is profitable for reproof, correction, and instruction in righteousness. Don’t 
believe me? Read it for yourself in the Bible.” The two anthros listened to the fox, but they did 
not respond. Arcades figured that he should move on with his next objective now. He knew that 
the seed had been planted, and that was all he could do. The fox placed his Bible on a nearby 
desk, and he unclipped the dump pouch from his belt. He placed the pouch on the ground up 
against a wall, and then he opened the IFAK pack to retrieve a pair of rubber gloves. 

Arcades took a deep breath as he grabbed the lockpicking tools. Once he finished, he 
turned to Cipher, “Alright. Let’s get that cage off of you.” Cipher immediately removed his belt, 
and he dropped his pants. Arcades looked at the cage that was locked on the jackal’s penis. It 
was an opaque plastic piece with a keyhole near the bottom. Arcades moved close to inspect the 
keyhole, and he considered what he would need in order to pick the lock. The fox slid the tools 
next to him, and he said to Cipher, “Alright. Stay still for me.” Arcades inserted one of his pins 
into the keyhole, and then he began to turn it. He was feeling for the locking mechanism to 
move, but he did not think that it was going to move. 

The fox picked up another small tool from his kit, and he inserted it with the pin already 
in the keyhole. Arcades twisted the tools simultaneously, and he could feel that the lock was 
beginning to move. The fox was glad that he would be almost finished. After turning the lock 
some more, he heard a click. Keeping the tools still inserted into the keyhole with one hand, the 


fox carefully removed the cage from Cipher’s penis. Arcades spoke as he removed the cage, 


“Ah, there we go.” The fox removed the tools from the keyhole, and he placed them back in the 
case that kept them. Arcades was finished looking at the jackal’s penis, “Pull up your pants. 
We’re done here.” 

Cipher obeyed, and he pulled up his pants before putting his belt back on. Arcades looked 
at the cage that he was holding with his gloved hand, and he was wondering the best way to 
dispose of it. The fox also thought about what Omega did to Cipher when he was being held by 
them. It then made the fox wonder how Cipher and Pixy were captured by Omega in the first 
place. Though they were taken from the hotel that the fox infiltrated, Arcades did not know if 
they came to the place willingly in the first place. Arcades considered asking them, but he was 
not sure if Omega somehow managed to wipe that part from their memories. Arcades decided he 
should deal with the cage he was holding first. 

“Why did you remove my chastity cage, Arcades?” The fox heard Cipher ask. Arcades’ 
face displayed some confusion. The fox spoke, “Because you’re not with Omega anymore. This 
isn’t right, either. Genuine chastity is a choice, not something somebody forces you to do.” 
Arcades knew what the point of the device was, and he also knew why Omega probably used it 
as a part of their mind control program. Cipher did not object to what Arcades said. The fox was 
hoping that Cipher was not trained to enjoy sinful practices, but his hopes were not too high due 
to the state he found them in. Arcades figured that Cipher and Pixy would hopefully forsake 
what Omega did to them. The fox reminded himself that with the help of God, anything can be 
overcome. Arcades spoke once more, “Alright. I’m going to dispose of this. P’Il be back to grab 
the stuff I left behind here.” Before Arcades left, he looked down, and he noticed that the two 
anthros were not wearing shoes, either. Arcades made an offer for them, “Put some shoes on if 


you want. You don’t have to walk around barefoot. I only do because that’s my choice.” 


Arcades exited the room, and he was going to toss the cage and the gloves in the 
dumpster that was outside of the building. The fox made his way to one of the building’s exits, 
and he let himself out of the building. Arcades walked around the building, and he reached the 
dumpster that was sitting by the building. The fox tossed the cage in first, and then he carefully 
removed his gloves and tossed them in the dumpster as well. Arcades left the dumpster, and then 
he re-entered the building through the same door that he let himself out from. Now back inside of 
the building, Arcades knew that it would be best for him to wash his hands, as he had no idea if 
biological factors were involved. The fox made his way to the nearest lavatory, and he washed 
his hands. Once Arcades finished, he remembered that he still had to gather his stuff from the 
room which he left his equipment in. The fox returned to the room, and he could see that Cipher 
and Pixy were right where he had left them. 

Arcades picked up his stuff from off the ground, and he also picked up his Bible as well. 
The fox looked at the anthros that were looking back at him. The fox said, “You don’t have to 
stay in this room. You can walk around the base and get to know the place if you want. You 
don’t have to if you don’t want to, though. Remember, you make your own choices now. Omega 
doesn’t make your choices for you. Neither do I.” Pixy spoke, “Understood.” The fox slowly 
nodded after halfway shrugging, “Sure, Ill take it for now. Work in progress, you know?” The 
fox left the room again, and he clipped the dump pouch to his belt as he went to let Jason have 
his Bible for now. 

As Arcades was walking, he could feel that his dump pouch was rubbing up against his 
tail. The fox slid the dump pouch a bit farther from his tail to prevent it from rubbing. One 
problem with being a fox was that having a bushy tail which would often rub up on things. It was 


sometimes hard to move it out of the way, or in this case, move other objects away. Anthros with 


short tails, like Pixy, did not have such a problem. Many anthros with short tails did not even 
wear pants that had the hole to put the tail through. The fox then remembered an interesting fact 
about World War I. Some bobcats and lynxes would disguise themselves as humans by covering 
up all of their fur. Since they did not have a tail sticking out, they would appear human at first 
glance. Especially since most feloids had smaller ears and noses than other races such as 
vulpoids and lupoids, they were able to mask their face and cover their head to give it almost a 
humanoid shape. Though it looked convincing from far away, it was not as effective up close. 
Some anthros were able to sneak by the humans that would otherwise shoot them on sight had 
they seen things such as a long nose or a tail. 

Arcades reached Jason’s room, and he knocked on the door. Jason answered Arcades by 
opening the door to greet him. Arcades held out his Bible for Jason to grab, “Here you go. You 
can have it for now. Make sure you put it back on my dresser when you’re done with it. 
Alright?” Jason accepted the Bible and thanked the fox, “Thanks, Kurt. I'll get it back to you, 
mate.” Arcades smiled and nodded before leaving. The fox still had to drop the dump pouch back 
off in his room. Arcades returned to his room, and he sat the dump pouch up against the wall. He 
would unload it later. Right now, Arcades had to return to Bocchino. Arcades began making his 
way to Bocchino’s room again. 

As Arcades made his way down the hallway, he stopped to look at his bare feet. The 
marks that had appeared on his toes due to the thumbcuffs were now gone. Arcades nodded to 
himself before continuing down the hall to reach the cat’s room. Arcades knocked on the door 
when he arrived at Bocchino’s room. The cat spoke, “Kurt is that you?” Arcades replied, “Sure 
is, Bobby. Can I come in?” The cat spoke again to give Arcades permission to come in, “Alright, 


boss.” 


When Arcades entered Bocchino’s room, he saw that the cat was inspecting the XMP-1 
that Arcades had retrieved. Arcades asked of the cat’s opinion, “What do you think about that 
gun? It reminds me of the XM29 OICW.” Bocchino looked through the scope that was on the top 
of the weapon, “Yeah, this is an interesting gun. You’re telling me that Omega was the one to 
make this?” The fox nodded and pointed to the rifle’s receiver, “Yes. See for yourself. The rifle 
has ‘Omega Foundation’ engraved on the right-hand side, right above the ejection port.” The cat 
flipped the weapon around, and he noticed the inscription. Bocchino raised an eyebrow, “Shit... 
It does say Omega Foundation.” The fox nodded, “Yes. Do you believe me now? Omega is up to 
something big, and we need to figure out what it is. Were you able to confirm the location of that 
complex that the train was enroute to?” Bocchino neither nodded nor shook his head, but he did 
speak instead, “Yeah. There is definitely a place there that was scrubbed from the map. 
However, I’m not sure what you would do there if you decide to go and try and break in.” 

The fox considered his options. He then remembered something he said earlier, “Hey, we 
need to get evidence on the Omega Foundation. I have a Contour ROAM that has an adaptor for 
a FAST Helmet. I could sneak into the complex and record whatever I can.” Bocchino 
considered the idea, but he had an objection, “Wait. Doesn’t that thing make a loud beep 
whenever you turn it on and off? Someone would easily be able to hear that.” Arcades replied to 
the cat, “I can disable the beep by editing the config file that is stored on the memory card. 
Problem solved.” Bocchino nodded slowly. The cat had another objection, “How would you get 
into that place, anyways? I’m pretty sure they have top notch security to prevent sly foxes like 
you from making their way inside. You wouldn’t be able to sneak in from the ground, especially 


if they’re harboring anthro sex slaves as you suspect they are.” 


Arcades thought about possible points of entry as he looked at the monitor. He saw the 
general area of the complex from the satellite image, and he knew that the complex was 
landlocked. There would be no way to enter from the water. He figured that entering from the 
ground would prove to be far riskier than it would be worth, as the security team would likely be 
able to see him from the visible watchtowers. Arcades voiced another idea, “How about the air?” 
Bocchino thought about the idea. The cat objected again, “When I was reading about the 
complex while you were gone, a lot of the pictures were pretty low quality. They had been taken 
from distances, and then they were cropped. Apparently, they are shooting down UAVs and 
other small aircraft that are flying near the complex. They might have a radar system set up in 


there. It is kind of hard to see exactly what they have from the blurry pictures that I could dig 
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up. 

Arcades scratched the white fur that ran down his neck, “Hmm... How about a HALO 
jump? We borrow a C-17 or something, and you guys drop me at 30,000 feet. I open my chute 
when I get low, and I can use the cloak of night to my advantage. I can probably decrease my 
chances of being seen on the way down, and you'll look like a regular transport aircraft from that 
altitude if they have a means of measuring that.” Bocchino replied, “Hmm... Could work. You’d 
be going in by yourself again. If you’re caught, and if what you suspect is true... We would not 
be able to come and get you.” Arcades nodded, “That’s a risk I am willing to take. I can’t just 
stand by while this stuff is just happening and nobody knows about it. We need to get this 
evidence. Maybe the Omega Foundation is part of the reason why human-anthro relations are so 
bad.” 

“Human-anthro relations were never good in the first place, Kurt. Humans have always 


come up with ways to kill us and make it look unintentional. Remember that one scandal in 


2003, when a small group of human hunters intentionally killed quite a few anthros? They used 
the excuse, ‘Oh, we thought they were animals.’ You know what I mean?” The fox nodded, 
“Yeah, I read up about that. They did that in retaliation because the anthros took over Malbork 
Castle. I think they were Polish, too.” The cat nodded in agreement, “Yes. Humans would not 
listen to us. It doesn't matter what you show them. They’ll just blame it on us anthros like they 
did before.” The fox shook his head, “I still think we have a chance. Those hunters were not part 
of CDI. They were still a new company back then. It would ruin their reputation to sponsor those 
guys to do that.” 

Bocchino shrugged, “Eh. You know that CDI tends to look the other way when anthros 
are involved. Though they’ re not supposed to just shoot on sight, it happens sometimes. You’re 
way more likely to be spared by them if you’re a human rather than an anthro.” Arcades 
frowned, “I know that it’s unfortunate, Bobby. We have to do something, though. Things are 
only going to keep getting worse if we just sit around and not do anything. Remember when I did 
my internet campaign that I started all those years ago? You were one of the guys that I met 
because of that. You told me that I inspired you because I had the drive to try and fix human- 
anthro relations back then.” 

Bocchino remembered the past, “Yeah... I mean, you did help the relations back then on 
a small-scale. However, you can’t fix everything.” Arcades confidently said, “Well, I certainly 
want to give this a shot. This is a chance that I am willing to take. If we get this evidence, it can 
turn the tides. Remember, the people orchestrating all of this are humans. Imagine how it would 
look if this ring was exposed to have been run by humans the entire time.” Bocchino shook his 
head, “It doesn't make sense. What is their endgame? What are they hoping to accomplish?” 


Arcades replied, “Maybe they want to keep human-anthro relations in the declining state that it is 


currently in. Think about it. One major thing that humans always say about anthros is that 
anthros do a lot of sexually deplorable things. A lot of anthros try and deny this, but it gets 
harder and harder for them to do so, for new stuff constantly surfaces to the public. There is just 
way too much evidence stacked against them.” 

“Yeah? What are you getting at, Kurt?” Bocchino questioned. Arcades answered, 
“Remember what you told me that one train car you searched contained? You said it featured sex 
toys. The two anthros that we pulled out of the train car that Jason and I entered were practically 
wearing gimp suits. They even had sex toys in their orifices when we found them. I took that 
cage off of Cipher’s penis, by the way.” Bocchino snickered, “Holy shit, you have more courage 
than I do down there, damn!” Arcades frowned before brushing off the cat’s comment and 
returning to his thought, “I think that Omega is doing this on purpose. They’re making the 
anthros driven by sexual pleasures in order to methodically wreck human-anthro relations. 
Maybe they hope that they can drive us to extinction.” 

“T dunno, Kurt. Seems kind of far fetched if you ask me. However, I’ll let you believe 
that if it makes you feel any better,” Bocchino said. Arcades frowned, “I don’t have to get 
permission from you to believe this.” The cat shook his head, “No, I didn’t mean it like that.” 
Arcades raised his eyebrows, “Well, let’s just leave it as that then.” Bocchino decided to ask 
Arcades for confirmation, “Are you doing this or not?” The fox nodded, “I sure am.” Bocchino 
was not sure what to think. The cat objected again, “So, assuming that you can make your way 
out of the complex. What are you going to do for exfil? I don’t think we’d be able to just land the 
Pave Hawk and pick you up. Especially if they notice you as you’re leaving. They probably 


wouldn’t hesitate to just shoot us right out of the sky. 


“How about I make my way to the nearest town or something, and you guys can pick me 
up via vehicle? We can take the Mustang or the 4Runner with us on the C-17. Maybe even both 
if we need to.” Bocchino considered the vehicles, “Which would you prefer? The speed of the 
Mustang, or the fact that you had the 4Runner armor plated?” Arcades considered the vehicles as 
well. The fox reached a conclusion, “Well, if we can get both on the C-17, then we can bring 
them both. You guys can decide I guess when I make my exit. I'll probably keep in touch via 
comms.” Bocchino shook his head, “Not sure if we can get close enough for comms. Remember, 
the internet says that they’re pretty touchy with people coming near their complex. That’s all we 
really have to go by, as there ain’t jack shit on the internet besides that.” 

Arcades came up with another idea, “How about you leave the cars in a designated 
location? I can find you guys myself after I leave. Though I wouldn’t be in touch via radio, I still 
would be able to find the vehicle and make my way back to a predetermined rendezvous point.” 
The cat decided the idea could work, but he had another objection, “Perhaps. However, I don’t 
think we’re going to just standby until you find the car you’re looking for.” The fox nodded, 
“Yeah. How about you just leave the car somewhere that I would know, and you just give me the 
keys? I would be able to drive the car myself to the RV point.” Bocchino nodded, “Alright... 
You’re a fucking madman, Kurt. Don’t forget that. I think you’re one crazy son of a bitch.” 
Arcades nodded, but he had mixed emotions due to the cat’s comments, “Not the first time 
someone has told me that...” 

“Approaching the drop zone. Get ready back there, Arcades,” the pilot announced to the 
fox. Arcades stood up from his seat, and he adjusted the oxygen mask that he was wearing. 
Thomas was also in the plane with the fox, and he was there to make sure that Arcades was ready 


to jump. Thomas spoke, “Boss, lemme check your parachute.” Arcades turned around to let 


Thomas check the parachute. While the human was checking the parachute, the fox felt his 
FAST helmet. It was not rated for ballistic protection, but it did provide some bump protection. 
On the right hand rail of the helmet, Arcades had his Contour ROAM ready to record. It was 
attached with a reinforced polymer mount that clipped onto the rails to hold it in place. 

The fox looked down at his black pants. They were the same pants that the fox wore 
during his Hong Kong mission, and he even wore them when he infiltrated the hotel. Arcades 
was wearing his black JPC 2.0 again, but he was not wearing any plates inside of them. He only 
had the vest to carry equipment that he needed. The vest was light enough by itself already. 
Arcades was also not wearing a battle belt over his web belt. He did have a dump pouch attached 
to his web belt in case he needed to put away some equipment. 

Arcades’ Salient G17 and his multi-tool was all the fox had to protect himself with. He 
knew that he would not be able to take on all of the Omega Foundation personnel if he was 
placed in the situation. Arcades did not even have a round chambered in his G17. He did not like 
carrying his weapons while they were loaded, especially since he was not planning on shooting 
anybody. 

“Alright, you’re good to go, boss,” Thomas said. Arcades turned his neck to look at the 
human. The fox nodded, “Alright. Sounds good.” Arcades had planned to stuff all of his 
parachuting equipment into his Crye Precision General Purpose Pouch that was attached to the 
back of his JPC 2.0 once he landed, and he knew that burning the parachute would likely draw 
attention due to the lighting conditions. He did not want to leave any evidence for the Omega 
Foundation to find. Arcades moved his Oakley goggles from the top of his helmet to his eyes. He 
checked to make sure everything was fully sealed. Arcades checked his oxygen mask again. He 


did not want to deal with hypoxia while parachuting from the high altitude. 


The fox looked at the red light that turned on in the aircraft. He knew that he would be 
jumping soon. Thomas stood back away from Arcades, “Alright, boss. This is it. You’re ready to 
go. Good luck down there!” The rear door began to open, and Arcades prepared himself for the 
jump. Part of Arcades wanted to record the jump, but he knew that would only waste his 
camera’s battery and storage space. He needed to use all of the storage space in order to gather 
enough evidence. Arcades looked down out of the plane, and he could see that it was still dark 
outside. It would not be daytime for another few hours. Arcades decided he would use the cloak 
of night to make his way in and then escape in the daytime. He figured in case he was detected, 
Omega would not follow him to a town in broad daylight, and Arcades would be able to escape 
easier. 

The fox was still not wearing shoes, but he was confident that his fur would keep his feet 
warm enough on the way down. Thomas walked away from the door, and he kept his distance. 
He wanted to give the fox all the space he needed, even though Arcades did not require all of that 
space. The pilot announced, “Ten seconds to drop. Get ready.” Arcades’ heart was beating as he 
was counting down the seconds before he would deploy. He silently prayed to God that he would 
make it to the ground in one piece. After Arcades finished, he looked up to see that the light 
changed from red to green. The pilot announced, “You’re over the drop zone. Drop now!” 
Arcades took a deep breath, and he threw himself from the aircraft. 

All Arcades could hear was the noise from the wind. His ears were not covered by the 
helmet as they flared outwards instead. Arcades tried to look for where he was supposed to be 
going, but he could not see due to the layer of clouds that prevented him from making visual 
contact with the ground and the complex. Arcades also was not wearing night vision equipment, 


so he would have to look hard in order to find his deployment zone. 


The fox entered the layer of clouds after falling through the sky for a good moment. He 
still could not see where he was going, but he knew that he would not open his parachute until he 
came close to the ground. After all, HALO did stand for High Altitude Low Opening. Arcades 
could feel his dump pouch was rubbing up against his tail again, but he would not be able to 
move it until he reached the ground. His black dump pouch attached with buttons that were 
sturdier than the velcro on his Multicam dump pouch. Arcades was waiting to exit the clouds 
before he would think about opening his chute. 

As Arcades finally exited the clouds after falling through them, he was now having an 
easier time looking at the complex that was down below. Arcades waited a couple of seconds 
before pulling his ripcord. He barely heard the parachute deploy over the noise of the air. He 
could feel the drag that the parachute generated, and Arcades was yanked backwards due to the 
force of the drag. The fox looked down at his objective, and he worked on steering himself 
towards the complex. He did not seem to have been detected, so he felt that was a good thing. 
Arcades did not notice any searchlights that were around the complex, so he assumed that they 
probably used some form of infrared imaging technology. He was hoping that none of them were 
aimed directly upwards, otherwise they would easily be able to see the fox and the large chute. 

Arcades was now fast approaching the ground, and he noticed that he would be able to 
land directly on the roof of the main complex. He felt that would be a good thing, because it 
would allow him to hopefully gain access to the facility. However, he was hoping that the roof 
entrances were not activated by RFID technology like the doors in the hotel were. Arcades was 
not quite sure what to expect. He finally was able to move his dump pouch away from his tail 


this time. Arcades also checked his other gear to make sure that he did not lose any of it. He 


brought less gear to this mission because he wanted less stuff that he would be able to lose on the 
way down. He also did not want heavy SAPI plates to be weighing him down during his escape. 

Arcades assumed the landing position as he was now very close to the roof. The wind 
was not too heavy, and the fox thanked God for this. Arcades landed feet first on the roof, and he 
could feel that the roof was colder than the air that he was falling through. Finally on the roof of 
the complex, Arcades worked on getting his parachute off of himself. He unbuckled the 
parachute from his person, and he began compacting it to be as small as it would be able to go. 
He also removed his oxygen mask, and he placed it with the parachute that he was preparing to 
stuff in his large pouch that was strapped to his plate carrier. 

When the fox finished compacting everything down to a small enough size, he doffed his 
plate carrier in order to access the pouch on the back. Arcades opened the pouch as wide as it 
would go, and he began stuffing the parachute and the oxygen mask inside of the pouch. Once he 
finished, the fox closed the pouch up, and he put his plate carrier back on. He was glad that he 
was not wearing any plates. Plates would just slow him down, and he did not need that 
happening in this environment. Arcades also removed the goggles that he was wearing, for they 
were slightly inhibiting his ability to see. He moved them from his eyes and placed them back on 
his helmet; he figured that they should be secure enough resting on top of his helmet. He also felt 
the camera lens to make sure that he was not missing his camera. After all, the camera was the 
most important mission related item that the fox was carrying with him. If he was missing it, the 
mission would be over before it started. 

Before Arcades proceeded, he rolled up his dump pouch, and he secured it by using the 
velcro that was integrated on the pouch. He wished that he did this before he jumped from the 


plane, as he wouldn’t have to deal with the pouch flapping on his tail on the way down. Now that 


he was ready to begin the mission, the fox looked around to see where he would be able to enter 
the complex from. Arcades began lightly walking on the roof of the complex. He knew that he 
could not make too much noise, otherwise he would probably be detected by the people inside. 
However, the fox was not even sure if there were people that were directly below him. Arcades 
continued to search around for a way inside of the complex. 

After walking around a good portion of the roof while looking for a way in, it was not 
looking too promising for Arcades. Though the fox did spot a couple ventilation shafts that he 
could potentially use to gain entry to the complex, he did not see any doors that seemed to take 
him inside. However, Arcades was only on one part of the complex. Since the complex was so 
large, the fox thought that there could be an entrance in a different part of the facility. Arcades 
did not want to spend too much time on the roof, for he felt that he could be detected if he took 
too long. Arcades was starting to feel that the ventilation shaft might be his best way inside 
again. He knew that he would definitely be shrouded in dust from crawling through a shaft again, 
but he considered that it could have the potential to camouflage him almost. Arcades decided the 
vent would be his best way in. 

The fox approached one of the ventilation shafts. He did not know where they led to, but 
he decided to take his chances. When Arcades crouched down to open the vent, he noticed that it 
was locked. Arcades was expecting some things to be locked, so he opened one of the thigh 
pockets on his combat pants, and he removed his lockpicking set. Arcades took out one of the 
tools and a pin, and the fox worked on opening the vent. After a few moments, he was able to 
unlock the ventilation grate. Arcades put his tools back away, and he removed the grate from the 
shaft. The fox assumed the prone position, and he began crawling into the vent to proceed with 


the mission. 


Making his way through the vent, Arcades was listening to what he could hear from the 
vent. However, he could not hear as much as he was hoping to. Arcades stopped in the vent to 
look at his gloved hand; dust had already claimed a large chunk of the palm of his glove. The fox 
continued. As the vent was just large enough for him to crawl through, Arcades was glad that he 
was as skinny as he was; Otherwise, he would not be able to crawl through the vent at all. 
Arcades stopped crawling when he heard a loud creaking noise. He held his breath, and he 
wondered what the noise was coming from. He then could feel his crawl space starting to warp. 
Arcades was not sure what was going on. Suddenly, the fox was dropped from the vent. He had 
broken right through, for the vent apparently couldn’t support the skinny fox’s weight. 

Arcades hit the ground head first, but his helmet took the blow for him. The noise 
generated by the breaking vent was fairly loud, and the fox hoped that nobody heard the loud 
crashing sound. The fox stood up, and he brushed some of the dust off of his clothes. However, 
dust completely covered his uniform and equipment again. Arcades was having a few flashbacks 
to the hotel again, as the sight looked very familiar. Trying to gather some bearings, the fox was 
not sure where he landed. He looked around the room that he was in, and he could tell that it 
almost seemed like a storage room. Arcades looked at the shelves that were in the room, and he 
checked the shelves to see what they contained. However, he did not notice anything that he 
wanted to take. Arcades decided that it would be best to continue with the mission. 

When the fox opened the door, he was immediately met with a smell that was familiar to 
him. It smelled like it did when he was infiltrating the hotel. Arcades’ face contorted when he 
took in the smell. Arcades looked around, and what he saw was all the more horrifying. He 
looked upwards and downwards to see anthros of all kinds that were locked in cells. It almost 


looked like a prison of some sort. Arcades spotted several guards wearing full UCP kits that were 


walking around. They looked just like the NSS troopers, but they had MICH 2000 derived 
helmets rather than PASGTs. Arcades could also see that they were wielding XMP-1s rather than 
Steyr AUGs. None of the guards were wearing any patches either, not even a national flag or 
emblem. 

The fox flipped on his Contour ROAM, and he began recording the guards and the cells. 
As he panned the camera around while slowly moving his head, Arcades was trying to find a 
way to get better footage as his camera did not have a zoom function. The fox turned around, and 
he was standing directly in front of one of the cells. Inside was a light brown anthro wolf. The 
wolf was bound with his hands chained above him, and the chain was connected to the ceiling. 
His legs were spread apart by a metal rod, and he was outfitted in the same latex suit that 
Arcades saw Cipher and Pixy were in when he rescued them from the train. Arcades noticed a 
small device on the floor, and he used his eyes to follow the wire that was connected to the 
device. The wire seemed to be connected to the wolf’s crotch area. Arcades looked closely, and 
he was able to see that the wire did run past the zipper that closed the crotch area up on the suit. 
Arcades looked at the wolf’s face, but he couldn’t gather much since the wolf was blindfolded, 
collared, and muzzled. 

Arcades looked at the panel that was next to the cell’s door. The panel resembled the 
ones that were found in the hotel, and the light was currently red. The fox wondered if he would 
be able to get a keycard, but he dismissed the idea quickly. He did not want to have to get close 
to the guards. He knew that he would not be able to take the guards on with just a G17 with two 
additional magazines. Arcades knew that there wasn’t anything he could do to rescue the wolf as 


of now, but he also knew that he would not be able to rescue the other anthros that were locked 


in the cells that lined the walls. The fox took a deep breath and decided that he should just move 
on. 

Arcades took a look behind him, and he looked to see if there were any guards around. 
Luckily for the fox, most of the guards were on the other side of the prison area. The fox was not 
sure how many anthros Omega had taken captive, but he was not sure if there were any other 
anthros beyond this area that he was in. Arcades continued recording, and he was wondering if 
the evidence that he had just obtained was enough. However, he decided to press on and see 
what else he could find. Arcades wanted to make sure that the evidence that he gathered would 
be able to convince anybody. 

Continuing down the cellblock, Arcades continued looking to the right as he recorded all 
of the anthros that were in the cells. Most of them were being kept in the same way as the wolf; 
However, some of them were lacking the cords that connected to the crotch area. Other anthros 
had cords that were connected to their nipples instead, and some anthros had cords connected to 
both the crotch and nipples. Arcades had passed by around thirty anthros now, and he was not 
sure how much more evidence he would need. Arcades felt that all of the anthros looked similar 
in a way. They all shared the same collar, muzzle, and blindfold. 

The more cells that Arcades passed, the more anthros he saw detained. However, none of 
them could see the horrified expression that was displayed on the fox’s face. Arcades passed a 
few anthros that were in straight jackets, but they were trying to press their butts against the wall. 
Arcades was not sure what they were trying to do. When he passed another cell, the fox stopped. 
He saw an anthro cheetah that removed himself from the wall to reveal a dildo that was sticking 
out of the wall. Arcades could not frown more than he already was, but the camera was not 


facing the fox. The fox remembered that his camera was still rolling. He would not be the only 


one to see this, but he did not know if that was a good thing or a bad thing. Arcades forced 
himself to continue moving, though he was not sure if he would make it out of this facility in one 
piece. 

Reaching the end of the cellblock, Arcades looked at a door that seemed to be unlocked. 
He wondered if the door led to a higher floor, or something much worse. Arcades went through 
the unlocked doorway, but he heard walking coming from the area that he just left. The fox 
stopped, and he turned to the source of the sound. Since the place was pretty quiet, Arcades was 
able to hear footsteps coming from behind the door now. Small windows in the door allowed 
Arcades to record what was going on behind the door. The fox saw a guard come into view. The 
guard looked at a few of the cells before stopping at one of them. The guard scanned what 
looked to be a keycard on the panel, and it turned from red to green. The guard opened the door, 
and he went inside. 

Still recording, Arcades was waiting for the guard to emerge. After an extended moment 
of waiting, the guard emerged, and he was holding a restrained anthro by the arm. The anthro 
was a coyote that was blindfolded and muzzled much like the other anthros. His hands were 
cuffed behind his back, and his legs were shackled too. Arcades was wondering where the guard 
was taking the coyote, but he knew that he would not be able to follow them. He would risk 
being caught. Arcades was hoping that he was not picked up by any security cameras, but he did 
not notice any in the areas that he went to. 

The fox turned around, and he viewed a dimly lit stairwell. Arcades carefully ascended 
the stairwell, and he was looking upwards the entire time. Since the fox was barefoot, he was 
able to take quieter steps, but he was mainly listening to any personnel that would be descending 


on his location. Arcades felt that he was wasting battery and storage at this point, so he disabled 


his camera before continuing to ascend. After traveling up the stairs for some more time, 
Arcades was not seeing any people coming up or going down the stairs, so Arcades figured that 
he was either going to a place that was less populated or a place that less anthros would be 
traveling out of. Arcades felt that it was more likely the former, as he had not passed through any 
locked security doors in order to reach the stairwell. Arcades thought about how the place could 
be used by an escapee, but he remembered that all of the anthros he saw were all chained and 
blindfolded. They would not be able to navigate the complex, and the sound of their shackles 
would definitely give away their location. 

As the fox reached the top of the staircase, he peeked through the door that was in front 
of him to make sure that no guards were in view of the door. After confirming that the coast was 
clear, Arcades traveled past the door. The fox looked at the surroundings, but he could not see 
too much. The room was dimly lit with blue. A large Omega Foundation logo was on the wall. 
Arcades recognized the logo, and he flipped on his camera again in order to gather evidence. 
Arcades looked at the logo, and then he looked to his right to see another door. However, this 
door was a set of double doors, and the Omega Foundation logo was painted on them. Arcades 
moved closer to the doors, and he peeked through the window. He looked at the sign that was 
above the doors, and it read ‘CONFERENCE ROOM’. Arcades decided he would go inside to 
see if there was anything important. 

The fox peeked through the tinted windows, but he could not see any figures that looked 
as if they were standing up. Arcades then noticed that this set of doors included one of the panel 
locks. Arcades did not have a keycard, so he was unable to open the doors by himself. The fox 
looked at the panel, but he did not have anything with him that would be able to open it. The fox 


then remembered what he did back in Hong Kong to attempt to open a door that was 


electronically locked. He had opened the electronic control box, and he attempted to trip the door 
in order to make it open. He decided that he would attempt this again. 

The fox disabled his camera again, as he figured that he would need it later in order to 
gather more evidence. He removed his multi tool from his pants, and he switched to something 
that would be thin enough to get up underneath the seams of the panel in order to pry it open. 
Arcades tried a couple of tools that turned out to be too large to fit, but he finally found one that 
was able to get underneath the seam. The fox used the tool like a lever, and he was able to 
generate enough torque to prop the panel off. He looked at the wiring that was connected to a 
small integrated circuit. Above the circuit was the screen itself that the panel consisted of. The 
fox took a look at the circuit board, and he was trying to figure out what he could do to open the 
door. 

Arcades decided he should see what actually opened the doors. The fox pocketed the 
multi tool before grabbing the board with his gloved hands. Arcades pulled towards himself, but 
he could feel that the board was being held by something. The fox stopped, and he looked at the 
structure that held the board in. He noticed four screws that held the assembly together. Arcades 
pulled out his multi tool again, and he switched to the screwdriver. Luckily, the screwdriver was 
able to fit easily enough to remove the screw. The fox twisted left until he was able to take the 
screw off. Once he had it complete, Arcades removed the screw and placed it on the ground next 
to him. He did the same to the other three screws holding the board in place. 

After he finished, Arcades put away the multi tool again, and he attempted to lift the 
panel off from the assembly. This time, he was successful, and the panel was able to be lifted 
from where it was being held in place. Arcades looked at the wires that were attached to the 


board, and he unplugged them himself. The fox attempted to open the door, but he found that it 


still would not budge. The fox then attempted to scratch his head, but he remembered that he was 
wearing a helmet. The fox scratched his neck fur instead. Arcades blindly reached into the 
housing that held the panel, and he was touching everything he could. He was hoping that one of 
the components behind the panel would open the door. 

After moving his hand in the housing, he felt something that almost felt like a small 
switch. Arcades flipped the switch, and he heard a beep coming from the door. The fox looked 
up at the door, and he tried to manually open it again. The door began to slide open. The fox 
stuck his foot inside of the doorframe, and he knew that he should probably stick the panel back 
in the door’s housing. After reconnecting the panel, Arcades placed the panel back in the 
housing, and he began to screw it back in place from his sitting position. Arcades was still able to 
keep one foot in the door frame to keep it open as he was working on making it look like nobody 
had infiltrated the conference room. Arcades just hoped that he would not need to do this again 
in order to get back out of the conference room. After placing the cover back on the panel, the 
fox was now ready to enter the dark room. 

When Arcades entered the room, he was relieved that it looked empty. Arcades noticed 
something was odd, however. He could see furniture that looked rather odd. All of the chairs in 
the room seemed to be oddly shaped. The fox approached one of the chairs, and he felt it. 
Arcades realized that the chair he was feeling was a living anthro. Arcades jumped backwards in 
surprise, shock, and horror, and he looked at all of the other anthros that made up the furniture in 
the room. The anthros were restrained in a way that prevented them from leaving the furniture 
positions that they had assumed. The fox looked around the room some more, and he could only 
see a few things that were not made from anthros. There was a bookshelf on one end of the room 


that was filled up with some books, and there was a wide conference table in the center of the 


room. All of the chairs were anthros, though. The fox flipped on his camera to record the room. 
Though the lighting was pretty poor, the fox was hoping that his camera would be able to pick up 
what he was looking at. Arcades directed his attention to the books that stacked the shelves. He 
noticed that most of them were encyclopedias, so he turned back around to view the rest of the 
conference room. 

Just when Arcades was about to disable his camera, he heard footsteps approaching the 
room. The fox quickly hid behind the bookshelves, and he lowered his stance to increase the 
chances of remaining hidden. He stared at the door, and he could hear that somebody was 
making his way inside. The fox heard the door open after it beeped once, and a human wearing 
blue and black walked in. The human did not see the fox due to the lighting conditions, but he 
was holding a laptop in his hands. The human approached the large table, and he sat the laptop 
down on it. He then sat down on one of the anthros. A noticeable grunt that was produced by the 
anthro was heard. When the human had heard the anthro grunt, he delivered a slap to the anthro’s 
butt, which made the anthro grunt louder. The human opened the laptop, and he began to login. 
The fox was not sure what the human was looking at, but now he knew that he wouldn’t be able 
to leave the room until the human did. Arcades was hoping he would not have to stay for too 
much longer, for the fox decided that he had plenty of evidence to show CDI. 

The fox could hear more footsteps that were approaching the door that he came in. 
Arcades watched as another human entered the room. This human was wearing UCP much like 
the guards were; However, he was not wearing combat gear, nor did he have an XMP-1. He was 
wearing a field shirt as well rather than a combat shirt, but it was completely unmarked. Instead, 
he had a holstered handgun that Arcades could not determine the model of thanks to the viewing 


angle and the poor lighting. The man wearing UCP sat down on an anthro on the other side of the 


first man, and they settled in before they began speaking. Arcades quickly reset his camera in 
order to give himself the most recording time in a single clip. He did not want to segment what 
the men were about to say. 

“So, how many did you guys get in Germany?” The man with the laptop was the first to 
speak. The man wearing UCP replied, “Hundreds of them. Germany is one of those countries 
where you can just find more anthros.” The first man nodded, “Yes. I take it you shipped them 
off to Facility Three?” The man wearing UCP responded, “That’s right. We had a train operating 
out of Berlin that we used to bring them close enough. We then brought them in unmarked semi 
trucks.” Arcades was surprised to hear what he was listening to. The men continued, “How are 
they coming training wise? It’s been about a week or so since the first ones should have arrived. 
How long do you think they’ Il be until they’re ready to be sold? We have a few buyers 
contacting us already.” Arcades was still not sure who these two people were supposed to be. He 
knew they were in Omega, but he didn’t know what they exactly did. ““They’re rejecting it of 
course. A few of them are accepting it, though. For the ones that are accepting the training, we 
are considering sending them to Facility Eleven to see if that’1l train them faster.” 

The man with the laptop looked up at the camouflaged man, “You know, there has been a 
break-in at Facility Eleven about a couple days ago.” The camouflaged human looked surprised, 
“What? Someone from the outside got in?” The human with the laptop nodded, “Yes... Our 
informant described him as a male fox. He’s roughly six feet tall, and his fur is black and white. 
He beat up our informant pretty bad. Once he’s healed up, he’s not going to be there at Facility 
Eleven anymore. That incompetent anthro apparently forgot to disarm the intruder, since he said 
that he was beaten with a handgun. He was of course too concerned with sex rather than keeping 


Facility Eleven a secret.” 


Arcades’ heart sank when he heard the humans describe him. He now knew that they 
knew him. The fox continued to listen. “Do we know who this guy is? By the way, is he a 
purebred red fox? He might make a good slave one day.” The man typed on the computer, and a 
projector appeared from the ceiling cover. A curtain came down over the large dark window, and 
it turned on. Arcades saw himself on the screen. The man with the laptop spoke, “Now, we 
believe that is a picture of him. This was taken last year, 2027 in Las Vegas. He is seen here 
rescuing one of the foxes we were about to transfer out.” The camouflaged man nodded, “Yeah. 
Is that a still image from LiveLeak? That picture is pretty damn blurry.” The human’s question 
was answered, “Yes. A civilian took this cell phone video and uploaded it to LiveLeak. Alpha 
and Omega team found this image on the net earlier this year when they went to Hong Kong.” 

Arcades knew that it was only a matter of time before they knew who he was and what he 
did. The fox was hoping they didn’t look to their immediate right and behind the bookshelf. The 
men continued after Arcades saw another picture of himself displayed on the screen, “And now 
this picture was taken during the night of our raid in Hong Kong. We believe that this fox took 
the jade cane before we were able to get it. However, that mission was not a total waste for you 
guys. Alpha and Omega team was able to retrieve the prototype for what ended up becoming the 
XMP-1.” The camouflaged man nodded again, “Uh-huh. So, how do you think he got into 
Facility Eleven?” The man with the laptop brought up a picture of the vent that Arcades used to 
gain entry to the hotel. He began speaking, “This chute right here. It was originally designed as a 
chute to dump trash with, but we didn’t really need that. We put grates in front of it to block it 
off, but it looks like he was able to remove the grates and get inside. He was able to get up to the 


third or fourth floor before our informant caught him.” 


Arcades had believed his entryway into the hotel was a ventilation shaft, and he had just 
been proved wrong. The camouflaged man spoke next, “How did he figure out the location of 
Facility Eleven?” The laptop man replied, “He most likely found it thanks to the internet. We’ve 
been trying to remove all of the information we can about us, but new leaks appear daily. They 
keep coming faster than we can take them down. Luckily, we have the clear web under control 
for the most part.” Arcades could not believe the sheer amount of evidence he was gathering. 
The camouflaged man began speaking again, “So, hasn’t the most recent cargo from Facility 
Eleven been taken by him?” The laptop man nodded, “We think so. A few of our Internal 
Security Group ground units report seeing him. They escaped in a Sikorsky S-70. Looked to be 
modified to be close to spec as the USAF HH-60 Pave Hawk. We don’t have any images of that 
fox escaping, though.” 

Arcades was glad to hear the last bit of information. However, he had a feeling that 
Omega was already very close to tying him together with Fox Security. The fox knew that he 
would have to tell CDI as soon as possible after he escaped, for Arcades was in a race against 
time. The laptop man then spoke again, “We also have reason to believe that he was the one who 
freed the last train car in Berlin before we ordered the NSS to retreat. He seemed to have been 
prepared to open cuffs that used non-standard keys. That was the entire reason why we used 
those South Korean cuffs on those foxes. When a few of our undercover agents in the 
Bundeswehr came on that train, they confirmed that none of the restraints had been forced open 
or broken. Apparently, he brought keys with him to escape the informant at Facility Eleven as 
well.” 

The camouflaged man shook his head, “Damn. How would he know to do that, though? 


We picked those because the keyholes look exactly like the standard keyholes from the outside. 


Most people would give up after trying a regular key. He wouldn’t know to use the non-standard 
keys unless he owns them himself.” Arcades knew that last bit was true. He did own a pair of the 
same model thumbcuffs that the men were speaking of. The laptop man spoke, “Anyways. The 
NSS did their job, and we don’t need them anymore. Thankfully, most of them were killed in 
Germany. The ones that didn't die there, we sent to Syria. The good news is that all of them died 
in Syria. We planted plenty of NSS bodies in Syria so that it would cause even more tension 
between the human Arabs and the white nationalists. Unfortunately, one of our guys was killed 
in Germany. We believe that one of the NSS guys might have taken his Omega badge to Syria. 
Hopefully, nobody found that.” 

Arcades was right when he believed that the attack was a false flag. “Dammit. Wait, 
didn’t CDI all die out there as well? Who survived the battle?” The camouflaged man asked. The 
laptop man replied, “Nobody did. All of them died. That was probably the best possible 
outcome. CDI fought the Islamic State first, and then we sent the NSS there to cause more 
trouble. You should have seen /pol/’s reaction to the whole attack. We have our internet team 
monitoring them. A lot of them are calling for another race war. The good news is that we don’t 
need to spend any money on it now. We can just wait for them to do it themselves in other 
countries. We’ve got some people on that board trying to instigate things right now. We’ll see if 
we can’t make some of them attack.” 

The camouflaged man spoke, “If they do start their own race war, then it could be a good 
opportunity for us to pick up some more anthros as well. We could pretend to help keep them 
safe from the humans, but then we take them and bring them here.” The laptop man waited a 
moment to think before replying, “Probably not here. This place is pretty crowded. It also 


depends on where the attacks happen. One thing we could do is send them to Facility Thirty 


Three. It’s the one that we built in Alaska, and we’ve been sending some of our best anthros 
there for advanced training. We had to kill quite a bit of CDI personnel, though. They eventually 
opened a contract to whomever could find their bodies and determine how they died.” The 
camouflaged man chuckled, “That’s funny. Didn’t one of those anthro-only companies go out 
there to defend some oil drilling operating?” The laptop man nodded, “Sure did. We think they 
got killed by the last of the CDI personnel in that FOB that was nearby. All of the CDI personnel 
that we killed came from that FOB.” 

Arcades now realized that it was Omega who killed the CDI contractors that he was 
looking for in Alaska. The fox couldn’t believe what he was hearing, but he knew that it was the 
truth. He knew that tensions were high among humans and anthros ever since the NSS attacked, 
and he now knew that it was a false flag attack orchestrated by the Omega Foundation. The 
camouflaged man asked a question, ““When you sent Alpha and Omega team to investigate in 
Alaska, what did you find in there? How did the last of them die?” The laptop man answered, 
“Looks like they killed each other. They probably had a dilemma when the anthros came in. We 
found the body of a snow leopard, and we also found evidence that a wolf was killed. Though we 
didn’t find the body of the wolf, we found bits and pieces of skull and brain.” Arcades realized 
that they were talking about Jason’s brother, Jack. 

The camouflaged man remembered something, “Hey, wasn’t there an American security 
firm that sent some people over to Berlin? They helped the Bundeswehr drive out the NSS from 
the city.” The laptop man began typing on his keyboard. After a moment of searching, he pulled 
up an article and read an excerpt, “American private security firm Fox Security has sent 
manpower to assist the Bundeswehr in deady siege...” Arcades’ eyes widened as he was 


becoming nervous. He could feel his hands beginning to slightly shake. The camouflaged man 


then asked, ““Wasn’t the owner of that company a black and white fox? What was his name?” 
The laptop man began searching on Google. The screen was still being projected, and Arcades 
then saw a clear picture of him appear on the screen along with his full name. The fox’s heart 
sank. 

“Kurt Hofmeier. That’s his name. You know, he does look a lot like that fox in the 
pictures from what we have,” the laptop man said. The camouflaged man then asked, “Go and 
compare a picture of him to the ones we have.” The laptop man tabbed back and forth while 
comparing images. However, the two images that he had to cross-reference were very blurry and 
not too helpful. The laptop man spoke, “His fur pattern looks just like the pictures. He also 
doesn’t look like he wears shoes. That’s another consistency.” Arcades was watching the men 
solve the mystery in real time, and he knew that he would not be able to do anything about it 
without blowing his cover. 

The laptop man thought about something, “One thing that we figured out from testing on 
anthros for this long is one reason why some of them don’t like wearing shoes. It may actually be 
what ties this together. Remember how he was able to open the cuffs that we put those anthros in 
back in Berlin? There is a good possibility that he knew which key to use because he owns the 
cuffs. Some anthros don’t wear shoes because they think that they’ Il have a higher chance of 
being shackled if they’re barefoot as opposed to if they’re wearing shoes. I know it sounds far 
fetched, but it could be what pulls it all together. He might like being tied up or being 
handcuffed. Think about that. When you do this shit to so many anthros, you kinda figure it all 
out.” The camouflaged man shook his head, “Nah. That can’t be it. That’s way too much of a 


stretch.” 


Arcades was now shaking, and he was trying to keep himself calm. He knew that it was 
now only a short matter of time before they confirmed that it was him. The camouflaged man 
decided to ask for more information, “What else can you tell me about Kurt Hofmeier?” The 
laptop man typed in a few keywords into Google before reading a few web pages. He spoke, 
“Alright... Apparently he has a human avatar on the internet. His character is a human that was 
made in order to bring... uh.... Let me scroll down. He used this avatar to spread the Gospel of 
Jesus in the form of free internet fiction.” The camouflaged man chuckled, “What a joke. Is that 
fox supposed to be a Christian?” The laptop man nodded, “Yeah, he actually is. In some pictures 
of him here, he’s wearing a patch with a Cross with the words ‘BORN AGAIN’ lettered above it. 
His company’s logo also has a big ol’ Cross on the top of it.” 

“What a fuckin’ dumbass,” the camouflaged man scoffed. The laptop man nodded, 
“Yeah, he thinks he can get those fucking anthros to change their ways. What a dumbass bitch.” 
The camouflaged man snickered, “You know what? You’re probably right. He probably does 
like being handcuffed. That weak piece of shit. He probably goes barefoot to look less 
intimidating as well. That’s how much of a weak bitch he is, I bet.” The laptop man nodded, 
“He’s probably afraid to kill people as well. I’m reading here that he has stated that he has never 
killed anybody. This dumbass bitch runs a PMC organization, and he pussies out before he can 
kill anybody.” The camouflaged man agreed, “Yep. You know, that might be our fox. He 
couldn’t even bring himself to kill that degenerate informant at Facility Eleven, and that guy was 
fucked up beyond repair.” 

Arcades was trying to keep himself from losing more of his cool, since he was beginning 
to take some of their words personally. The laptop man smiled while he spoke, “You know what. 


He’s a fox, and that makes him worth something to us. Even if Kurt Hofmeier isn’t the fox we’re 


looking for, we should try and capture him anyways. He could be real fun to fuck with. I bet you 
he’s a virgin too. Those break down really well when you exploit them in certain ways.” The fox 
could not believe what he was hearing now. They were planning to rape him, but the fox knew 
that this was not the first time somebody plotted to rape him. The laptop man clicked around 
before chuckling again, “Hah, his company only has about forty members. No fucking wonder! 
Their leader is the biggest pussy that this world has ever seen. If you can even call him a leader 
at that point. I bet that bitch lets his employees lock him up. That’s fucking hilarious if it’s true.” 

Once again, Arcades was stopping himself from doing something. He was still recording, 
but he knew that he would have to show the entirety of the evidence. The fox knew that it would 
be embarrassing, but it would be necessary for taking down Omega. The laptop man spoke again, 
“You know, Christians are always the ones you can fuck with the most. They take that shit so 
seriously, and they think that their sky daddy is gonna take them into paradise because they let 
some sand nigger pay their dues.” Arcades quietly gritted his teeth. He really wanted to do 
something then and there, but he remembered what the Bible said, “And whosoever speaketh a 
word against the Son of man, it shall be forgiven him: but whosoever speaketh against the Holy 
Ghost, it shall not be forgiven him, neither in this world, neither in the world to come.” 

The camouflaged man spoke, “I’m now pretty much convinced that Kurt Hofmeier is the 
fox we’re looking for. We need to capture him somehow and then destroy his pathetic company. 
You know you’ve hit a low when you’re working with humans and anthros. Anthros deserve to 
be used and then thrown away. Luckily, the financial elite shovel us a shitload of money to give 
them anthro slaves. That NSS attack ended up costing us almost nothing. It’s even better because 


the media thinks it was the white supremacists who carried it out. They’re not entirely wrong 


though. We were the ones who hired them. They never even got their payments because we got 
them all killed. What a bunch of fucking dumbasses.” 

The laptop man said, “So, is that what we’re gonna do? Hunt down Kurt Hofmeier? He 
might make a good slave, to be honest. Look how skinny that bitch is. He looks like the kind of 
guy that just lets himself get overpowered by his own employees. And even if the fox we’re 
looking for is not Kurt Hofmeier, we’ ll just kill the rest of his company. That black and white fox 
is either Kurt, or he’s some dickhead that works for his company. Either way, we just need to 
stay on Fox Security, and we’ll have all of this covered up. They’re so small that nobody will 
even bother to go looking for him. We just need to find a good time to fuck up their main office. 
We also need to find the fox himself.” 

The camouflaged man nodded, “Sounds like we have a plan. I guess you can consider 
this a fox hunt, huh?” The camouflaged man stood up, and the laptop man closed his computer 
and retracted the projector. As far as Arcades knew, he was now a hunted fox. The laptop man 
stood up, and the two humans shook hands. The laptop man then looked to his immediate right at 
the bookshelf. He began walking over to it. Arcades quickly turned off his camera, for he did not 
need them to see the red light that flashed to indicate the camera was recording. The laptop man 
pointed to the bookshelf, “You see, these look like regular encyclopedias, right? However, when 
you read the pages. We put a secret message on every page that’s in a different spot. Signs and 
symbols are the best ways we can communicate these days. We’ve got methods that not even 
your die-hard conspiracy theorist knows. The best part about it is that if somebody tries to tell 
others about it, everyone is just gonna laugh it off. They’re gonna call the man crazy! Man, it’s 


fucking fun to have everything wrapped around your finger now, isn’t it?” 


When Arcades thought that the two were going to walk away, the laptop man noticed 
something behind the bookshelf, “The fuck is that back there?” Arcades’ eyes lit up, and he had 
to quickly think about what he was going to do. The laptop man peeked behind the bookshelf and 
immediately recognized the fox, “Holy shit! It’s fucking Kurt Hofmeier!” The camouflaged man 
was in disbelief at the moment as Arcades emerged from the bookshelf. The fox wanted to reach 
for his G17, but he immediately hesitated. The laptop man dropped the book that was in his hand 
while he attempted to motivate the camouflaged man that was standing still in amazement, “Go 
fucking get him!” 

The camouflaged man went to draw his handgun, but he was having difficulties getting it 
out of the holster. The fox figured that this would be the best time to do something. The laptop 
man began rushing Arcades, but he dodged the human by quickly stepping behind the bookshelf. 
The fox grabbed the bookshelf, and he pushed it over. The bookshelf fell quickly, and it landed 
right on top of the two men. They were knocked unconscious by the shelf’s impact. Arcades 
looked at all of the books sprawled about on the ground. He also remembered that he was not 
still recording, so the fox turned it back on to begin recording again. 

After starting the next recording, Arcades looked down, and he realized that he could see 
something sticking out of the encyclopedia that the laptop man grabbed. The fox picked up the 
encyclopedia, and he grabbed the extruding object to find that it was a keycard. The keycard was 
red and it read, “LEVEL FIVE ACCESS CARD”. Arcades figured that using this keycard would 
be more efficient than prying open all of the door panels in order to manually open the door. 
Arcades held the keycard in front of the camera briefly before putting it in his pocket. The fox 


knew that the keycard would be his only way of escaping the complex. 


The fox decided to move now, since his window for escape was now rapidly closing. He 
needed to get as much of a headstart as he could, for he knew that the entire complex would soon 
be on alert due to what just happened. Since the complex was not currently on alert, Arcades 
knew that he would need to get as far as he could away from where he currently was to buy 
himself time. Arcades began moving. He first opened the door to the complex room, and he 
rushed down the stairs. He was not listening to footsteps this time, as he planned on outrunning 
anybody that he would come in contact with. Arcades considered going out from the way he 
came in, but he knew that it would not prove to be the best option. He would need to squeeze 
through an actual ventilation shaft again, which was not as efficient as going through a garbage 
chute. 

Arcades also knew that if he were to end up on the roof, then it would be extremely 
difficult for him to get down. He brought no rappelling equipment with him, but even that would 
not help him, for Arcades saw that the facility was surrounded by razor wire walls when he first 
made his entry. Arcades knew that it would be best to make his way to the ground level before 
trying to escape the building itself, but he also did not want to be caught out in the open by the 
guards. Arcades decided to not think about it, as he felt he would cross that bridge when he 
would reach it. 

Arcades cleared the stairwell, and he began making his way back through the cell block 
that he came through. Since his camera was still rolling, some of the captured anthros came into 
view by the camera. Arcades would use this as more evidence against the Omega Foundation; 
However, he knew that he was now in a race against time. Omega wanted to capture him, and he 
knew that they were already trying to remove as much information about the Foundation as they 


possibly could. Though the fox was not entirely sure how they did this, he knew that the best 


way to delay Omega was to make as many copies of the evidence as he could and spread it to as 
many places as possible. If he was lucky, the fox could even upload the evidence to the clearweb, 
and people would surely grow to be aware of Omega’s abhorrent actions. 

Arcades came to a small stairwell that led to more cell blocks whether he went up or 
down. The fox decided to go down the stairwell instead of going up. As he proceeded, he could 
see some more guards wearing UCP equipment, but none of them had seen him yet. However, 
the fox knew that it would be best to get out of their field of view first because he did not know 
when the alarm would sound. Arcades continued descending down the cell block stairwells, and 
he was not counting how many cell blocks that the facility had. It made Arcades wonder just how 
many anthros Omega had in captivity. He knew that what he was seeing was not even close to 
the number of anthros that Omega had in this facility. He could see some that were being taken 
to other places by guards, but he would not know where they were going or what was going to 
happen to them. 

When Arcades reached the bottom floor, he checked his surroundings quickly for guards. 
Thankfully, most of them were on the higher levels. Surprisingly, there were not as many guards 
as the fox was expecting. Arcades figured that it would be pretty easy to find anthros in the event 
that they could escape; However, he reminded himself that he was currently an escaping anthro. 
The fox came across a door that he needed to use the keycard to open. He quickly removed the 
card from his pocket, and he held it in front of the scanner. The door beeped, and it opened. The 
fox had no idea where he was going once he started progressing. He was just trying to make it 
out of the facility at this point. 

The next area that Arcades was faced with was a hallway that seemed almost featureless. 


It still shared the same lighting as the other rooms that he had seen. Arcades figured that the 


complex was dimly lit in order to prevent the captured anthros from determining what time it 
was. Even though they were blindfolded, they would usually still be able to see some light, and 
the dim lighting actually would counteract this. They would have absolutely no concept of time 
or where they were. This would also prevent them from navigating in the event of an escape. 
Arcades was not blindfolded, so his escape was depending upon whether he chose the right path 
or not. The fox continued moving down the hallway. 

When the fox reached the end of the hall, he heard an alarm sound over the PA system. 
Arcades listened while he continued moving, “Attention all ISG Personnel. We have a black and 
white fox that has infiltrated the facility. Capture him alive.” Arcades knew that he should keep 
his distance from the guards for sure now. Knowing that he was wanted alive rather than dead, 
Arcades did not think that their XMP-1s were loaded with non-lethal munitions, so he decided 
that he would not worry too much if he was caught in the open by a guard holding an XMP-1. 
However, he did not know what other equipment they had, so he decided that not being seen was 
the best option after all. 

Arcades reached another keycard door, and he used the keycard that he was now holding 
firmly in his hand. The door opened, and a guard was standing in front of the door that was about 
to come in. The guard raised his XMP-1 and shouted, “Hey! On the ground!” Arcades ran to the 
right, and he entered the nearest door he could find. He could hear the guard was outside, and he 
was about to come inside the area that Arcades was in. The fox found that the area that he 
entered was a dead end. He was not sure where he would go to evade the guard. The fox quickly 
looked up and down the room while searching for anything that he could use to escape with. 


Arcades determined that it might now be time to use the G17. He removed the weapon from the 


holster it, and he chambered a round with his shaky hands while still holding the keycard in his 
left hand. 

The guard busted through the door with the XMP-1 raised, but he did not see that 
Arcades was aiming directly at the guard’s Improved Outer Tactical Vest. The fox fired two 
rounds. Both of which landed directly in the center of the guard’s vest. The guard was 
disoriented by the impact of the rounds, but it did not phase him for long. The vest was rated to 
take rounds that were larger than 9x19mm, so this rendered the weapon ineffective at severely 
injuring the guard. Arcades shoved the disoriented guard aside, and he continued running away. 
He heard the guard was behind him, but the fox was able to gain more ground. The guard 
stopped, and he fired a beanbag round from the XMP-1’s 20 mm launcher. The round impacted 
the fox on the back, and this impact caused Arcades to fall on his face. 

Arcades quickly rolled himself over while ignoring the pain from the impact. Since 
Arcades was not wearing plates in the carrier, he felt how the round impacted directly on his 
back. With adrenaline still pumping, the fox aimed the handgun at the guard again, and he pulled 
the trigger three times. Arcades watched as the guard collapsed to the ground, and he hoped that 
he did not kill him. Arcades’ fears were diverted as he saw the guard sit up to launch another 
beanbag round. The fox was able to roll to the side in order to avoid the round. Arcades and the 
guard both struggled to get on their feet. The fox knew that it would only be a matter of time 
before more guards would show up to attempt to capture him. He had to keep moving. 

Since the fox was the first one to stand up, he was the first one to run away. Even though 
his back was still hurting from the beanbag round, he had to push past the pain in order to escape 
the complex. He heard the guard report his location via radio requesting for reinforcements. 


Arcades scanned the keycard at the door that he originally was trying to enter, and he ran inside 


before the guard was able to arrive at the door. This action would only buy the fox a few 
seconds. Arcades entered a divided hallway, and he decided to to down the left path. He hoped 
that the guard that was pursuing him would not hear him as he ran down the path. Thankfully, 
the fox had already entered another door before the guard could find him. 

The fox was starting to wonder if the facility had been designed in such a way to make 
escape attempts confusing. As far as Arcades knew, he was the only one that had attempted to 
escape the facility considering how few and far between the guards were. Just as Arcades was 
preparing to open another keycard door, he heard a sound behind him. The fox turned around to 
see two anthros staring at him. These anthros were both wearing the standard latex suits, but they 
were wearing what appeared to be an M50 gas mask in place of the muzzle and blindfold. 
Arcades did not want to take his chances trying to talk to the two anthros considering how 
emotionless they stood as they stared at him. Arcades opened the door with the keycard, and he 
quickly sidestepped into the next area. Just as the door was closing, the two anthros rushed the 
fox; However, they were stopped by the door that closed in front of them. 

“All anthros and humans are hostile... Gosh, I’m in for a freaking long haul today,” 
Arcades said to himself quietly as he progressed. The fox turned around to see another blank 
hallway. He could not understand why Omega would build these long and featureless hallways. 
Arcades considered that maybe it was part of the program that they were putting the other 
anthros through. For all he knew, he could be a fox trapped in a maze. Arcades opened another 
door to reveal yet another hallway. This time, the hallway had several doors on the right and left. 
The fox quickly opened all of the doors by quickly passing them after swiping his keycard. 


While most of them led to more hallways, one of them had a ladder inside. The fox stepped in 


the doorway with the ladder, and he looked up the ladder. The fox considered the ladder to be an 
upgrade from the maze that he was going through, so Arcades began climbing up the ladder. 

After climbing upwards for a good moment, Arcades reached the top of the ladder. There 
was only a single keycard door in front of the fox now. Arcades scanned the card, and he was 
immediately hit by sunlight. Since the facility was so dark, it was hard for the fox to adjust his 
eyes to the change in lighting. Arcades knew that he could not stay still for too long, as he could 
hear several Omega guards shouting orders at each other. Once the fox’s eyes adjusted, he took a 
look at his surroundings. The fox was now in the outside area of the complex. He still needed to 
get through the final gate before he would be able to truly flee from the facility. 

Arcades looked to the sky, and he could already see one of Omega’s MH-60X Stealth 
Hawks taking off from a landing pad that the fox had not seen earlier. When the fox was 
parachuting down, he knew that the complex was large, but he didn’t know that it was so large 
that it housed aircraft. Arcades began running some more, and he was looking for one last 
keycard door that would lead him outside of the walls and gates of the facility. After some time 
of evading Omega units and searching the sides of the walls, Arcades finally found what looked 
to be a keycard security door that would lead him to freedom. However, there was a guard armed 
with an XMP-1 that was standing next to it. Arcades peeked from his covered position, and he 
decided that would be his best option to push through the door and the guard. 

The fox hopped the railing, and he began sprinting towards the guard. The guard 
immediately noticed the fox, and he raised his XMP-1 to a firing position. The guard toggled the 
weapon to fire the 20 mm rounds, and he began firing at the fox. Arcades was anticipating this, 
so he started running in a random zigzag pattern when he anticipated the guard to shoot. Arcades 


was now close to the guard, so the guard immediately attempted to whack the fox with the 


buttstock of the weapon. Arcades anticipated this as well, and he dodged the attack. The fox 
pushed his left leg out in front of the guard, and he shoved the guard with his arms in order to 
make him trip over the fox’s legs. Arcades plan was not successful. 

The guard caught his balance, and he aimed the rifle right at Arcades’ head. However, the 
fox knew that the guard would not be able to kill him right then and there, for the fox knew that 
he was worth more to them alive than dead. Arcades knew that Omega would be the last he 
would surrender to, for it was not worth surrendering to be turned into a mindless slave. Arcades 
gave the guard one last shove, and the guard actually fell down on his back. While the guard was 
standing back up, the fox had already let himself out of the facility. He began sprinting as fast as 
he could to get away from the place. He was faster than the guards that had begun chasing him 
on foot due to the fact he was less equipped, but he would not be faster than the guards that were 
already taking off on the MH-60X. 

Arcades ran past several trees that he was using to break visual contact with the Omega 
guards, and he was not looking back at the facility. He could hear some guards yelling from 
behind him, but he was not paying attention to listen to exactly what they were doing. Arcades 
knew that he had to reach the exfil point, but it was in the nearest town. He knew that he would 
have to evade Omega all the way to the town. Arcades doubted that Omega would follow him 
into the town as they would be taking too much of a risk to be seen operating in the public view. 
Someone would surely obtain more evidence of the Stealth Hawks that they flew. However, all 
that evidence would pale in comparison to the evidence that Arcades’ camera contained. Arcades 
could also hear some ground vehicles that were driving from behind him, but he was hoping that 
they had not seen which direction he went. Arcades was not even sure which direction the town 


was. 


Arcades decided that he should put as much distance between him and the Omega 
complex. The further he got, the less likely they would travel, as they would most likely not risk 
being seen in a town or city. Arcades knew that the town he was going to was supposed to be 
north of the complex, but he was not entirely sure which direction he was facing. The fox looked 
up to the sun. Since it was still morning, the sun was rising from the east. Arcades located east, 
and he was able to find north from there. The fox waited until he could hear some noise die down 
before he began moving. He also wished that he brought his compass with him. 

The fox began walking to the north, and he was keeping his eyes and ears open for 
Omega’s vehicles. He already could see the MH-60X that was looking for him from the sky, but 
he figured that they did not know exactly where the fox had gone. Since Arcades traveled for 
half a kilometer away from the facility before stopping to turn, he hoped that the patrols would 
still try to follow his last vector. Arcades could hear an engine noise, so he went prone in order to 
wait for a vehicle to pass. Arcades watched as he saw two Oshkosh L-ATVs drive by. They were 
both painted black, and he could see several Omega troopers wearing UCP riding in the bed of 
the truck while holding their XMP-1s. 

Arcades wished that he had worn a camouflage pattern that was suited for the 
environment that he was in. He was not expecting to be fleeing the complex in such a manner. 
Since he was wearing all black, his camouflage was hardly effective in his current environment, 
and it would be far more suitable for inside of the complex that he was just in. Arcades looked 
down to make sure that he was not missing any of his belongings. He still had his G17, and he 
even had the access card that he got from the conference room in the facility. Arcades did not 
know whether to keep the access card or not, for he was not sure if they were traceable by 


Omega. If they were, then it would not be long until they had a fix on his location. 


The fox decided to hold onto the card for now in order to use it as potential evidence. 
Arcades finally disabled his camera since he was out of the facility. He did get the L-ATVs in 
the frame and proof that the Omega personnel were operating it since they were also using the 
XMP-1 rifles. Since Arcades’ adrenaline now died down, he was beginning to feel the pain from 
the beanbag round that impacted on his back. Arcades knew that he wouldn’t be able to stop 
walking as he still needed to get the evidence back. He did have until the evening to get to the 
rendezvous point before his crew decided to leave with or without the fox. 

Arcades was currently trying to not be seen by Omega. He also did not want to leave any 
tracks that would leave them to him, despite the fact that he was traveling the woods with no 
footwear on. He was hoping that they would not find his footprints anytime soon. The fox 
continued walking north. He was trying to remember how far the town was that he was trying to 
reach. He thought that it was around three miles north of the place, but he was not entirely sure. 
All Arcades could do now was just continue moving forwards. He was seeing less of the Omega 
patrols, so he assumed that they were trying to not be seen by civilians. The fox remembered that 
they did not know that he was recording the entire time. However, he would have to relocate, as 
he feared that Omega would try and attack Fox Security directly. Arcades was in a race against 
time. 

After trekking around three miles in a little over the span of an hour since his initial 
escape, Arcades was now in view of the town where his vehicle was waiting. He turned back 
around, and he was scanning the air in order to make sure that the Stealth Hawk had lost track of 
him. The fox was surprised that he was able to escape the complex with minimal personnel that 
were able to follow him. He considered that it would be hard gathering enough humans that 


would be willing to participate in trafficking anthros. However, Arcades learned that there were 


at least thirty three other Omega Foundation facilities, and he did not know how many humans 
they had compared to Facility Five. Facility Eleven had minimal human involvement, as Arcades 
saw for himself that it was entirely occupied by anthros. Arcades was not even sure if the anthros 
in Facility Eleven even knew what Omega wanted to do to them. 

Arcades felt that later would be a better time to think of this. The fox unbuckled his 
FAST helmet, and he removed it from his head. He looked to make sure that he did not lose the 
camera, and the fox noticed that it was still attached to the helmet mount. Arcades felt relieved 
upon confirming that his camera was intact. All he needed to do now was get to his car and then 
proceed to the rendezvous point that he was going to meet Bocchino at. Arcades began walking 
into the town, but he removed the magazine pouches that were on his plate carrier and put them 
into his dump pouch first. He also put his holstered G17 into the pouch as well. He did not want 
to be seen as an anthro with a handgun in public. After all, he could be seen by some humans that 
were not too fond of anthro foxes, much like most humans were. 

Bocchino had arranged for Arcades’ Mustang to be in a place that was pretty close to the 
edge of town. Arcades was now at the edge of town. They had mapped out the path that Arcades 
was supposed to take, and the fox managed to be able to navigate it fairly proficiently. Arcades 
was looking for an abandoned garage that was propped about a quarter of the way open. He 
would be able to open the door and drive the car to the RV point. The fox was now walking the 
streets, and he was keeping his eyes open while looking for that one garage door. As the fox 
continued, he looked down at his clothes. He noticed that most of the dust had been brushed off 
his clothes since he spent a good while crawling through the woods while evading the Omega 


Foundation. 


Arcades stopped to look at his feet. He noticed that they were getting dirty, but he was 
not leaving any footprints on the pavement. The fox shrugged and continued moving down the 
street. He did not see too many people on his way to the garage. He had only seen a few humans 
and a couple anthros. They all seemed to not mind the fox was wearing a Crye Precision JPC 2.0 
and carrying a FAST helmet with him. Either they did not know, or they did not care that he was 
wearing a plate carrier and carrying a tactical helmet. His stuff was not even colored Multicam, 
so it almost blended into his black combat attire. Arcades’ clothes basically blended in with his 
main fur colors, as well. Being a black and white fox, Arcades did not have too much of a hard 
time finding clothes that matched his fur colors. 

Arcades noticed an abandoned garage that was propped a quarter of the way open. He felt 
that he was at the right place. Arcades crossed the street, and he approached the garage. The fox 
knelt down, and he looked underneath the bottom. Letting his eyes adjust, Arcades focused on 
the contents of the garage. He almost immediately recognized his stealth gray Ford Mustang 5.0 
GT as it was the same car that he took to Hong Kong. Arcades pulled the manual lever on the 
garage door after ducking to enter the garage, and he opened the garage door wide open by 
manually pulling the lever. The fox removed his keys from his pants pocket, and he unlocked the 
driver’s side door. The fox entered the vehicle after stowing away all of his stuff in the back seat, 
and he pressed the start button. Arcades was not too fond of the key fobs that modern cars 
included. He remembered his first vehicle that he owned utilized a conventional key rather than 
an electronic proximity based key fob device. Arcades shoved the key fob back into his pocket, 
and he closed the top of the pocket with the Velcro lip. The fox shifted into drive, and he left the 


garage. 


The cat heard Arcades pulling up with the Ford Mustang. Bocchino spoke under his 
breath, “I don’t fuckin’ believe it.” Bocchino approached the car as it stopped. Arcades stepped 
out of the vehicle, and Bocchino looked at the fox. The cat spoke, “You did it? You’re a fucking 
damn madman.” Arcades nodded, “I sure did. I have plenty of groundbreaking evidence as well. 
You really need to see it for yourself.” Bocchino was in denial, “A part of me doesn’t believe 
that you broke into that place and made it out successfully. Nobody saw you?” The fox shook his 
head, “Well, I was seen on my way out. They went looking for me in the woods, but they lost 
track of me. I’m not sure if you could see their helicopter from here.” The cat looked up at the 
clear sky, “I saw a couple of choppers, and I did recognize one as being that Stealth Hawk, 
though they bugged off after a little while. You sure stirred up the damn hive.” Arcades nodded, 
“Yeah, well at least be glad that I made it out. If they caught me... Gosh...” 

Bocchino raised an eyebrow, “What did you see in there?” Arcades looked down at the 
ground, “I have it all on video. I’ll let you watch it when we get back home.” Bocchino was 
curious, but he wasn’t sure if Arcades was willing to tell him then and there, “Was it bad?” 
Arcades looked up at the cat, but he avoided answering the question, “They say a picture is 
worth a thousand words. This footage is worth more than one million words.” The cat now knew 
that Arcades was not currently willing to discuss what he saw, “Shit... Well, I guess Pll be 
seeing that later, then.” The cat remembered another thing, “You sure this will be enough to 
convince CDI to help us? You think they’ Il be willing to take down Omega?” 

Arcades looked at the cat and he reviewed the mission over in his head. The fox spoke, 
“Truly I tell you, this will surely be enough. If this isn't good enough, then I don’t know what is.” 
Bocchino was not entirely satisfied, “How can you be so sure about that?” The fox did not break 


eye contact with the cat, “What if I told you that my footage holds confirmation that the NSS 


was a front by Omega?” Bocchino raised his eyebrows, “Damn. Is that all, though?” Arcades did 
not shake his head, but he answered firmly, “No.” 

Bocchino was about done with trying to get Arcades to talk. If he wanted to see the 
footage, he just had to proceed with the exfiltration. It was clear that Arcades was not currently 
in a talking mood. Bocchino decided to proceed, “Alright... Okay... I guess we should get home 
now.” Arcades nodded, “Thank you. We should get out of here before Omega smartens up and 
realizes that we’ll be flying out with the C-17 that we flew in here with. We need to take a 
different flight path on the way back. Omega might be able to confirm us if we fly too close to 
their complex on the way back.” 

Arcades got back into the vehicle, and he began to drive it towards the parked C-17’s 
cargo bay doors. Bocchino walked alongside the car, “What does Omega know?” Arcades 
decided to respond, “They know that we were in Hong Kong and Germany. They also know that 
I was the one to break into the hotel, and they know that we took those two anthros from their 
train.” The cat shook his head in disbelief, “The fuck? How would they know all that?” Arcades 
gave a reply that did not soothe Bocchino’s curiosity, “It’s all on the video, Bobby. You'll 
understand when you see it. They’re looking for me specifically. Even if they never saw me. I’m 
still a hunted fox.” 

“You're fucking paranoid Kurt!” Bocchino was still in disbelief. Arcades replied with the 
same sentence he said earlier, “It’s all on the video, Bobby.” Bocchino quit following the 
vehicle. It was not because Arcades was moving too fast for him to keep up, it was rather 
because Bocchino needed to stop and think for a moment. Though the cat did not believe what 


the fox said about the hotel, he was starting to think that maybe Arcades was telling the truth. 


Bocchino had learned from an early age not to trust foxes, but he was starting to feel that 
Arcades had been completely honest with him. 

The fox parked the Mustang in the C-17 Globemaster III, and he stepped out of the car. 
He still had to secure the vehicle inside of the aircraft before they would take off. Arcades was 
glad that he did not have much to pack up. He decided to keep all of his gear inside of the car 
until he returned home. Arcades would be able to keep all of his things in one place and not lose 
anything by taking it out of the car and forgetting to grab it. Bocchino entered the plane, but 
Thomas was already there helping Arcades secure the vehicle to the plane’s interior. The human 
greeted the fox with a warmer welcome than what the cat had given, “Welcome back boss, glad 
to see you made it out in time.” Arcades only nodded as a response. Bocchino assumed that 
Arcades was not in a talking mood regardless of who wanted to speak with him. 

“Delta Charlie One Eight, you are cleared for takeoff on Runway 17. Over,” the air traffic 
controller spoke to the pilot. The pilot acknowledged, “Roger, this is Delta Charlie One Eight, 
proceeding with takeoff on Runway 17.” The pilot pushed the throttle of the aircraft to give the 
engines more throttle, and the plane began to accelerate down the runway. Arcades was sitting in 
his seat, and he was looking at the other two that had gone on this mission with him. For such a 
great outcome, he did not bring many people with him. Most of Arcades’ men did not want to 
come with him since this was not a contract by a third party. Arcades paid Thomas and Bocchino 
to come with him with his own money. Arcades felt disappointed that many people he knew only 
worked for the cash rather than working because of the outcome that it would bring. Arcades 
wondered if humans had an easier time gathering support for their endeavours. He wondered if it 


was simply the fact that he was a fox. 


Arcades did consider asking Jason if he wanted to come on the mission, but he decided 
against doing so. The fox felt that Jason still needed some time to cool down after what had 
previously happened the previous day. Arcades did not want to remind himself of that event. He 
looked at Bocchino, who was staring into the ceiling of the aircraft’s interior. Arcades 
remembered that Berlin was the last mission where more than a skeleton crew came with him. 
Part of the reason for this was because Germany had paid Fox Security a generous sum of money 
for assistance in driving away the NSS. When Arcades thought about the NSS, it reminded him 
of Syria. He had seen all of the bodies of the humans. Even though the humans held a strong 
grudge against anthros, they had a very similar grudge against others of their own species. Some 
humans despised humans that were of a different race. This was nothing new to the Arcades as 
many anthros disliked foxes in particular. 

Arcades was not even sure if he wanted to call the NSS by that name anymore. He heard 
the two men talking of how it was all made up in order to capture anthros and entice humans to 
turn on each other. The fox then remembered how all of the chairs in that room were living 
anthros. Arcades still could not understand how people who worked at the Omega facilities could 
stomach seeing all of that day in and day out. Arcades thought that maybe they would get used to 
it. Thinking about the facility reminded him of the small number of guards that he did encounter. 
Maybe many of them indeed were not able to stomach all of it. The fox shook his head. He did 
not really want to think about it all. However, Arcades just could not help it. He did watch the 
two men figure out who he was and where he worked. Arcades had a target on his back, so he 
now made sure to watch his back. 

When Arcades thought about the idea of having a target on his back, he felt that he 


already had a target on his back metaphorically speaking. For one thing, Jason did attempt to 


rape merely one day ago. However, Jason was not even the first anthro to attempt this. The 
informant at Facility Eleven tried to do the exact same time. Arcades only felt more 
disappointed. He felt that he was all alone in his battle. However, it seemed at that time, Arcades 
remembered that he was not truly alone. Since he was saved, the fox was accompanied by the 
Holy Spirit. God was with him, and this made him feel a bit more assured. He did not know what 
the people in his company felt about God, but he hoped that they believed in Jesus. After all, 
Jesus is the Truth, the Way, and the Life. 

Arcades thought about what he told Jason in the previous days, and he reminded himself 
that people can always still change. Even though Jason did attempt to rape the fox, Arcades still 
forgave the wolf. Even though what Jason did was horrific, Arcades still believed that there was 
hope. Jesus died to forgive all sins: past, present, and future. Arcades was not sure how God 
could be so rich in mercy, for God sees all the evil that humans and anthros do. The fox knew 
that he could never be as merciful as God was, no matter how hard he tried. He would have to 
forgive things that were worse than what Jason attempted. 

The fox decided the best thing he should do in the plane would be to read the Bible some 
more. Arcades did not yet receive his own Bible back from Jason yet, so he brought a different 
one that he had. Arcades took this Bible with him in his Mustang, but he had taken it out of the 
vehicle when he parked it back inside of the C-17. Arcades wondered if he inspired Cipher and 
Pixy to read the Bible. However, Arcades did not know what Omega did to them while they were 
in Omega’s custody. Arcades could not make up their mind for them, though, for they still had to 
make the choice for themselves. 

Arcades opened to the Book of Acts. He wanted to read more about the early Church’s 


history. Arcades knew that he would not do anything as great as Paul and the Apostles, but that 


did not stop him from trying. The fox was not sure how many people believed what he said, but 
he decided not to think about it too much. He was a fox after all. Foxes only deserve to be shut 
up and chained up, and Arcades already did this to himself. He felt as if he was doing others a 
favor by doing so, but at the same time, he did this when nobody else was looking. Would it even 
be a favor at this point? Or was Arcades taking things too personally? The fox shook his head as 
he thought about these questions that he was asking himself. 

He knew that few understood how he really felt. One reason why he did not typically tell 
people all of this stuff. It almost always backfired on him. When Johnny had known, he 
perceived Arcades to be weak, and he assaulted him before leaving the company. When Jason 
had known, he attempted to rape Arcades. The fox frowned and closed his eyes. Arcades prayed 
to God while he had his eyes closed. When he finished, he decided that he should just read the 
Bible. He wondered if God still had something to show him. After all, God never did anything in 
vain. Arcades began reading from the Book of Acts. He would think about this later. At least 


Arcades knew that God truly understood him. 


Chapter 12 


Conference Zero 


“Well... Damn...” Bocchino expressed his emotions as he viewed the video. He was 
reaching the end of the video, and he was watching Arcades flee the complex. Arcades was 
watching Bocchino from the doorway, and he was listening to the cat’s reaction to the video. 
Bocchino looked up at the fox, “Is there too much more that’s important? Or is the rest of the 
video just you running away from those guys?” The fox answered, “It’s just me escaping. You 
can skip the ending if you want. You’ve already heard everything that they said.” 

The cat nodded, “Alright. I guess I have seen enough.” He then paused the video and 
looked up at Arcades once he finished. The cat stared silently at the fox. Arcades broke the 
silence, “Do you believe me now?” Bocchino returned with a slow nod of the head. Arcades 
continued, “You didn’t believe me when I told you what I witnessed back in Denver. I can’t 
believe it took this much for you to take my word for this.” Bocchino raised an eyebrow, “Well, 
shit man. It’s not everyday that you hear someone tell you that they’ve got anthros chained up 
and being conditioned to be mindless sex slaves.” 

Arcades was not satisfied with the cat’s words, ““You were the one that saw the anthros in 
the train for yourself. How could you still not believe me then?” The cat fired back, “Because 
you're a fucking fox, DAMMIT!” Arcades’ eyes opened wide. He took a step back almost as if 
he had been knocked back by the force of using a .50 BMG for the first time. Arcades did not say 


anything to the cat. Bocchino realized what he said, “Look, Kurt. When I was growing up on the 


streets, I learned to never trust what foxes say. They were the ones who used to always steal my 
money.” Arcades shook his head after finding a time to interrupt the cat, “I’m not one of those 
foxes. You know that!” 

“Yeah... Hold on one moment, just let me explain. Alright? There was this one red fox 
that I knew back when I was... I dunno, nine or ten. I grew up in Massachusetts, and we used to 
be good friends and all. Then comes the day when I learned that he was just pretending to be my 
friend in order to fuck me over. That little shit and his cronies ambushed me in an alleyway, and 
they stole everything that I had. It was right before the day he was supposed to move with his 
parents to Illinois. I never saw him again, and from that day on, I never trusted any fox. Old 
habits die hard I guess.” Bocchino finished his story. 

Arcades took a step closer to the cat, but he was not getting too close. The fox spoke, 
“Bobby, you know that I’d never do something like that to you.” The cat nodded, “Yeah... I 
know. It’s hard for me to trust... Well, anybody. I know I can’t trust humans, and I never did 
good with trusting anthros. I’ve been fucked over too many times.” Arcades frowned, “You’ve 
been working with me for years now. What am I doing wrong to you?” Bocchino looked up at 
the fox from his seat, “Yes, I know I’ve been working with you for awhile and all - but... Kurt, 
it’s nothing you did or didn’t do. I just don’t trust people.” 

Arcades then remembered something important, “You know... You’re actually in the 
right for not putting your trust in man or anthro. Since we’re all fallen beings, we all are born 
with hearts that are deceitfully wicked. You should put your trust in God above everything else, 
but it doesn’t hurt to have a few people that you know that you can trust. However, you should 


trust God far before you even consider trusting those people.” 


The cat shrugged, “Eh... I think you told me that one before. I do know one thing for 
sure, you made a big mistake trusting that wolf that you brought in from Alaska, Jason.” Arcades 
raised an eyebrow. He knew what Jason had attempted to do, but the fox was not sure what the 
cat was trying to tell him. Arcades inquired for more, ““What are you talking about?” Bocchino 
smirked, “Heh, you don’t think I know what happened? Alright, lemme just spell it all out for 
you. I know what those Omega guys are saying is true.” Arcades was still not entirely sure what 
Bocchino was getting at, “What do you mean, Bobby?” Bocchino continued, “I already know 
that you handcuff yourself, and I know that you let Jason do it to you, too.” Arcades’ eyes lit up 
again. He did not know that Bocchino knew this about him. 

“How did you know that?” Arcades asked, but it was too late for him to say something to 
cover up the facts. Bocchino answered, “Well... Did you ever stop to realize how loud those 
damn chains are? I can hear you when I walk by your room. At first I wondered what the fuck 
you were doing in there by yourself. Remember that one day when I needed to ask you a 
question? I knocked on your door, and you answered with a pair of shackles still locked around 
your feet. You didn’t think that I wouldn’t notice that or something? It was damn near loud 
enough when you came to answer the door in the first place. It took me too damn long to figure 
out that sound was coming from your chains.” 

Arcades did not know what to say next, so he let Bocchino continue, “I also knew that 
Jason was not even in this for your cause. He just wants to shove his fucking dick up your ass. I 
knew this long before I heard you screaming for him to stop. I’m not one to tell you your 
business, I’m just here to do my fucking job.” Arcades then quietly asked, “How did you know 
that about Jason?” The cat shook his head, “Well, he damn sure didn’t do a good job of trying to 


cover anything up. Sometimes when I go by, I can see him touching himself outside of your 


room. I’m surprised you didn’t send that bastard out to the curb and tell him to go fuck himself. 
He’s just causing more things to go to shit.” 

Arcades shook his head, “Bobby, everyone deserves a second chance.” The cat was still 
looking at the fox, “Well, I get that you’re all about forgiving those who do you wrong; 
However, did you ever notice that they’re not returning you the same feelings?” Arcades thought 
about Johnny and Jason. The fox asked, “You really think so?” Bocchino nodded, “Yep. Johnny 
just about wrote you out of his life I bet. He ended up joining CDI, remember? He never cared 
about you. You were probably the last thing he would ever consider thinking about again. He 
doesn’t give two shits about you. That’s being plain and simple.” 

The fox frowned. His memories brought him back to Hong Kong. Bocchino could see 
that Arcades was not hiding his emotion of being upset. The cat spoke again, “Look, Kurt. I 
don’t give two shits if you like to handcuff yourself or not. The problem is that not everybody 
else feels the same way. Especially with you running a company like this. You do realize how 
this looks, right?” Arcades remembered what Johnny said to him before leaving back in Hong 
Kong. The fox knew that Johnny did have a reason for why he did what he did. Arcades 
reluctantly nodded, “Yes... I know that this doesn’t really look all that good.” 

Bocchino chuckled, “Heh, they think you’re a damn freak! I mean, I think you’re a 
shitfaced motherfucking sonofabitch freak too, I just don’t make as big of a deal about it.” 
Arcades face went from upset to slightly more so. The fox spoke, “Bobby. Doing that isn’t a sin 
since it’s not for sexual reasons.” Bocchino raised an eyebrow, “I find that fuckin’ damn well 
hard to believe.” The fox sighed, ““You know, that is the reason why I don’t really like telling this 
to many people. They think I’m some kind of crazy person or a deviant.” Bocchino sat silent as a 


result. 


After thinking about what to say, the cat spoke next, “I'll just let that slide for now. My 
point is, people think you’re weak. I’m not trying to make you feel bad or anything. I’m just 
telling you why people like Johnny leave. Now granted, I never really talked too much to the 
guy, but from what I saw of him when you weren’t around, he didn’t really like you too much. 
Say, how did he figure out about your interests?” Arcades decided to answer the question, “I 
ended up telling him back in Alaska, and that’s how Jason came to know of it as well. They both 
were in the same room when I tried to explain it.” The cat took in a deep breath before talking 
some more, “Kurt. You don’t really think Jason is going to change his ways, do you?” 

Arcades answered, “I do believe that he can change; However, I’m not sure if he is going 
to change his ways.” Bocchino spoke again, “Kurt, I do like how you really show that you care 
for all of us. What I’m trying to tell is you that many people here could care less about you. Part 
of that reason is because you are a fox. The other part is because some of the stuff you do makes 
you look weak in your eyes. There’s just no getting around that.” Arcades sighed again, 
“Bobby... The thing is, I know already. I know how they feel about me. Most of them would just 
pack their bags and leave me with no hesitation.” 

The cat smiled, “Well, I guess there is a reason I still work for you. At least you don’t 
treat me like shit. I’m glad to see that you do care about your people, but that’s not really a good 
thing when you’re running a private security firm.” Arcades smiled back at the cat. The cat spoke 
with a joking remark, “And you’re the damn motherfucking crazy shitfaced sonofabitch freak I 
would be going into battle with.” Arcades was still smiling when he said, “Glad to hear it, 
Bobby.” Bocchino had one other thing to add, “Just don’t expect me to put you in cuffs or 
anything. That’s not exactly something that I would want to do to you. Go be a freak by yourself. 


Leave me out of your shit.” 


Arcades decided to accept the cat’s statement. The fox decided it was time to move onto 
a subject that was more important, “So, you think that we can convince CDI to help us with this 
footage?” Bocchino nodded before speaking, “Oh yes. I didn’t think you’d be able to get footage 
at all, but I guess you exceeded my expectations there.” Arcades was not sure if the cat was 
being sarcastic or literal. He decided to ignore what the cat had said, “You know that we’re being 
hunted down by the Omega Foundation, I presume.” Bocchino spoke, “Yeah, I think I figured 
that out from watching the video. We’re in a race against the clock now, I guess. If you killed 
them, then you could have bought us some time.” 

The fox frowned, “Bobby, you know that killing is wrong.” Bocchino chuckled, “Hah... 
You’re the one running a private security firm, here.” Arcades shook his head, “I just want to 
obey what God says is right and wrong.” The cat then replied, “You’re in the wrong line of 
work, man. You could have just stuck working for the government. You had a really good job 
before you quit to make Fox Security a company, and I mean a really good job. Now, it’s you 
and about forty people who care fuck all about you. They don’t give you two shits for nothin’.” 
Arcades was still frowning. He knew that he would have to have to relocate. Bocchino had 
realized this too, “I bet you this. If you bring all of our guys together, and you tell them that we 
have to move. They’re all gonna leave you. You are not worth their time. They don’t care about 
you. Aren’t I the only motherfucker that comes here during the weekends?” 

Arcades was surprised to hear that the cat already knew what the fox was planning on 
doing after he finished talking to the cat, “Well, I know that we’re gonna have to relocate, but 
ain’t somebody going to come with me to wherever we need to go next?” The cat shrugged, 
“Highly doubtful. Nobody wants to hear you get all preachy. That’s another thing that drove 


some people away. I would hear them complain that you never shut the fuck up.” Arcades 


replied, “I’m just doing what I need to do!”” Bocchino shrugged again, “Well... Not everyone 
thinks that way.” Arcades nodded slowly while frowning, “I know, and that’s unfortunate. 
People should realize that God is the one that sent His only begotten Son to die in our place.” 
The cat decided to move along with the objective that he just made up, “I can try and schedule 
something with CDI. Maybe you can convince them to help with taking down that Omega 
complex. Facility... Five? Was it?” The fox nodded. 

“Well, I’m not going to postpone this, I guess. I'll go ahead and see if CDI is willing to 
talk to us first. Then, I guess you can tell everyone that we’re going to relocate. We’ll see how 
many of them are left after you do that, alright? I'll stay with you for this move, provided that 
you still pay me.” The words spoken by the cat did not entirely help the fox. Arcades was glad 
that Bocchino was willing to help, but he did not like the last part of the sentence. Arcades asked 
one last question, “So, what are you in this for?” Bocchino gave the fox a straight answer, “The 
money. To be honest, if you didn’t pay me what you did, then I would have left long ago, man. I 
would have told you to go and fuck yourself. I don’t really plan on staying too long after the 
move. You’re not going to have much of a Fox Security left when that happens.” 

The fox knew that his days at his current ‘base’ were numbered. He did not know when 
Omega would come in and destroy the place. He also knew that he lacked the equipment to 
defend against the Foundation. After all, Arcades only had only HH-60 for his miniscule fleet of 
military aircraft. He never bought any other mil-spec vehicles. His 4Runner and his Mustang 
were his own cars. They were not considered part of the company’s ‘fleet’ of vehicles. 

“Well, I guess I’d better get on that. I’ll let you know when I’m done. Alright?” Bocchino 
said. Arcades nodded, and he was about ready to leave. The fox only said, “Sure. Bye,” before 


leaving the cat to do whatever he was going to do. Arcades left the room, and he slowly walked 


down the hallway before reaching his room. Once Arcades reached his room, he laid down on his 
bed, and he thought about what Bocchino had said to him. Arcades frowned, and he closed his 
eyes. The fox could feel tears were now forming in his eyes. The tears soon became quiet sobs. 
Arcades wished that others cared as much as he did. 

The fox called all Fox Security personnel into a large room that he would call everyone 
into in order to deliver important messages to everybody in person. He didn’t do this too often, 
so many of the Fox Security personnel were wondering what Arcades had to say. Bocchino was 
sitting close to the front of the room, and this was where Arcades would stand to address 
everybody. Even though the fox was tall, he still brought along a soapbox to stand on. CDI had 
agreed to meet with Arcades at their English field HQ in Ipswich. Arcades knew that he would 
have to get moving soon, as he was still living with the knowledge that Omega was looking for 
him. The fox was not sure when Omega would arrive, but he wanted to be far away before they 
would ever arrive looking for him. 

Arcades looked around, and he counted forty five people including himself. He knew that 
this was all Fox Security had. Bocchino had chosen the seat closest to Arcades because he 
wanted to see how many people would leave, but the cat did not tell the fox that this was the 
reason why he was sitting so close to him. Arcades took a breath before speaking, “Alright. We 
have a little situation. It’s a long story, and I’m not sure how many of you know all of this. The 
run-down is that the Omega Foundation has been the reason why the NSS attacked Berlin. I was 
able to infiltrate an Omega Foundation complex, and I have gathered incriminating information 
that confirms that they were behind the NSS. They know that I know this, and it’s no longer safe 


here. They’re going to most likely destroy this place in the near future.” 


The fox took a pause. He looked around the room, and he saw that most of the people 
looked pretty surprised to hear this information. Bocchino looked up at the fox, and he was 
studying the fox’s face. Arcades continued, “Now, I’m not going to just let Omega continue with 
all of this. They need to be stopped. Bobby has arranged for us to meet with CDI at their HQ in 
Ipswich, UK. However, we will have to abandon this base here. We’re planning to move out 
everything. I'll leave you all with this choice. You can come with me and stop Omega, or you 
can take your things and leave if you don’t want to relocate. I know that many of you have 
families here, and I won’t make you all come with me.” 

The fox sighed before finishing, “So, if you’re willing to come with me, stay here. 
Everyone else can leave this room. I’m just going to let you all know this ahead of time, but I 
know, it’s kinda short notice. We'll be moving in the next following days. We’ve arranged to 
have a couple C-5Ms come out here in order to move the stuff out. That’s all I have. Stay here if 
you want to come with me, or leave the room if you’re not coming.” The fox watched as forty 
two people left the room. His eyes widened to see that only two anthros were left in the room 
with him, and they were Jason and Bocchino. 

“Holy shit...” Bocchino said in amazement. The cat was not expecting forty two people 
to leave the room. Arcades shook his head slowly, “Gosh, I don’t believe it. Well, it looks like 
we’re all that’s left now.” Jason looked at the fox, “Mate, at least it’Il cost less to move all the 
stuff over. We all own our gear.” Arcades stepped down from the soapbox, “Maybe we only 
need to have one C-5M now.” Jason was trying to be optimistic, “Well, at least you have forty 
two people less to pay now.” Bocchino was the next to speak, “Well, I guess you have less of a 


Fox Security now than I thought you would before. I was expecting at least five of them to stay 


with you. Those two anthros that we got from that train didn’t even stick around. Did you see 
them? They were some of the first ones to leave.” 

Arcades was so disappointed, but he knew that he had to let people make their choices. 
Arcades looked to the cat, “I guess we shouldn’t stick around for too much longer. We should 
call in one C-5M Super Galaxy for the move. That plane will have plenty of room. I’ll bring the 
Pave Hawk with me on the plane, and everything else that I have. I won’t need to sell anything 
because we have plenty of money anyways. Besides, we don’t really have the time to sell 
anything, anyways.” When Arcades mentioned money, Jason asked, “Kurt, we still have enough 
money, right?” The fox nodded, “Yes, we do. Money is not what troubles me, rather it is the fact 
that those guys just don’t care.” 

The cat added something, “Well shit, then I guess I can stick around a bit longer, eh?” 
Arcades was not impressed with the cat’s statement, but he knew that he needed all the help he 
could get. The fox then said to the cat, “I guess we can call in that C-5M now. I’ll go and get my 
stuff together to load onto the plane.” Bocchino nodded before he began walking towards the 
room’s exit, “Yeah, sure thing. Oh by the way, don’t expect me to stay too much longer after we 
meet with CDI. I’m not going to move to Europe. I dunno what you two are gonna do, though.” 

Arcades shook his head as he watched the cat leave. Jason was now the only one that was 
in the room with the fox, “Kurt, I’m still here if that makes you feel any better.” Arcades looked 
at the wolf that was standing next to him. The fox was not sure what to say. After some silence, 
Arcades said, “I’m gonna go and get my stuff together.” The fox walked out of the room, and he 
left Jason standing in the middle. The wolf looked around, and he realized that the room was 
previously occupied with forty five people. Now, he was the only one remaining. Jason had 


watched Arcades walk out of the room, but he didn’t decide to leave as well yet. He thought that 


he would give the fox a bit of time to himself. Jason couldn’t imagine what Arcades was feeling 
right now. The fox had spent time and resources building up the company, and now the 

Foundation was coming to tear it all down. It reminded Jason of what Arcades had told him one 
time, “Zhe devil is only here to steal, kill, and destroy all that the people of the Lord have made. 
However, there will be a point and time where that will happen no more. The Day of the Lord.” 

Arcades made it to his room, but he did not enter. He was already watching as some of 
his former employees were taking the Fox Security badges off of their uniforms. He even saw a 
couple of men walking off while holding their combat gear and their weapons. Most people did 
not have a lot to pack, as most of the contractors brought their own equipment and weapons. He 
even saw Cipher and Pixy leaving the base. They were leaving empty handed as they had only 
been at Fox Security for a few days. The fox was not sure where the jackal and the lynx were 
going, but he remembered that he was the one who told them to make their own decisions. He 
was praying that they would make the right decisions. 

The fox entered his room, and he looked at all of the stuff that he had collected over the 
years that Fox Security was around. He looked down at the Salient GRY propped up against the 
wall, which was his favorite weapon. The fox picked up the rifle, and he inspected it. A small 
amount of powder had been accumulating on the proprietary Jailbreak Muzzle Device, and this 
reminded Arcades of the last time he used the weapon. He thought about the recent missions that 
he had undertaken. The fox was glad the German government had already paid for their services 
when he was over there. This would leave Arcades with plenty of money to set up shop 
somewhere else. However, the fox was not sure if he was going to keep Fox Security or try and 


make something else work. The fox gathered his stuff together, and he occasionally looked 


through the open doorway to see his former employees walking off with their equipment. Not too 
many of them were left in the building now. 

Arcades pushed the yoke downwards as he was preparing to land the HH-60 near the C- 
5M that was already ready and waiting at the airport. The fox noticed that the 4Runner and the 
Mustang were already at the airport as well, and the crew was preparing to load the vehicles into 
the cargo hold of the transport craft. When the fox was able to successfully land the helicopter, 
he stepped outside of it, and he noticed that Jason and Bocchino were already waiting for him. 
The two anthros had driven the vehicles to the airport while Arcades flew the helicopter that he 
was going to take. Jason was the first to speak, “Kurt, I didn’t know you could fly that type of 
helicopter.” Arcades nodded to the wolf’s surprise. 

“Well, looks like we don’t have too much to actually move out. I guess that’s what 
happens when you’re three people instead of forty five,” Bocchino said. The fox did not want to 
think about the fact that forty two people left almost after he addressed them all. None of them 
even had any parting words for him, as they just took their things and left. Arcades’ small base 
was now entirely cleared out of everything. It was not too hard to clear it out once everybody 
left. The fox was able to fit all of his stuff into his 4Runner, and he even had room to put 
Bocchino and Jason’s stuff in there as well. However, the equipment did all pile up in the trunk 
of the 4Runner. The good thing about SUVs was that Arcades was able to pack all of the stuff in 
there. He had plenty of bags for all of his things. 

“T guess we better load this stuff into the plane. There ain’t too much sense standing 
around here now. We still don’t know when Omega plans on showing up,” Arcades spoke. They 
would have to fold the rotors of the HH-60 back and push it into the plane. They would also have 


to move the two vehicles into the plane as well. However, they would not have to unload the 


equipment that was inside of the two vehicles. At least it would be easier for them to unload all 
of their stuff when they arrived at the UK. The fox was not sure when he would need to use his 
weapons as they were inside of the 4Runner. He had both the Salient GRY and the HK433 inside 
of a dual rifle bag stowed away in the SUV. All they had to do now was to load up the plane and 
get going. They knew that it would take a few hours to get everything secured in the Super 
Galaxy, so they decided to not waste any more time. 

“So, we don’t know his current location?” The man who previously had a laptop asked. 
His colleague was still wearing the UCP uniform, “Nope. He slipped away. We lost him in the 
woods.” The first man shook his head, “Dammit. I bet you he ran into the nearest city, too. How 
the fuck did he get in here in the first place?” The camouflaged man shrugged, “I dunno how he 
got into the conference room, but the maintenance team reports that there was a broken vent 
about a floor or two below this room. Those aren’t designed to fit human-sized things in. I’m 
surprised it didn’t break earlier. That son of a bitch must’ve been lightweight as fuck.” 

The first man unzipped his suitcase, and he removed his laptop from it. He opened the 
computer up, and he logged into his encrypted communications channel. He read some of the 
new messages, and one in particular caught his eye, “Oh, this is interesting. One of our contacts 
in CDI is saying that they are supposed to be meeting with some Fox Security personnel 
tomorrow at their main office in the UK. It’s in Ipswich.” The camouflaged man took note, but 
he then thought of something, “Hey, what if Kurt Hofmeier is supposed to be there?” The laptop 
man halfway nodded, “Hm, that’s a possibility. However, we can’t be completely sure of that. 
We don’t know if he’s still the United States.” 

The camouflaged man reviewed his available assets in his mind before pitching an idea, 


“How about we attack both places at once? We can stage a false-flag terrorist attack at CDI’s 


office while we send the ISG to destroy Fox Security's office.” The laptop man knew what the 
camouflaged man was thinking, but he was not completely satisfied, “If you send our anthros to 
CDI’s office, you do know that’s going to cost us a lot of money, right?” The camouflaged man 
decided to mention the potential benefits, “If we can capture Kurt Hofmeier, do you think we 
would be able to sell him for more than it would cost?” The laptop man was quiet. He was 
thinking about the possibilities, “For a black red fox like him.... Shit, I know some people who 
would pay eight or nine digits for an anthro like that. Especially if we can break him down real 
good. Our buyers would be instantly sold.” 

The camouflaged man nodded, “Uh-huh. Think about it, we could sell him and basically 
get back all that we lose. Also, we won’t have to worry about internet leaks.” The laptop man 
shook his head towards the end of his colleague’s statement, “No, there is a video of us talking 
and some video of the anthros in the cells. He’s already leaked it on the internet. It’s already 
been mirrored, and we can’t tell where it was originally uploaded from.” The camouflaged man 
was frustrated now, “Fuck! How bad is the video?” The laptop man turned his screen around so 
that his colleague would see it, “He’s got it all. The anthros in the cells and everything we said to 
each other. He also has evidence that we are the operators of the Stealth Hawks.” 

“Ts there a way we can remove it all from the internet?” The camouflaged man hated data 
leaks as much as every other human in the Omega Foundation. The laptop man replied, “I’m 
afraid it’s harder than that. Many people have already downloaded it and they have shared it to 
other hosting sites. We do live in the digital age, if you don’t remember.” The camouflaged man 
feared the worst, “So, how long until Omega is revealed to the public? Right now, only right 
wing conspiracy nuts suspect us. Kurt Hofmeier has evidence, though. That evidence will start a 


revolution once enough people see it.” The laptop man turned his computer back around before 


saying something else, “The good news is that many people have already called bullshit and are 
saying it is just some anthro BDSM club. I guess nobody trusts a fox.” The camouflaged man 
chuckled, “Heh, that’s funny. But I think staging a false-flag attack would be even more 
beneficial. We will have something to deflect off of. If we can make it look like a bunch of 
anthros attacked CDI, then it will hopefully cause human-anthro relations to become more sour 
than they already are.” 

The laptop man was starting to be convinced, “Then, we don’t have to worry about 
Hofmeier’s leaks. By the way, it hasn’t gotten to the clear web yet. 4chan does not know yet, and 
neither do other websites. We’ve been checking them around the clock to make sure there are no 
new leaks. It’s a good thing because our personnel have been reporting that they’ve just been 
talking a lot of shit about anthros in particular lately thanks to the NSS. Our internet missions 
have been pretty successful lately. They don’t even know that it is us. They think Israel is 
sending their JIDF to do what we’ve been doing the entire time.” 

“The less people know the better,” the camouflaged man said. The laptop man replied, 
“You can say that again. Alright. How about we send a bunch of our anthros to Ipswich, and we 
send some of our ISG guys over to Fox Security? We can make it look like an organized terrorist 
attack much like we did last week with the NSS. Oh shit, actually we could make it look like 
anthros retaliating against the humans. That’ll surely stir up some shit. If we’re lucky, humans 
and anthros might actually begin fighting in the streets. Then, we can come up with something 
and convince various organizations to let one of our front companies step in. Then, we can take 
more of the anthros to Facility Thirty Three or somewhere else.” 

The camouflaged man nodded in agreement, “I think that sounds like a plan. Ain’t the 


conference supposed to be tomorrow?” The laptop man checked the date again in his message 


list to confirm, “Sure is. It looks like it will be around the middle of the day tomorrow.” The 
camouflaged man remembered something, “Hey, ain’t the Brits a few hours ahead of the US?” 
The laptop man nodded, “Yeah, it’s more than a few depending on where in the US you are.” 
The camouflaged man thought about the time zones, “Interesting... We have some guys over in 
Europe, right? Isn’t that where Facility Two is?” The laptop man began typing, “It sure is. I’m 
contacting them now. I think we have enough ISG personnel here to attack the Fox Security 
office in the US. It’s not too far from here. If I remember correctly, it’s in northern Arizona or 
New Mexico.” The camouflaged man grinned, “We’ll figure it out.” 

Arcades looked down the large CDI field office tower. Jason was the first to comment on 
it, “Crikey, that’s quite the tower.” The fox nodded in agreement, “Solid copy on that. I bet it 
was expensive. Here, hold on. I’m gonna put her down here.” The fox pushed the yoke forwards, 
and he was carefully adjusting the yaw with the rudder pedals in order to bring the HH-60 in for 
a landing. Bocchino was looking at the uniformed CDI personnel that were already standing on 
the building. They were wielding SA80s complete with flat dark earth furniture. All of their 
rifles were equipped with RIS, and most of them had Trijicon red dot sights on the top rails. 
Arcades however was more focused on landing the helicopter. 

Bocchino sat silently in the helicopter as he was watching the group of humans on the 
rooftop. Arcades was nearing the helipad, and he carefully held the yoke to make sure that he 
would touchdown on the building softly. After hovering right above the building, the fox finally 
let go of some of the throttle. The helicopter landed on the helipad. The fox lifted the visor of his 
pilot’s helmet, and he began the process of powering down the helicopter. Arcades placed the 
helmet in the empty co-pilot’s seat, and he began taking his gloves off. He was wearing his 


favorite Oakley SI Assault Gloves when he was flying. They were previously called the Oakley 


SI Pilot Gloves, and Arcades always wore them during his missions. The fox unbuckled his 
seatbelt, and he began to disembark from the helicopter. Jason and Bocchino were waiting for 
him to get up before they would disembark. 

Arcades laid eyes upon the uniformed CDI contractors in England. He immediately 
noticed that they were using British equipment, such as the SA80 and their MK7 helmets. They 
were also wearing the same Oakley SI Assault Gloves that Arcades liked to wear, and they 
matched the rest of the green and khaki uniforms that CDI was known for. The fox watched as 
the humans were just seemingly staring at the anthros as if they were out of place. They kind of 
were out of place, as CDI was a company that exclusively employed humans. Bocchino and 
Jason were quiet, as they were waiting for the fox to do the talking. 

A man who was not uniformed, but rather wearing a black professional blazer came up to 
the fox and began speaking. Meanwhile, the fox was wearing what he usually did, a dark colored 
polo shirt that was tucked into a pair of solid colored tactical pants. Arcades immediately 
recognized the man’s British accent, ““Welcome, you guys are from Fox Security, aren’t you? We 
figured that there’d be more of you.” The fox nodded in affirmation, “Nice to meet you. I’m Kurt 
Hofmeier of Fox Security.” The fox held out his hand for a handshake. The human wearing the 
suit shook the fox’s hand, but he skipped over shaking the cat and the wolf’s hands. Two CDI 
soldiers were standing behind the man that Arcades was meeting. The fox presumed that they 
were his bodyguards. Arcades was unarmed; However, as he did not grab any weapons from his 
4Runner when they arrived at Ipswich. 

The man then spoke once more, “Come on, I’Il show you three inside.” Arcades, Jason, 
and Bocchino all followed the man and his security detail inside of the building. He led them to 


an elevator, which all six of them boarded. The elevator began descending, and Arcades was 


looking at the men that were holding the rifles. He could tell that they were not very enthusiastic 
about letting a few anthros in their building. Arcades was quick to remember that he was a fox, 
and he already could tell that they did not trust him. The fox felt in his pocket for the USB stick 
that contained the evidence he was going to present. When he was doing so, he used his 
peripheral vision, and he could see one of the CDI soldiers looking closely at him. The fox 
slowly moved his hand out of his pocket, and he tried to play it off as if nothing happened. The 
CDI soldier directed his attention away from the fox, but the human was still keeping an eye on 
him. Arcades knew that especially humans did not trust foxes. 

The elevator arrived at its destination, and the fox stepped out of the elevator once he 
waited for the suited man and the security guards to do so. The fox motioned for his employees 
to step out as well. Neither of his employees were armed, but Arcades did not see that there was 
a reason why they would be armed anyways. They planned to unload their stuff when they 
finished up; However, Arcades would have to drop Bocchino and Jason back off at the airport in 
order for them to retrieve the vehicles. They only brought the HH-60 out of the Super Galaxy in 
order to fly to the CDI office, and they had made it just in time. 

The fox took a look around at all of the CDI employees that were in the field office. They 
all wore green and tan, which were CDI’s signature colors. Most of the employees were working 
desk jobs, and only a few of the men were armed personnel; However, he was seeing more 
armed personnel than he was used to seeing in one place. The fox did not even carry out 
weapons back at his own office, as he typically kept them in his room. Part of Arcades was 
thinking that these security measures were only set in place because the office was being visited 


by anthros. After all, human-anthro relations have never been all that great, and the surprise 


attack by the NSS only made things worse. However, Arcades knew the truth about the NSS, and 
he intended to show CDI the whole truth. 

One of the CDI members looked up at the fox, and he recognized him from a message 
that he had been sent earlier. The man stood up, and he retreated to a place to make a phone call. 
He dialed a number that was in his contacts, and he spoke once the line picked up, “He’s here. 
He’ll be approaching the upper conference room. Be ready. I'll be in there too, so watch what 
you’re doing.” The man hung up his phone, and then he returned to his desk after a walk back to 
his workstation. 

“We have confirmation that Kurt Hofmeier is in the building. We have multiple Omega 
personnel in the building with him, so watch your fire. Over.” The human sniper listened through 
the radio. He checked his rifle to make sure it was ready. He was using a black Accuracy 
International AXMC chambered in .338 Lapua Magnum that featured a suppressor at the end of 
the barrel. The sniper was wearing a black and blue uniform that was much like the uniform 
worn by the Omega ISG personnel that Arcades saw on the roof of Facility Eleven. The sniper 
looked through his scope, and he had a clear view of the conference room. He was in a building 
across the street that was partially still under construction. There were no windows that he had to 
break out in order to fire on the target building, and this would be beneficial because it would be 
harder for CDI personnel to spot where the shots were coming from. 

“Copy. I’m in position. Requesting a sitrep on the anthros. Over.” The sniper was 
speaking to another member that was part of the Omega Foundation. The first man replied, 
“Anthros are in a holding pattern due south of the building. They won’t be moving in until the 
conference starts. We need to take Hofmeier alive. Understood?” The sniper checked the safety 


of his rifle as he transitioned to a set of binoculars to get a better view of the conference room, 


“Roger. How do I know who’s part of Omega and who’s an actual CDI member? Over.” The 
man over the radio replied, “If you don’t remember, they’re wearing small black strips of tape on 
the back of their shirts. They should be large enough to see with your binoculars. They’re armed, 
but their weapons are all concealed. We gave them the orders to fire on armed CDI personnel 
once we kick this off. Over.” 

The sniper was able to see the black tape provided he viewed the personnel with 
magnification. The strips looked to be almost the size of name tape that was commonly used on 
modern military uniforms. Looking through the binoculars, he was able to see Arcades. He held 
the PTT on his radio while looking at the fox, “Visual contact on a black and white fox. He looks 
to be about six feet tall with a bushy tail. Black polo shirt tucked into khaki pants, no shoes, and 
a black web belt. He looks unarmed. Is this our guy? Over.” The radio operator waited a moment 
while he verified the information before responding, “Confirmed. That’s Kurt Hofmeier. Wait 
until we confirm that the ground team is moving in before you begin firing. Over.” The sniper 
looked at Arcades again as the fox stepped up to a podium. He noticed that Bocchino and Jason 
were near, but they did not climb up to the podium with him. The sniper advised the radio 
operator of the other two anthros, “Be advised, Hofmeier has some company with him. There is a 
gray and white wolf, and there is a brown, black, and white tabby cat. How do you want me to 
proceed with them? Over.” 

“Roger. Do not fire on the other two anthros. The insiders should be able to grab all three 
of them. However, the other two anthros are of least concern. Hofmeier is the priority target. 
Over,” the radio operator spoke. The sniper directed his attention to the fox with his binoculars. 
He could see that Arcades was about to start presenting, so he moved back to the sniper rifle. The 


sniper disabled the safety, and he made sure that a round was chambered in the rifle. He was just 


waiting on the go-ahead from the ground team, for he knew that they should be moving in at any 
moment now. He would be the first one to shoot, and his shooting would be the signal for the 
men inside to move in and attempt to capture the fox. 

A group of four anthros exited a vehicle that they had driven to the CDI office. They 
stepped out, and they began walking to the office. Two of them were wearing suicide vests that 
had included incendiary grenades among other explosive devices. The other two were wearing 
trench coats that concealed their weapons that they would be using once inside of the office. All 
four of the anthros were part of the canoid race, but none of them were foxes because those were 
too expensive. They were all common mixed breeds that did not sell for much. Hence, they 
would be used for this suicide mission. The anthros did not talk to each other as they were 
approaching the building, and they seemed as if they were emotionless and indifferent towards 
the suicide mission they were about to carry out for the Omega Foundation. 

A couple Stealth Hawks flew over Arcades’ old Fox Security office. The helicopters 
began hovering over the base, and the doors soon opened. Rappel lines were deployed from both 
helicopters, and eight men kitted in UCP began rappelling down from each helicopter. The men 
hit the ground, and they aimed their XMP-1s at the base while expecting to see resistance of 
some kind. Once they all had reached the ground, the helicopters both parted ways in order to get 
far enough away from the base in order to not get shot down by anti-air defenses. However, the 
Omega personnel soon noticed that there were no such defense batteries set up. The group of 
sixteen began to converge on the building from all directions. They noticed that it was quieter 
than normal. 

“This is Gamma | Actual, AO is quiet. No sign of any Fox Security personnel. Over,” 


one of the operatives spoke. Another human replied over the radio, “Copy. Move into the 


building, but proceed with caution. We don’t know if they have any traps set up inside or not. 
Sanitize the building, and then begin Phase Two of the operation. Over.” Gamma 1 Actual 
acknowledged the radio operator, and then he signaled his squad to move into the building. 
When the other squad saw that Gamma was moving, the second squad leader signaled for his 
men to proceed as well. 

“This is Beta 1 Actual, we are on the move, and we are converging on the south side of 
the office. Over.” The radio operator was monitoring their progress with the help of a UAV that 
was tracking them via infrared and electronic signatures. Beta soon reached the building the 
same time that Gamma did. Both teams stacked up at their respective entrances and waited for 
the radio operator to give them the go-ahead to move inside simultaneously. After a moment of 
silence, the radio operator spoke to all sixteen of the men, “Gamma and Beta, you are cleared to 
begin your mission. Sanitize the building before moving to Phase Two.” 

Both squads moved inside of the building, and they did it quickly. They had toggled the 
laser module on their XMP-1s that would help them paint their targets. They reached the main 
hallway, and they split up. They still had not encountered any other humans or even any anthros. 
The squad split up into smaller squads of four, and they were able to cover the most ground in 
the least amount of time. As they cleared rooms, they shouted clear in order to alert the other 
members that a room had been confirmed to be empty. Most of the men were surprised how 
empty the rooms were. Most of the rooms lacked furniture. Others did contain furniture, but 
there was nothing inside any of the closets or drawers. 

Beta 2-4 was able to find the Fox Security weapons room, or what was left of it. All of 
the racks were completely cleared off, and all of the ammunition had already been taken. The 


operative announced, “Weapons room clear,” before he turned around with some other members 


of Beta 2 to check the other rooms in the base. However, everyone was hearing the word clear 
rather than words such as hostile or contact. Omega was almost sure that they would be 
encountering Fox Security personnel. They even had orders to shoot and kill them on sight if 
they were humans. However, they were ordered to capture anthros alive, and they were to hurt 
them as little as possible. A few members in the squad were even carrying muzzles that would fit 
most anthros. The humans realized that they probably won’t be needing them now since they had 
not seen a single soul in the building. 

“Thank you all for coming out here today. My name is Kurt Hofmeier of Fox Security, 
and I have gathered some evidence on the Omega Foundation that might be of interest to you.” 
The fox began his presentation. He plugged in the USB stick into the computer, and he was 
going to open the file. Before he went to open the .mp4 file, the fox spoke again. This time, he 
was going to start the story from the very beginning, “We all know that last week, we had the 
surprise attack of the NSS. I went to Berlin in order to assist the Bundeswehr in order to drive 
out the NSS from Germany’s capital. However, while I was there, I was notified that the NSS 
had been spotted in Abu Kamal, Syria. I flew over there, and I found an Omega Foundation 
emblem that was in the pocket of a deceased NSS soldier.” Arcades opened up the video, but he 
kept it paused first. He still wanted to provide context in order to inform CDI as much as he 
could, “Using some resources on the internet not indexed by search engines, we were able to 
track down the location of a place being run by the Omega Foundation.” 

“Hey, you can’t be in here!” a CDI guard shouted when he noticed the four anthros enter 
the building. Immediately, the anthros with the suicide vests stepped back to let the other two 
anthros drop their trench coats. They both pulled out Heckler & Koch MP5 PDWs, and they 


began firing them at the CDI guards. The CDI guards unholstered their FNP-9s, and they began 


firing back at the anthros. However, the anthros shot first, and they were able to fatally wound 
the humans. The human guards collapsed to the ground while the two armed anthros folded the 
MPS stocks outwards before finishing them off. Immediately, the alarm sounded in the building. 
Several uniformed CDI personnel ran into the lobby with their SA80s ready, and they began 
shooting at the anthros. The two anthros with suicide vests detonated their vests in order to cover 
for the anthros that were currently working on ascending to a higher level. 

Arcades was the first to notice the sound of an explosion, and this caused him to pause 
his presentation in the middle of a sentence. He was preparing to tell CDI about Facility Eleven. 
He looked down for a moment, but when he looked back up, he saw the glass break in front of 
him. The man in the suit that he had met on the helipad collapsed after a loud sound of a bullet 
impacting. Arcades did not hear a gunshot, but he was not expecting to as he already assumed 
that the shot had come from another building. The fox did not even get a chance to show the 
video to CDI yet. Arcades immediately grabbed the USB stick, hopped off the podium, and he 
began running. 

“Get the fox! Anthros are attacking the building!” Arcades heard several men yelling as 
they began chasing him. Arcades was not sure if they were genuine CDI members, or if they 
were part of the Omega Foundation. Jason and Bocchino also began running with Arcades. He 
saw a few more CDI members run in the room, but they were quickly gunned down by an AH-6 
Little Bird that was now hovering right outside of the building. Arcades had to keep his distance 
from walls, for he knew that the Little Bird’s guns were able to penetrate them. The guns did 
indeed penetrate the walls, and they struck several CDI personnel that were responding to the 


scene. The fox briefly looked back, and he could see that anthros were piloting the Little Bird. 


“Lost visual contact on Hofmeier. Over,” the sniper reported. The radio operator then 
replied, “Copy. Neutralize any CDI personnel that are on the current floor. They’re going to call 
in for some reinforcements. Over.” The sniper acknowledged the radio operator, and he began 
looking through his rifle’s scope again. He spotted a CDI member that was taking cover from the 
helicopter’s guns, and he took a shot. He watched as the .338 Lapua Magnum round penetrated 
right through the CDI soldier’s vest. The soldier collapsed, and the sniper began to scan the rest 
of the floor for any other hostiles. Once he deemed the floor was clear enough, he reported it to 
the radio operator, “Floor is clear. Tell the Little Bird that they can deploy their units. Over.” 

The little bird shot out the rest of the windows, and the helicopter began lowering its 
throttle in the middle of the large conference room. The helicopter was used due to its small size, 
and due to the fact that four anthros were able to sit on the side of the helicopter. They jumped 
off, and they checked their M4A 1s. They were not using XMP-Is as they were not technically 
full fledged Omega Foundation personnel. 

The fox, cat, and wolf continued ascending the stairwell that they hoped would bring 
them back to the helipad that would allow them to escape. They would have to make their escape 
to the roof fast enough to give the helicopter plenty of time to start up before they would be seen 
by the Omega Foundation; However, Arcades was not sure if they would be able to pull such a 
stunt off. They continued progressing up the stairwell. The cat asked, “Kurt, do you have the 
evidence? Omega is probably gonna raid that room soon.” The fox nodded, and he felt for the 
USB stick in his pocket, “I got it! We have to keep this evidence safe. I actually have an idea of 


? 


where to go. Stick with me, and we can make it out of here!” Jason decided to trust the fox. 
“Bloody hell! We’re under terrorist attack, open fi--” the CDI soldier was cut off in the 


middle of his sentence by an anthro who had just shot him with an MP5 PDW. A second guard 


emerged from a different room with his SA80 already raised, but he was shot down just like his 
colleague. The two anthros needed to make their way up the building and eliminate all CDI 
personnel they could find. They were also going to link up with the four anthros that had been 
deployed to the conference room. In addition, they would have support from the human sniper 
and the AH-6 Little Bird that was currently circling the building. 

The anthro AH-6 pilot held the stick carefully as he was scanning the windows for CDI 
personnel. He held the trigger down in a few areas, but he was trying to conserve the weapon’s 
munitions. The pilot was waiting for the ground team to clear the lower floors before he would 
launch rockets at the building itself. The plan was to get Arcades to retreat to a floor in the 
building, and they would abduct him using the helicopter. The pilot noticed the HH-60 on the 
roof, but he did not know that it was Arcades’ helicopter. They assumed that he had entered the 
building from the ground, and they were trying to surround him from the upper and lower floors 
to bring him to surrender. However, they were not expecting the fox to be ascending the floors 
yet. 

“Stingray, be advised, I have a hostile AH-6 Little Bird circling the building. Over.” A 
CDI EF-2000 Typhoon flew by the buildings while turning to watch the Little Bird as it shot up 
the building. The airborne early warning & control craft replied, “Roger Cobra 3. You are 
cleared to engage the Little Bird. Over.” The pilot disabled the safety on his aircraft’s weapon 
systems, “Affirmative Stingray.” The pilot slowed his speed, and he was trying to figure out the 
best way to bring down the Little Bird without causing too much collateral damage. If a missile 
was used, then he would run the risk of the Little Bird evading the homing system, and this 
would cause the missile to detonate in the building or somewhere else. Using the aircraft’s main 


gun was another option, but the pilot was not sure how many people below could be caught in 


the crossfire. Since the AEW&C had given him permission to attack the helicopter, the pilot felt 
that the circumstances might be more important than collateral damage. 

“Crikey, that’s a jet!” Jason yelled as the Typhoon roared past the building. Arcades 
recognized the shape of the aircraft, “That’s a Eurofighter Typhoon. It looks like it’s one of 
CDI’s aircraft. The Royal Air Force doesn’t paint them in tan.” The last three Fox Security 
members were now on the roof of the building, and they were climbing up to the helipad. 
Though taking the elevator would have been much easier, it would carry a significant amount of 
risk. Arcades opened the door of the HH-60, and he climbed onto the pilot seat, “Gonna take 
about three minutes to get this thing going. Bear with me, guys.” The fox began the ignition 
sequence for the helicopter. Arcades put his pilot helmet on, and he flipped the visor down. He 
did not want to have dust and debris blowing in his eyes. Letting the engine start up, Arcades 
hopped out of the helicopter to do a quick pre-flight check. It would be greatly abridged though. 

“Oh fuck look out! Rockets!” One CDI member yelled as he saw the AH-6 launch 
several missiles from the rocket pods. Mantling over a desk in order to avoid the rockets, the 
soldier watched as the rockets impacted the back wall, and a fire began to start. The soldier 
ignored the fire, and he tried to shoot down the helicopter himself using his SA80. However, the 
helicopter had already increased throttle, and the Little Bird was out of the soldier’s line of sight. 
The soldier knew he could not stay here, as the floor could be completely engulfed in flames 
within a few minutes. He stood up, but he saw a few figures running through the smoke. The 
human soldier aimed at the smoke, and the second he saw two anthros emerging from the smoke, 
he pulled the trigger. 

The two anthros collapsed almost immediately, and their MP5s dropped to the ground 


directly in front of them. The CDI soldier looked down at them, and he could see blood spilling 


out from them. However, he noticed a few wires that seemed to be running to their chest area and 
into their pants’ pockets. The human’s eyes immediately widened upon realizing that the anthros 
were set to explode once killed. “OH FUCK! DAMMIT!” He turned around to start running, but 
it was already too late. The explosives detonated, and the man caught shrapnel from the blast, 
killing him. 

The Little Bird pilot was the first to see the explosion, and this signaled to him that the 
ground team had already been killed by CDI. The pilot lessened the throttle, and he sighted in the 
floor that the ground team had been eliminated on. The pilot held the trigger, and he began 
launching rockets at the building. The pilot then heard warning alarms sound in the aircraft, and 
he noticed that a missile had been fired right at him. Before the pilot had a chance to deploy 
countermeasures, the missile impacted directly on the starboard side of the aircraft. The aircraft’s 
engines exploded in the middle of the air, and the pilot made a last-ditch effort to empty the 
Little Bird’s armaments and crash into the building. Rockets began impacting on the lower 
floors, and the helicopter was now ever so close to impacting the building. 

“Get the fuck out of the way! Move! Move!” Several CDI soldiers began running to 
avoid the Little Bird that was about to crash into their floor. The rotors shattered the rest of the 
unbroken glass almost instantly as the tail of the aircraft bent as it collided with the building, and 
the helicopter still was moving fast enough to break part of the walls as it entered the building. 
However, it did not get far. The CDI members managed to avoid the helicopter crashing into 
them, but they were not sure if there were any other anthros in the building. One of the soldiers 
noticed a fire was starting and said, ““We can’t stay here for too much longer. That fire’s going to 


get to us if we don’t move!” The CDI members began to egress from the area. 


Arcades stepped back in the helicopter’s pilot seat, and he turned around to look at Jason 
and Bocchino, “Alright, we’re good to go. Hold on to something, I’m gonna pull out fast!” The 
fox had both heard and felt the AH-6 crash into the building. He looked in the sky, and he was 
now able to see four EF-2000s flying around the building. Arcades felt that he was going to be 
the next one to be targeted by the fighter jets. The fox decided it was time to put his piloting 
skills to the test. The fox began by adding throttle to the helicopter. He spoke again to his 
company as he gained altitude, “Close those doors. I don’t need you guys falling out now.” Jason 
and Bocchino each closed one of the side doors of the HH-60 before sitting back down. 

“Stingray this is Cobra 2, I have visual contact with an S-70 that’s taking off from the 
roof of the building. Over.” The AEW&C replied, “Copy Cobra 2. Standby for engagement 
orders. Do not fire on the S-70 at this time. Over.” The pilot acknowledged and began tracking 
the helicopter on radar. The Typhoons split off into two groups of two. Cobra 1 and Cobra 2 
began following Arcades while Cobra 3 and Cobra 4 remained near the building in order to make 
sure that no other aircraft would enter their airspace. The AEW&C began speaking again, 
“Attention Cobra Squadron. This is Stingray, the helicopter is unarmed, so let the S-70 go. 
Maintain air superiority above the building's airspace until the situation is under control. Over.” 
Cobra | spoke, “Affirmative Stingray.” The pilot changed channels to speak to the other pilots, 
“Disengage from the helicopter and maintain air superiority. Over.” Cobra 3 and Cobra 4 split 
off from the helicopter, and they went to return back to the building. 

The cat was looking out the window as he saw the two Typhoons disengage, “They’re 
bugging off. Why didn’t they fire on us?” Arcades looked at a rear view mirror, and he saw that 
the jets were indeed breaking off. The fox toggled the safety on his flares, and he lifted up his 


visor as he sighed in relief, “Phew, that’s good. There would be no way I would be able to shake 


a couple Typhoons. They probably told the pilots that we’re the guys who landed there earlier.” 
Jason asked the fox a question, “Kurt, do you think CDI thinks that we set this all up?” Arcades 
shook his head, “No, otherwise they would have shot us down.” Bocchino stood up from his seat 
as he looked out the window. He noticed that the flight was approaching the water. The cat 
asked, “Kurt, where the hell are you taking us?” Arcades displayed a small smile on his face, 
“Trust me Bobby, I know a place. You’ll see when we get there.” Bocchino decided to trust the 
fox. 

“Command, the Little Bird is down. One of the CDI jets took it out. I saw the explosions 
from our ground unit. Over,” the sniper spoke as he was watching the smoke and fire rise from 
the heavily damaged building. The Omega radio operator replied, “Copy. Any visual on 
Hofmeier? Over.” The sniper looked through his rangefinder at windows that were not filled 
with smoke, “Negative. I never saw him leave. I think he’s been killed. Over.” From the sniper’s 
vantage point, he was unable to see the HH-60 takeoff. He also did not see the helicopter fly 
away due to the building obstructing the view from the other side, for Arcades had flown to the 
southeast. The radio operator spoke again, “Copy. This mission is over. I’m terminating the 
fireteam the helicopter deployed. Exit the building, and we’ll have your exfiltration waiting at 
the original rendezvous point. Out.” 

The anthros that the helicopter had dropped off were just about to make their way down 
another floor when they simultaneously exploded at the same time. They had been rigged with 
remote explosives much like the other anthros had been. The four explosions knocked down a 
good chunk of walls on the floor and had started a fire thanks to the incendiary devices that the 
anthros had also been rigged with. Omega decided that they would just let Arcades burn to death 


in the building. Though it would not be the fox that would burn in the building, as instead many 


CDI personnel were still trapped on the floors that were set apart thanks to the fires that had been 
started. 

“Shit!” The laptop man stood up from where he was sitting. The camouflaged man was 
listening the whole time, “Sounds like Kurt Hofmeier is going to burn there, huh?” The laptop 
man nodded, “Yeah. It fucking sucks because that was a huge missed opportunity. If we captured 
him, and we broke him down enough, we could have sold him for hundreds of millions I bet.” 
The camouflaged man shrugged, “Looks like we better just let this one go. He didn’t have a 
chance to upload the evidence at CDI’s, right?” The laptop man remembered that there were still 
Omega personnel masquerading as CDI personnel in the building. He remembered that he had 
detonated the fireteam before the Omega personnel were able to exit the building. He had just 
trapped them in a burning building. 

“Fuck, I detonated the drones before our guys were able to get out!” The camouflaged 
man shook his head, “Oh well... Humans aren’t worth much more than anthros anyways, at least 
as far as usefulness goes.” The laptop man sat back down at his computer, “I suppose so. Let’s 
count our losses. We lost one AH-6 Little Bird, about a dozen of our own people, and nine 
anthros.” The camouflaged man remembered one thing, “Hey, at least Kurt Hofmeier is dead 
now. We don’t have to worry about him mirroring the evidence anymore than he already has. 
Besides, our cyber team has been able to delete most of it. Right?” The laptop man replied, 
“Yeah, I guess we sort of did accomplish our goal. We shut that fucking fox up. CDI won’t be 
able to trace this back to us. They’ll think that it was an anthro terrorist attack, and that’s exactly 
what we made this look like.” 

The camouflaged man nodded, “See, then it ain’t so bad after all. Besides, weren’t those 


nine anthros all impure mixed breeds anyways?” The laptop man nodded, “Yeah, but the 


conditioning still doesn't come cheap. We could have sold them for at least $900,000 each.” The 
camouflaged man noticed a stark difference between the value for black foxes and other anthro 
races, ““Why are they so willing to pay so much for foxes again?” The laptop man answered the 
question, “Mainly because the financial elite view foxes as being a pure race that they can 
sacrifice to Lucifer. Gives them the most power from the sacrifice.” The camouflaged man 
nodded, “How many of the foxes actually are used for servitude and sexual slavery?” The laptop 
man tried to remember what the numbers were. He spoke, “Probably one out of four foxes are 
used for rituals. Black ones are just so exceedingly rare nowadays. We’ve been trying to breed 
some of them here, but that’s not really working out so well. They just come out as regular red 
foxes. However, we are still breeding them to keep a supply of foxes for the elite to have.” The 
camouflaged man decided he should remind his colleague that he did not give the other mission 
the order to begin Phase Two, “Alright... How about the two squads that are at Fox Security? 
Did you ever give them clearance for Phase Two?” The laptop man shook his head, “Oh shit. I 
should go and do that.” He opened up the other channel on his computer communication 
program. 

“Gamma and Beta, you are cleared to begin Phase Two of the operation. Exfil is now 
dispatched, and they are enroute to your location. Over.” Gamma’s squad leader replied, 
“Affirmative. Beginning Phase Two. Out.” The operatives began unpacking their explosives, and 
they began setting them up around the base. Since Fox Security did not have a large building, it 
did not take long for the operatives to set up all of the explosives around the base. Gamma and 
Beta had the place ready to detonate in less than ten minutes. Once they had confirmed that they 
had placed enough explosives and incendiary devices to completely obliterate the place, they all 


exited from the base, and they waited for the Stealth Hawks to come by and pick them up. Less 


than ten minutes later, the helicopters had arrived, and the two squads boarded the helicopters. 
Once the squads were a decent distance away from the base, the base was detonated. Fox 


Security exploded and quickly burned to the ground. Saint Arcades was now a dead fox walking. 


Chapter 13 


The Principality of Sealand 


““We’re over the damn water. Where the fuck are we supposed to be going, Kurt?” 
Bocchino asked impatiently. Arcades replied to the cat, “I’m almost there. Just be patient with 
me, please.” Jason was just sitting and watching the fox and the cat. The wolf decided that he 
would trust the fox and believe that he knew where he was taking them. Arcades could see a 
Maunsell Fort coming in view over the horizon. The fox adjusted his current heading, and he 
began his descent on the fort. He knew where he was going. 

“Alright guys. I have an idea of what to do. You’ll understand when we get there. First of 
all, let me handle this. I can solve this peacefully, alright?” Arcades spoke to the two anthros. 
Bocchino was not sure what the fox was talking about, “The fuck you mean, man? And what is 
that place that you’re flying to? Is that some kind of water rig?” The fox shook his head, “No, 
that’s a World War II British Navy Fort. It was made to stop German submarines from entering 
Great Britain. It was put out of service after the war, but then... You’ll soon find out for 
yourself.” 

Jason stood up, and he looked out the cockpit window. The wolf squinted, and he could 
see a flag with three diagonal stripes colored in red, white, and black. Jason asked, “Kurt, what’s 
that flag supposed to mean?” Arcades replied, “It’s the flag of the Principality of Sealand.” 


Bocchino raised an eyebrow, “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Arcades elaborated, “A 


few British guys took the decommissioned fort over, and they declared that fort as their own 
micronation. I’m going there because it might be our only option at this point.” 

“The hell you are! Why are you taking us to that fort?” Bocchino was still impatient with 
the fox. Arcades replied, “Ever hear of HavenCo? That’s a data haven that used to operate out of 
Sealand. It was shut down, but they opened it back up in 2024. I think I may know the best way 
to get the evidence out to as many people as possible.” The cat was not convinced, “Kurt, I think 
you're fucking insane!” Arcades spoke once more, “Would you rather have me take us back to 
CDI? Omega tried to kill us then and there. It’s not safe anywhere. We have to find a place to 
regroup first before we can even think about taking them down.” Bocchini sighed loudly, and he 
was just about done talking to the fox for now. The cat retreated back to the main troop-carrying 
compartment of the helicopter. Jason, on the other hand, walked up to Arcades from behind. 

“Kurt, why did you tell us to let you do the talking?” Jason asked the fox. Arcades was 
now closing in on the fort, “They’re not too fond of people just randomly landing a helicopter on 
their fort.” Jason did not say anything after that. Arcades decided to speak again, “Look, Jason. 
All you need to do is just don’t act hostile. I promise you, I can sort this out.” The wolf had a 
question, “How many people are on there, Kurt?” Arcades tried to remember the population, “I 
think around five at the most? I could be wrong though. I don’t think they live there twenty-four 
seven, but I’m expecting the worst case scenario.” The wolf was done asking questions, and he 
could see that the fox was now preparing to land on the helipad. 

The fox hovered right over the helipad, and he began steadily dropping the throttle while 
making sure that he was controlling the yaw, pitch, and roll correctly. He did not want to lose his 
helicopter in the middle of the sea, for it was his only helicopter. The fox could feel that the 


helicopter landed on the helipad, and he began the process of shutting off the engine. Arcades 


took a look at the fuel gauge, and the fox realized that the helicopter’s tank was now running low 
and was almost into the reserve tanks. The fox removed his pilot helmet, and he sat it on the seat 
beside him. He also removed his gloves. Arcades looked at Jason and Bocchino, “You guys are 
unarmed, right?” Both of them nodded. 

Arcades was feeling nervous as he unbuckled his seatbelt, and he moved to the helicopter 
doors. He watched his tail to make sure that it did not get stuck and tangled on the helicopter’s 
seatbelts. Arcades took a deep breath before opening the helicopter’s doors. Immediately, he was 
greeted by a human wielding a Remington 870 Tac-14. The human shouted, “Hey, what the fuck 
are you doing here, you fucking anthros?!” The fox put his hands up, and he said, “I’m Kurt 
Hofmeier, and these are my colleagues. We are seeking refuge here from the Omega 
Foundation.” The human was not impressed, “Oh yeah? Like I would trust a damn fox. You 
pieces of shit lie all the time!” This was nothing new for Arcades to hear. 

The fox remained still as he did not want to startle the human. Arcades noticed another 
human was climbing up to the helipad; he was wearing a black jacket with black combat pants 
and holding a regularly sized Remington 870 instead. The human pulled out the shotgun, and he 
walked towards the anthros while aiming right at Arcades. The fox saw that the human’s shirt 
read “Sealand Security”. The first man spoke while still aiming at Arcades with the shotgun, 
“Alright, so what are you guys really here for?” Bocchino was the first to say something despite 
what Arcades told him, “He’s telling the truth. We are seeking refuge here.” The man aimed his 
weapon at the cat, “Is that so?” 

“Yes, we have evidence to prove it,” Arcades spoke as he still was holding his hands up. 
Jason was also holding his hands up as well, but the cat was the only one who was not. The 


human aimed his shotgun back at the fox after he heard him speak again. He spoke to the fox, 


“Evidence? What are you on about?” The fox looked up at the human, “If you would please 
allow me to grab it from my pocket. It is a USB with critical evidence on it. Please do not shoot 
me. Alright?” 

The human was not entirely sure if he wanted to trust a fox, but he remembered that he 
was indeed the one with the shotgun. He even had another man with a shotgun just in case 
something were to happen. The human decided to allow Arcades to present his evidence, 
“Alright. Do it slowly with no quick moves. Place it on the ground in front of you, and then lay 
down on the ground.” The fox’s hand was a little shaky from the stress, but he tried to hide it the 
best he could. He did not want to escalate the situation any further than it had already been. 
Arcades slowly reached his left hand down to his pants pocket, and he slowly lifted up on one of 
the Velcro tabs. The fox then slowly moved his hand inside of the pocket, and he cautiously 
revealed a black USB stick. Arcades closed his pants pocket, and he got on his knees to place the 
stick on the ground. Once he finished, Arcades laid himself on the ground, and he placed his 
hands on the back of his head after crossing his ankles. 

The man leaned down to pick up the stick while closely watching the fox. After grabbing 
the USB stick, he returned to his previous posture, and he stepped away from the fox before 
aiming his shotgun at the remaining two anthros. The human spoke to the guard, “Alright, take 
the fox.” The security guard moved towards Arcades, and he placed his knee on Arcades’ back, 
right above his tail. The guard stowed away his shotgun by using the two-point sling that was 
attached to it, and he grabbed a pair of Peerless handcuffs from his belt. The fox did not even 
have to see what was going on to know exactly what was about to happen as he noticed the 


distinct sound of handcuffs being taken out. Arcades felt the metal cuffs lock around his thin 


wrists again, and this was nothing new for the fox. He was wondering how many times in the 
past two weeks he had been in handcuffs. Arcades had lost count. 

The security guard still kept his knee on the fox’s back, and he spoke to the other armed 
human, “Um, we only have enough to cuff one of these guys. Do you want me to keep the fox 
locked up? He doesn’t look too dangerous.” The remaining armed man looked at Arcades’, and 
he understood what the guard was talking about. Arcades was so thin that he did not even appear 
to be a threat to the guard. The armed man spoke again to the guard, “Keep the fox locked up. I 
don’t trust foxes.” The guard nodded, “As you wish, Sire.” Jason was not sure why the guard 
referred to the other human as if he was part of some kind of royal family, “Sire?” The armed 
man aimed his shotgun at Jason after he heard the wolf speak. 

“He’s the Prince of Sealand, Jason,” Arcades spoke. The Prince aimed his shotgun at the 
fox again. The Prince barked, “Oi! Shut your fucking mouth, cunt!” The guard had just finished 
double-locking the handcuffs that were now on Arcades’ wrists. The guard had one other pair of 
restraints that he was going to put on the fox. The guard grabbed a pair of Peerless shackles that 
were in a different pocket. The guard looked down at the fox’s bare feet and asked, “Where are 
your shoes, fox?” Arcades replied, “I don’t come with shoes.” The guard began shackling the 
fox’s ankles, “Alright. I hope you had your tetanus shot.” Arcades knew that the guard was 
referring to the fact that a large part of Sealand’s exterior had already begun rusting away. The 
guard double-locked the shackles, and he stepped away. The fox was now subdued yet again. 

“Alright. Now, you two! Step out of the helicopter,” the Prince said to Jason and 
Bocchino. The wolf and the cat slowly stepped out of the HH-60. Jason’s hands were in the air, 
but Bocchino’s hands were not. The cat knew that their only pairs of restraints were currently 


being used on Arcades, so he had nothing to worry about. The guard held his shotgun up at the 


anthros, and he looked them over. He did not notice any weapons on them. The guard asked, 
“Are you all unarmed?” Arcades replied from the ground, “Yes. We have no weapons.” The 
guard was unsure of what to do next, “Sire, what should I do?” The Prince was not entirely sure 
either. He was still aiming at the two standing anthros. After a moment of silence, the Prince 
decided to go with a risky move, “Alright. We are willing to listen to what you all want, so state 
your business.” 

Arcades began speaking, ““We need to upload that evidence to HavenCo. It is extremely 
important.” The Prince looked down at the bound fox again, but he lowered his weapon, “You 
need to use HavenCo? What type of evidence do you have on your USB stick?” Arcades turned 
his head to look at the Prince, ““We have evidence that the Omega Foundation was behind the 
NSS attack that took place last week.” The Prince had never heard of the Omega Foundation, 
“Wait, the who, the what Foundation?” Arcades spoke again, “The Omega Foundation is a secret 
society that masquerades as a nonprofit private research group. They are behind a large anthro- 
trafficking operation.” The Prince had never heard a fox speak such words before, but Arcades’ 
words sounded so outlandish that the Prince did not know if he wanted to believe them or not. 

“How did you come to that conclusion?” the Prince asked the fox. Arcades replied, “The 
evidence is all on that USB stick. I’m not sure if you know this, but...” The fox stopped as he 
was trying to figure out the best way to word his next thought. He continued again, “We are on 
the run from the Omega Foundation. They are hunting me personally because I had initially 
leaked the evidence to the internet.” The Prince was now curious as to what exactly was on the 
USB stick. He turned to the guard, and he gestured for him to lower his weapon. The guard 


lowered his weapon, and he engaged the safety. Jason felt it was now safe for him to slowly 


lower his hands. The wolf looked down at the fox on the helipad who was once again restrained. 
It only reminded him of what he almost had done to the fox mere days ago. 

“Can we please go inside to talk about this?” Arcades requested. The Prince replied, 
“Alright. I guess we can see what evidence you got.” The Prince thought for a moment, and he 
realized that the anthros had not come to Sealand in order to capture and occupy it, “Hey, what’s 
your name, fox?” Arcades stated his name again, “Kurt Hofmeier. The cat’s name is Bobby 
Bocchino, and the wolf’s name is Jason Barter.” The Prince nodded slowly, “Alright, Kurt... I 
suppose that we can probably trust you. Want us to take those handcuffs off?” The fox gave an 
answer that surprised the Prince but it did not surprise Jason, “Nah... If it makes you feel any 
better to keep a fox under control, you should keep them on.” The Prince felt he had a general 
idea of what Arcades was talking about, “Hey, ignore what I said earlier about foxes...” The fox 
spoke again, “Don’t worry, I won’t hold it against you... It’s something I get pretty often.” The 
Prince figured that it would be best to drop the thought. Jason watched as the fox managed to get 
himself to his feet by himself. The wolf was wondering why Arcades chose to stay restrained. 

“T’ll show you guys inside, I guess,” the Prince spoke. The Prince and the guard began 
escorting the three anthros down the helipad steps that would take them down to the fort’s main 
deck. Arcades was the first anthro to step over the large letters on the helipad that read 
“SEALAND” in bold capital lettering. The fox watched his step as he carefully moved down the 
small length of stairs that would bring him down to the deck. Since he was handcuffed and 
shackled, he had to make sure that he did not trip up while stepping down; Otherwise, he would 
fall with no way to break his fall. The last thing he wanted out here was an injury. The wolf was 
closely following the fox, and he was watching his chained feet as he progressed down the stairs. 


Jason still couldn’t stop himself from looking at Arcades’ feet. 


“Now, I take it that you already know a good bit about our nation, Kurt?” the Prince 
asked the fox. Arcades replied, “Yes, I do. I read up on Sealand a good bit on the internet.” The 
Prince chuckled a bit, “Heh, sometimes it’s good to have some company over. However, it’s 
kinda hard to tell when a helicopter pulls up unannounced.” The captive fox spoke, “I’m sorry 
there wasn’t prior warning. We really had no other place to go.” The Prince decided to believe 
the fox, ““That’s alright. Ever since Sealand was occupied by the mercenaries back a while ago, 
we don’t really take our chances. You know what, in a couple of decades, then it will be a full 
one hundred years since that happened. Time flies, doesn’t it?” Arcades agreed, “Yes. It sure 
does.” The fox was mainly glad that the Prince was no longer pointing a 12-gauge at him, for he 
was not too concerned with being restrained. 

The Prince opened the door that would bring the three anthros inside of the fort itself, 
“Okay. You all can come in here.” Arcades stepped in first, and he was followed by Jason and 
Bocchino. The hallway was very narrow, but there it branched into several rooms that looked a 
bit larger. The Prince looked at the fox’s restrained wrists and ankles, “Kurt, are you sure you 
don’t want us to take those off?” The fox stopped, and he turned his head to look at the Prince, “I 
know you don’t trust foxes, so I won’t make you feel uneasy.” The Prince said, “I thought you 
weren’t gonna hold that against me like you said.” Arcades remembered that he did indeed say 
such words, “Gosh... Look, I’m sorry. Being a fox --” The fox paused. He decided to continue 
and just say exactly what he wanted to say, “I know it’s what I deserve. Foxes just deserve to be 
locked up and shut up.” 

The Prince was not entirely sure why Arcades was saying these things, “Mate, what the 
bloody hell happened to you?” Arcades frowned and turned away, “I-I’d rather not say. O-or at 


least right now.” Jason briefly thought that the fox was remembering what he had tried to do, but 


the wolf knew that Arcades already handcuffed himself before he had ever done it to the fox. It 
made Jason wonder exactly why Arcades was like this. Since the fox’s last response was less 
coherent than he normally spoke, the wolf thought that something must have happened to 
Arcades a long time ago that would cause such thoughts to occur. Jason made a mental note that 
he would talk about this with the fox later. 

Bocchino shook his head, and he felt that Arcades was weak yet again. The cat reminded 
himself that he was still planning on leaving Fox Security for good after they were to return from 
this water fort. Bocchino felt that he did not have time to deal with the fox’s problems, as they 
would only drag him down and potentially get him killed. The cat was still silent however; he did 
not want to make anything get worse. The Prince spoke again, “Look, you don’t have to wear 
those restraints, Kurt. We can take them off.” Arcades refused, “No. Why would you ever free a 
fox?” Jason watched as the fox almost seemed to pin himself against the wall. 

Bocchino was growing exceedingly impatient, “Your Highness, I can show you the 
evidence if you please. Kurt can work out his own problems with Jason somewhere else.” The 
Prince was confused as to what was going on still. He decided to agree, “Alright. I guess you can 
show me the evidence. Why don’t you -- uh, show them to the lower level?” The guard nodded, 
and he motioned for Arcades and Jason to come with him. The fox reluctantly agreed, but he did 
not feel that he had much of a choice, for he was still restrained. The cat watched as Arcades and 
Jason were escorted away by the guard, and he thought, ‘Fucking hell, what a damn bitch. I'll be 
damn glad when I can leave that damned motherfucker behind. Fucking pussy ass motherfucking 
bitch.’ 

The Prince showed the cat to a room which held a collection of computer equipment. The 


cat saw the HavenCo servers for himself, and he figured that was what Arcades wanted the 


evidence uploaded to. The Prince sat down at the computer, and he powered it on. While it was 
logging on, the cat asked, “So, you guys can get Internet way out here?” The Prince nodded, 
“Actually, we make our own internet. We technically are our own ISP. We even offer VPN 
services again. We used to do that about a decade ago, but we shut it down for a bit.”” Bocchino 
nodded back, trying to look interested, “Yeah, that sure is interesting.” The Prince made it to the 
desktop, but he did not proceed yet. He asked, “So, what’s wrong with your friend?” The cat 
sighed, “He’s being a fucking bitch, that’s what he is.” The human raised an eyebrow, “What? It 
looked like he was distressed.” Bocchino gestured as if he was throwing something away, 
“Aghh, just forget him. That dumb motherfucker... I never should have come with him to the 
UK.” 

The Prince was not sure what the cat was mentioning, “I do not understand what the 
problem is.” Bocchino looked at the computer screen and made a suggestion, “How about you 
check the latest headlines on the news?” The Prince opened up his web browser, and he typed in 
the address of a news website that he frequented. After mere seconds of loading, the Prince read 
the title aloud, “Breaking News: Castle Defense Industries hit by an anthro terrorist attack in 
Ipswich, United Kingdom.” Bocchino looked at the picture of the burning CDI building, “Yup. 
That’s the kind of shit that dumbass brings me along for.” The Prince still was lacking context, 
“Who did the attack? How did that happen?” The cat sighed as he remembered the reality of the 
situation, “The Omega Foundation must have sent anthros to stage an attack.” The Prince did not 
understand, “What? How would they go on about doing that?” Bocchino took a deep breath to 
calm himself down before continuing, “Look. It’s probably best if I start this from the very 
beginning and show you the evidence.” The cat was prepared to give a lengthy recap for the 


human. 


“Now, this’ ll be the last time I ask you. Are you sure you don’t want me to take those 
off?” The guard was trying to give the fox one last chance at having the freedom to move his 
arms and legs to their fullest extent. Once again, Arcades declined, “‘No, please. I deserve to be 
chained up like this.” The guard was tired of fooling around with this fiasco, “Alright, suit 
yourself then.” The guard soon left by ascending back to the higher level, and this left a 
restrained fox and a wolf alone once again. Jason looked at Arcades, and he saw that the fox was 
looking at a small room in front of him. The room looked to be almost like a brig that would fit 
one person. It was most likely constructed for when the sea fort was in use by the British Navy 
back in World War IL. 

“Kurt, what are you looking for in there?” Jason asked the fox. Arcades stepped inside of 
the cell, “There is where I deserve to be. Locked up in a tiny cell. Foxes don’t deserve to roam 
free.” Jason shook his head, and the wolf attempted to mediate the situation, “No, no, no. What 
happened to you, Kurt?” Arcades dropped to his knees inside of the cell as he was facing the 
wolf. Jason could now see a few tears were forming in the fox’s eyes. Jason thought he would 
apologize again for what he attempted to do, for he felt that he was part of the reason Arcades 
was so distressed, “Kurt, I’m sorry for what I tried to do the other day. I hope that’s not what this 
is about.” 

Arcades only silently shook his head while he sniffled once. Jason did not understand 
what Arcades’ trouble was, “Kurt, I don’t understand, mate. What is your trouble? I know what I 
did was wrong, but you gotta work with me here.” Arcades felt his tail with his cuffed hands, and 
he tried to rub his tail in order to calm himself down; However, this did not go anywhere. The 
fox leaned forwards, and he tried to bury his face in his thighs. Jason decided that it would be 


best to wait for the fox to say what the issue was, but he did not want to just leave Arcades alone 


in the open cell. The wolf entered the cell, and he grabbed the fox by the shoulders in order to 
pull him out of the cell. The fox did not resist, but he kept his eyes shut as he began crying more. 
The wolf gently sat the fox on the floor, and he rolled Arcades over to his side. All he could do 
now was just wait for the fox to say something. 

The Prince was now viewing the video that Arcades had recorded. He had gotten to the 
part when the fox had been walking past the anthros that were in the cells, “What’s supposed to 
be going on in those cells?” Bocchino shrugged, ““You’d have to ask him about that. From what I 
remember, at one point he told me that they’re trying to condition them to be sold to the financial 
elite.” The Prince thought about the possibility, but he was not entirely sure. He paused the video 
briefly, and he minimized the window in order to pull up the image of the XMP-1 that Arcades 
had saved on the drive. The Prince asked, “You got this thing from a train?” The cat nodded, 
“Sure did. We found it in the car which held two anthros that were on their way to that 
complex.” The Prince became curious, “Did you guys take the weapon from the train?” The cat 
replied, “Yes, but... Actually, we may have it in the helicopter. I'll go and look for it.” 

Bocchino exited the room, and he traveled back out the hallway. When the cat was back 
on the main deck, he could see that the skies were completely clear, but some of the smoke from 
the CDI building was faintly visible over the horizon. The cat wondered what CDI was thinking 
back over on the mainland, but he reminded himself that the Typhoons broke off from following 
the helicopter. Maybe the few things that the fox was able to say to CDI was just enough to get 
them to believe him, but the cat doubted this possibility. Bocchino found that possibility hard to 
come by, especially since foxes could not be trusted. The cat traveled back up the steps that led 


to the helicopter, and he took note of the bold lettering around the helipad. However, some of the 


lettering had been worn down due to weathering and regular aging. The fort itself was almost a 
full one hundred years old now. 

The cat looked at the HH-60 on the helipad, and he noticed that he had not closed the 
doors on the way out. He figured that he probably should close the doors just in case it rained 
while they were on the fort, for he would hate to have the interior soaked. Bocchino climbed 
inside of the helicopter, and he reached under one of the seats. He pulled out the XMP-1. It still 
had both of its magazines in place, but they were completely empty. Arcades told the cat to take 
the XMP-1 when they got off the C-5M, but he changed his mind halfway to CDI’s HQ. The fox 
had wanted to show CDI the weapon in person, but he feared that they would think that he had 
ulterior motives behind bringing the unknown weapon. Bocchino held the rifle by the original 
sling that had been attached, and he placed the sling around his body. The cat closed the 
helicopter door that was opposite of the helipad stepladder. 

Before the cat went to exit the helicopter, he noticed there was a picture that was pinned 
on the cockpit next to the door. The cat took a look at the picture. The picture was of Arcades 
and Bocchino standing next to the helicopter. The cat remembered when the picture was taken as 
it was around the time when Fox Security was first founded. The cat took note that Arcades’ was 
holding a standard Colt M4A1 rather than his Salient GRY as the fox did not have a Salient GRY 
back then. The cat took a moment to remember the times that he and the fox had together. 
Bocchino was beginning to regret the things he thought and said previously. 

“Your Highness, what have you found on the USB drive?” The guard had returned to the 
Prince. The Prince was playing through the video, and he was listening to what the two Omega 
Foundation men were talking about. The Prince paused the video again, and he said, “Well... 


The fox was telling the truth it seems.” The guard had not seen the video, “What do you mean? 


What is his evidence?” The Prince spoke, “When he said that the Omega Foundation is secretly 
trafficking anthros, the evidence looks like it backs that up.” The guard did not want to believe 
what he was hearing, “Bloody hell... I’ve never even heard of this Omega Foundation. You 
mean that they’ve been doing all of this stuff in the shadows?” The Prince nodded, “I’m afraid 
so. I looked them up to see what information is publically available. From what’s on the clear 
web, they’re just listed as a nonprofit research organization.” The guard was curious, 
“Researching what?” The Prince replied, “Well... Apparently how much they can sell anthros to 
by the looks of this.” 

Bocchino walked back in the room with the XMP-1, and he announced his arrival, “I got 
it. This is what we got off of the train.” The guard was the first to notice the irregularly shaped 
weapon, “What in the hell is that thing?” The Prince answered the question before the cat did, 
“That’s a weapon that Omega has apparently been producing.” The guard shook his head, “They 
produce weapons and traffick anthros?” Bocchino sighed, “Yup, probably something like that.” 
The cat’s face was evident of regret. The Prince could see that, “Say, Bobby. What’s up with 
you? Your face looks different than it did before you left to get that weapon.” The cat frowned as 
he propped the weapon up against the wall, “I just probably shouldn’t have said that stuff about 
Kurt earlier. I just don’t think he should be in the PMC business if you ask me.” 

The Prince required more context, “Why’s that?” Bocchino continued, “Kurt is someone 
who has a heart in a business that is full of heartless people. The PMC business is no joke, and -- 
If you ask me, or practically anybody that works in the business, it just makes you look very 
weak.” The guard scratched his chin, and the Prince was wanting more information, “So, what’s 
the business that you guys have, again? I think he said it earlier, but I forgot what it was called.” 


Bocchino replied, “It’s called Fox Security, and it’s Kurt’s business. He started it a little less than 


seven years ago after he quit his job working for the US Government. During the time he had it, 
he only got about forty people to join. I have been there since the beginning.” 

“So, where did you two meet?” the Prince asked. The cat replied, “We originally met 
online. Then, we ended up meeting in real life. Before he started the company, he told me about 
the idea that he had to start the company as his government job was paying really well for him. 
Since I wasn’t employed back then, he offered to hire me if I did some contract work with him.” 
The Prince nodded. The human spoke again, “Forty people? CDI has hundreds of thousands 
internationally, and that company was only founded around twenty or so years ago. What was 
holding back his company?” Bocchino answered, “It was not the money. He paid us generously, 
and he still had plenty to spend on equipment. What really held him back was the fact that 
everybody just says that he is weak.” The Prince remembered what he said about the fox when 
he had first arrived. The Prince said, “I mean, it can’t be that bad now, can it? I know his arms 
were pretty bloody thin, but he can still do what he needs to do. Right?” 

“T’m not talking about being physically weak. That fox is thin as a rail, but that’s not 
what I was talking about when I said weak. Everybody thinks he is... Well... A bitch.” The 
Prince opened his eyes wider than they were before, “Damn. Any specific reason why?” The cat 
continued, “Like I said earlier, he has a heart in a heartless business. He shows way too much 
emotion. Emotion is what can get you killed. He also hesitates a Jot. I think he avoids shooting 
people. Whenever I see him at the range, he’s proficient with the weapons that he uses, but he 
just never shoots anybody out in the field.” The Prince nodded again, “Yeah. I think I see what 
you mean now. In this video, though, he shoots at some of the guys trying to stop him on his way 
out.” The cat pointed at the screen, “If you watch what happens, he looks up to see if that guard 


is still alive or not rather than just fleeing.” 


The Prince rewatched the part in the video, “Damn. So, he’s avoiding shooting people at 
all costs?” The cat nodded, “I believe so. He always talks about Christianity, as well. That drove 
a good chunk of people away from Fox Security.” The Prince asked for more information, “He 
believes in Jesus or something?” The cat nodded, “Yeah. Not so common for anthros to believe 
in all that.” The Prince asked, “Is that another reason why people think he’s weak?” Bocchino 
raised both eyebrows, “Phew, oh yeah. Many people just don’t want to listen to it.” The Prince 
felt that he understood enough. He moved on with the reason why the anthros went to Sealand in 
the first place, “So, does Kurt want this evidence uploaded to our servers?” Bocchino nodded, 
“Yup. The Omega Foundation has been trying to eliminate it from the internet and suppress 
anybody with knowledge of the events that take place there. Kurt needs you guys to upload it to 
HavenCo, if I remember correctly.” 

The Prince replied, “Damn, that’s a name that I haven’t heard in a long while. I know that 
we have our servers online again, but I didn’t think anybody had anything that was super 
important to put on there.” Bocchino spoke again, “Can you get this evidence on the internet?” 
The Prince replied, “I sure can. I can imagine this would surely stir up some shit on the internet.” 
Bocchino scratched the back of his head, “Yeah, about that. Arcades wants to take down the 
Omega Foundation.” The Prince shook his head, “Damn. From the looks of the video, they’ve 
obviously got plenty of resources. I mean, they’ve got plenty of equipment, and they’ ve got to be 
raking in plenty of money with their anthro trafficking operation. It must cost a bloody fortune to 
be able to afford and operate a facility of that size.” 

The cat leaned up against the wall right next to the XMP-1, “That’s why he went to CDI. 
He believes that Omega was the one behind the NSS’ terrorist attack.” The Prince remembered 


seeing the article. He asked the cat, “So, what do you believe happened? You were there, right?” 


The cat looked up at the Prince, “Seeing the way things have been going lately, I think I would 
trust the fox on this one.” The Prince chuckled, “Heh, that’s something you don’t hear everyday. 
Trust the fox...” Bocchino sighed, ““You know, that’s another thing. Man, sometimes I feel sorry 
for that fox.” 

“Oh really?” the Prince said. Bocchino looked down at the floor, “Yeah. He takes things 
pretty personal sometimes. Many humans and other anthros treat foxes as if they’re all 
untrustworthy, and Kurt takes it personal.” The Prince shrugged, “What? How bad does it get?” 
Bocchino did not speak for a moment. He finally continued, “Let’s just say he thinks all he 
deserves is to be locked up in chains.” The Prince’s eyes lit up again as he was not expecting to 
hear this. He put two and two together, “Is that why he acted like that earlier?” Bocchino 
delivered a solid nod in response. The Prince sat back in his seat, “Bloody hell...” 

“Kurt, are you feeling any better now?” Jason asked. The fox was still laying on his side 
in the same spot that Jason had left him in. Though he’d stop crying, he did not say anything to 
the wolf. Arcades finally spoke, “My whole entire life, ’ ve been a suspect. It’s always the fox 
that causes trouble. It’s always the fox who is a burden to humans and anthros alike.” Jason 
shook his head, “Come on Kurt, you can’t listen to those people, mate.” Arcades spoke again, 
“Then who can I listen to, then?” Jason answered, “Listen to Jesus. You always told me that.” 

The fox gave a faint smile, “I’m glad you still remember that, Jason.” The wolf sat down 
next to the fox, “Kurt, I truly am sorry for what happened a few days ago, I just wanted to let you 
know that. I’m so thankful that you gave me a second chance.” Arcades still kept his smile, “It’s 
what God would do.” The wolf placed his hand on the fox’s right arm, “I know, and that’s why 
I’m thankful. I know that I still have a ways to go, however.” Arcades did not brush off the 


wolf’s hand, “Sanctification lasts during your entire life.” Jason began speaking again, “I’m 


really glad you met me back in Alaska. I probably wouldn’t even want to change if it wasn’t for 
what you said.” 

“Sometimes one person is all it takes,” the fox replied to the wolf. Jason looked around, 
and he noticed that Arcades’ ankles were still locked in the steel shackles. The wolf continued, 
“Kurt, I’m sorry that foxes are seen in the way that they are. I just want to let you know that I 
trust you even if no one will.” The fox smiled again, “Thanks, but I can’t accept that. The only 
one you should trust is Jesus.” Jason was not entirely satisfied with the response, “Kurt, you 
don’t have to be like that.” The fox closed his eyes, ““What else am I supposed to do? I am just a 
fallen being, much like everyone and everything else in this world. These chains are a constant 
reminder of that.” 

The wolf took notice as the fox moved one of his ankles upwards in the air only for it to 
be stopped by the chain. Jason looked back at Arcades’ face, “If you have your keyring, I can 
take those off--” The wolf was interrupted by the fox, “No, I don’t want them off. I do have my 
keyring, but I'll wait until later to take these off.” Jason did not understand, “Kurt, why do you 
still want to wear these chains?” Arcades decided to give an answer, “Because the humans here 
on Sealand would probably rather have me chained up and under control.” Jason did not quite 
believe the fox, “Kurt, you heard them. They offered to free you. Look, they didn’t even bother 
with me or Bobby.” 

“And why would they allow a fox to roam their nation free from restraints?” Arcades 
spoke in response to Jason. Jason now realized that they were now back to where they started, 
“Kurt, you can’t keep living like this. You shouldn’t be acting like everyone is out and against 


you like that just because you’re a fox.” Arcades did not say anything, and he only remained 


silent. Jason tried to remember which pocket held Arcades’ keyring. The wolf felt Arcades’ left 
back pocket, and he could indeed feel the keyring. Jason took Arcades’ keyring out. 

“Jason, what are you doing?” Arcades asked when he felt that his keyring was being 
removed. The wolf rolled the fox over to his stomach, and he grabbed the fox’s bound wrists. 
Jason examined the different keys on the keyring, and he was unsure of which key would be 
compatible with the cuffs. Jason decided to take a guess and choose the ZAK Tools extended 
universal key. The wolf inserted the key into the keyhole, and he turned the key only to have it 
stop. He realized that the cuffs were double-locked, so he turned the other way the whole way 
around until he could feel the double lock disengage. After the wolf completed this, he turned the 
key the way he had attempted the first time. Arcades now had one free wrist. 

The fox remained silent as the wolf freed the fox’s other wrist. Once he finished, Jason 
went to free the fox from the shackles that were around his bare ankles. Jason repeated the same 
process for unlocking the fox’s ankles as he did when he unlocked his wrists. The wolf finished 
freeing the fox, so he placed the keyring back in the fox’s pocket. Arcades sat up when Jason 
was completely finished. Arcades said, “You could’ve kept me like that.” Jason replied, “Why 
should I? You’re clearly not in the mood for it.” Arcades nodded slowly, “I guess you’re right on 
that one.” The wolf sat the restraints aside on the ground, “When did all of this start, Kurt?” 
Arcades had an idea of what Jason was talking about, but he was not entirely sure. The fox 
asked, “When did all of what start?” Jason clarified his question, ““When did you first start 
desiring to be chained up?” Arcades was silent for a moment while he was debating on what to 
say next. The fox finally spoke, “It’s a very long story.” 

“So, where does it start?” Jason had asked since the fox did not say anything. The wolf 


knew that Arcades did not want to talk about it, but he insisted. Arcades spoke, “My whole life, 


I’ve always been the suspect. Even if I never did anything.” The wolf had heard the fox say this 
previously, but he wasn’t sure how related that was compared to the issue at hand. Jason asked 
further as he held up both of the restraints, “No, when did this start and why?” Arcades decided 
to answer, “I couldn’t really give you a set time for when, but I know that happened when I was 
just a little fox. Why? I’m still not entirely sure.” Jason was confused, “I thought you did it 
because you felt that everyone suspected you.” Arcades shook his head, “No, that’s something 
else entirely.” Jason did not understand, “I don’t understand, mate.” Arcades gave a slight smile, 
“That’s fine. I didn’t expect you to understand, or anybody to understand.” 

“So, this is HavenCo? Kurt tells me about it. What is it?” Bocchino asked the Prince as 
he almost finished compiling the video files into one large file. The Prince spoke, “It’s a data 
haven that we started here in the early 2000s; However, it went defunct for a while. Due to the 
demands for VPN services that arose in 2025, we reopened HavenCo to the public. Now, anyone 
can host their files here.... Well, as long as it is within limits. We don’t want people uploading 
illegal stuff.” Bocchino raised an eyebrow, “Hey, aren’t you guys independent?” The Prince 
replied, “Sealand is, but I still live in the United Kingdom. Also, our country isn’t really 
recognized by the UN or anybody, as we’re just a micronation according to the internet. Not too 
many people even know that we exist here.” The cat thought about what he was hearing, “I can 
see why Kurt would bring us here. Kinda off the grid more or less.” 

“You know what, Jason?” Arcades asked. The wolf was still sitting next to the fox, 
“What’s that, mate?” The fox continued, “We should go ahead and get on with business and 
convince the Prince to upload our files. We can’t stop the Omega Foundation down here, now 
can we?” Jason nodded, “Alright, mate. After you.” The fox stood up first, and he helped the 


wolf get up. Arcades began ascending up the stairs that would bring them to the main floor. 


Jason was following the fox up the stairs, and he was still trying to figure out why exactly the fox 
had a thing for being restrained. The more he tried to think about it, the less he could figure out. 
One part of him wanted to assume that the fox was sexually attracted to it, but then he reminded 
himself of what happened mere days ago. The wolf could not understand Arcades. 

Bocchino heard some noise coming towards the room he and the Prince were in, so he 
peeked out the door. Upon looking out the door, the cat could see the fox and the wolf 
approaching. Bocchino decided not to alert the Prince to the presence of the other two anthros. 
The cat was wondering how Arcades got out of the restraints that he was put in, though. Arcades 
saw the cat, and he walked into the room. The fox spoke, “Hey, Bobby.” When the Prince heard 
the fox speak, he turned around in his chair, “Oh, Kurt. You made it up here.” The fox nodded 
before continuing with the mission, “Yeah. Can you upload my files to HavenCo and distribute 
them?” The Prince realized that was exactly what he had started, “Oh, I was doing that right 
now.” 

Arcades looked at the screen of the computer, and he did indeed see his video was 
uploading. The fox continued watching the progress bar move, “Oh, that’s good. Looks like 
you're already one step ahead.” Bocchino was the next to talk, “Kurt, we got it taken care of 
already.” The fox was glad to hear the good news, “Many thanks.” The fox knew that the footage 
would be sure to awaken people to the inner workings of the Omega Foundation. Arcades 
remembered one other thing, “Oh by the way, can you do one other thing for us?” The Prince 
was listening. Arcades spoke, “My helicopter is out of fuel. We need to get back to CDI in order 
for us to get them to help us take down Omega. Is there a way you can get us back to the 


mainland?” 


The Prince remembered the helicopter that was still parked on the helipad. The Prince 
asked, “How much fuel do you need?” Arcades replied, “The S-70 series has a fuel capacity of 
about three hundred gallons.” The Prince chuckled, “Heh, you Americans with your customary 
system.” Arcades realized that the Prince was more familiar with metric, “It’s going to take 
about a kiloliter for us to be back up and flying again.” The Prince shook his head, “Shit... Yeah, 
I’m not going to be able to get gas for that. I’m not sure if the boat that I take here could even 
support that.” 

The fox heard the word boat, “Can you take us back by boat?” The Prince shrugged, “It 
could work. Sealand isn’t too far from the mainland anyways, but you guys would be on your 
own at that point. Also, your helicopter is still here.” The fox scratched his head, “Hmm... I 
suppose I’d have to come back for it.” The Prince had a question, ““Wait, which one of you flew 
here in the first place?” Arcades spoke, “I did. I’m a pilot.” The Prince nodded, “I see... 
However, you do live in America, right?” The fox remembered that he had to leave his base and 
he lived there, “Right now, I don’t live anywhere. I used to live at my base, but I had to end up 
leaving it after I discovered that the Omega Foundation was trying to hunt me down. I don’t even 
know if that place is still standing. All I know is that I can’t go back to it because Omega might 
be there looking for me.” 

The Prince remembered watching the video, “Damn, I heard them talking about that in 
your video that you recorded.” The fox nodded, “Yes. What do you think the best possible option 
is?” The Prince thought about potential options that they could take. He asked, “Kurt, you took 
your stuff with you? How much do you guys have?” Arcades replied, “We only have stuff for 
me, Jason, and Bobby. We’re kinda all that’s left of Fox Security.” The Prince was surprised to 


hear this, “Really? What do you mean all that’s left?” The fox spoke, “We used to have around 


forty something people. However, none of them decided to come with me to take down Omega 
except for Jason and Bobby.” 

The Prince spoke next, “So, out of all of your men, only two decided to stick with you?” 
The fox nodded as he looked down at the floor, ““That’s correct. All of the others decided to leave 
me.” The Prince continued, “I guess I can see why you need all the help you can get. From what 
I saw in the video, I don’t really think three anthros stand a chance at taking them down. They 
had those damn helicopters that I haven’t even seen before. They look kinda like your helicopter, 
but they’re way too angular.” Arcades knew that the Prince was referencing, “That’s the MH- 
60X Stealth Hawk. It was developed so DEVGRU could kill Osama Bin Laden during the raid 
back in 2011. Somehow, Omega obtained the helicopter despite only a limited amount of them 
ever being produced. Omega either makes them themselves or they have connections that I don’t 
know about.” 

The Prince shrugged, “Save the speculation for later. Right now, we should probably go 
upon what we can see happening in the video. That reminds me, what exactly is happening? 
Bobby told me that you knew what Omega is supposed to be doing with the anthros they got in 
the cells.” The fox spoke, “From what I heard and saw, I believe that the Omega Foundation is 
capturing anthros in a widespread anthro trafficking operation.” The Prince nodded, “Yes, you 
told us that when you first got here. What I’m asking is what is supposed to be happening in the 
cells themselves?” Arcades replied, “Some form of mind control. We actually rescued two of the 
anthros from one of Omega’s trains.” The Prince remembered Bocchino mentioned a train, 
“Yeah, Bobby told me about a train that you guys got on. What happened there?” 

The fox explained the event in his own words, “I broke into this other Omega facility, 


and we were able to track where the cargo was going. We flew over to where our signal was 


pinging, and we saw that it was a train. We boarded the train, and then we gathered what we 
could. That’s when we got that weapon, the XMP-1. That mission was originally going to be just 
reconnaissance as we were not planning to take anything with us.” The Prince made an 
assumption, “So, was it when you noticed that there were anthros on the train, you decided to 
take the weapon with you?” Arcades nodded in affirmation, “Of course. We couldn’t just leave 
them there.” The Prince took a peek back at the monitor. The video was now about halfway 
finished uploading. 

“When you rescued the anthros from the train, how did they look? Were they already 
subject to the mind control that you’re telling me about?” The Prince was becoming increasingly 
curious. The fox explained, “They did not appear to be visibly hurt, but I dunno if they were hurt 
in the past by Omega. They could have, but I cannot confirm this; However, they were in the 
advanced stages of mind control. They wouldn’t refer to themselves by their own names, they 
wouldn’t use first-person pronouns--” Arcades was cut off by the Prince, “Hold up, they 
wouldn’t even say words like me or J?” Arcades continued, “Yes. They were pretty far into mind 
control. They ended up leaving me too.” 

The Prince thought about what to say next. He continued, “Shit. Where do you think they 
are now?” Arcades shrugged, “I have no idea. I dunno if they went back to the Foundation or 
not. I did tell them that they should make their own choices.” The Prince spoke after the fox 
finished, “Hold up, you had to ¢e// them to make their own choices?” Arcades nodded, “Yes. 
They were that far into mind control.” The Prince was almost in disbelief. He had seen the video 
for himself, but a part of him still wanted to deny the fact that Omega was behind all of this. 
Bocchino spoke up in case the Prince was still reluctant to trust a fox, “What Kurt is saying is 


true, Your Highness.” The Prince shook his head once more, “Damn. I know I saw all your 


evidence. It’s just that you don’t really hear about this everyday.” The fox spoke, “Yes, I 
understand. I know how you feel.” 

Jason was the next to speak, “Kurt, you never told me that about those two.” Arcades 
turned his attention to the wolf, “Yeah, but what would you have wanted me to say to you?” 
Arcades waited as Jason was thinking of what to say next. The wolf replied, “Wait, this was right 
before you went to Utah, wasn’t it?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah. I didn’t really get the chance to 
actually explain it all to you. I wanted to look into it for myself as soon as possible.” The Prince 
spoke up once the wolf and the fox finished talking, “If you want, I'll let you guys bring your 
stuff here and you can stay here until you complete your mission.” 

The fox smiled, “That’s a very generous offer. However, I don’t think we’d need to spend 
too much time here. If I can just get to CDI and show them the video, then we would be able to 
rally up and attack Omega directly.” The Prince looked at the upload progress again. The video 
was 75% uploaded. The Prince said, “Looks like it won’t be too long until they get it. P’Il mirror 
your video and send it to as many places as I can. You’re right, people need to see the truth.” 
Arcades smiled, “Thanks a lot. You don’t know how much this helps us out. We might even be 
able to free all of the anthros from that facility if CDI agrees to help.” The Prince nodded, 
“Alright. What we can do is that I can drive you to the mainland in my boat. Then, I’ll drive you 
to CDI.” Arcades nodded, “That would really help us out if you can do that for us.” 

The Prince looked back at the computer one last time. The upload was now complete. 
The Prince spoke, “Oh it’s done. Just in time. Now it’s only a matter of time before people will 
wake up to realize what Omega has been doing. Others will mirror the video too, and soon the 
video will be seen all over the world.” Arcades smiled, “Thank you.” Jason spoke, “Kurt, isn’t 


Omega going to be looking for you?” Arcades shrugged, “They probably are; However, they 


haven’t found us here, though. We need to make sure that they don’t see me.” The Prince looked 
at the fox, “Yeah, it would be best if nobody recognized you. However, I can see how that would 
be a bit of an issue. You’re a black and white fox. You guys don’t typically come in that color 
pattern. Especially since you still have white fur where a normal red fox does. Most of you black 
foxes are completely black.” 

Arcades looked at the fur on his arms. His arms were completely black. Though some red 
foxes had black forearms, they typically did not have full black arms like Arcades did. However, 
Arcades was entirely black except for the white fur that he had on his chest, neck, and belly as 
part of a typical red fox pattern. The Prince was still curious, “What color were your parents, 
Kurt?” Arcades replied, “They were both regular red foxes. I just happened to have black fur 
instead of the reddish orange fur that my parents were.” The Prince continued studying Arcades’ 
fur color, “Yeah, so is that some sort of genetic effect?” Arcades nodded, “Yes. It’s a very rare 
genetic variation. Some other anthros have it too. However, colors like these are more common 
in feloids than canoids.” 

The Prince spoke again wanting to get back to the subject of the mission, “So, when do 
you guys want to get going with the mission? I’m sure it won’t be long until many people view 
your video.” Arcades looked out the window, and he viewed the water. The fox said, “I guess 
we'll get going whenever you are. Now, when we go back to America. I don’t suppose you 
would come along?” The Prince chuckled, “Heh, I’m sorry, but I can’t do that. As much as I 
would like to see this all pay off, I do have a country to run. I’ll stay here and make sure that 
nobody comes and invades like you guys did.” Arcades smiled in response to the Prince. The 


Prince stood up, “But, I will give you guys these. Come and follow me.” The three anthros 


followed the Prince as he led them into a different room. The Prince rammaged through some 
items before pulling out three PVC flag patches. The patches bore the flag of Sealand on them. 

“T’Il let you fly Sealand’s colors if you want,” the Prince said as he held out the patches. 
Arcades took the patches with a smile, “I guess we’re part of Sealand’s military now? Eh?” The 
Prince laughed as he joked back, “Haha! I suppose so. You just have to make sure to help me 
hold the fort against other invaders.” Arcades gave one patch to Jason and another to Bocchino. 
The three anthros were not wearing clothing that had Velcro to accept the patches, so they all 
pocketed the patches. Arcades was planning to put the patch on his uniform when he went to 
retrieve his stuff. 

“So, you want to let the world know that Sealand is the country behind the fall of the 
Omega Foundation?” Arcades asked the Prince. The Prince replied, “Yup. Imagine how that’d 
look. The world’s smallest nation takes down the world’s largest secret society.” Arcades smiled 
again. The fox said, “I guess your military is made up of entirely anthros. Ain’t that a first?” The 
Prince smiled back, “Gotta make history one way or another, mate.” The fox joked again, “I 
guess you can add that helicopter to Sealand’s aircraft inventory as well.” The Prince then said, 
“And don’t forget a secret Omega weapons prototype.” The fox realized that he was mentioning 
the XMP-1. Arcades said, “That thing looks like a freak of nature, huh?” The Prince returned one 
more joke, “As much as a freak of nature as you anthros are.” Arcades chuckled, “Heh. I guess I 
could say the same about you humans.” 

After the anthros and the human finished joking around, they were now ready to get 
going. The fox said, “I guess we should get going now? We’re ready when you are.” The Prince 
nodded, “Yes. We should get going. Come on outside, and Ill take you to the boat.” The fox 


followed the Prince as he led them out to the main deck. Bocchino had taken the XMP-1 on his 


way out. Though the weapon had no munitions, the cat would put it back into the HH-60 before 
they would leave. He wanted to make sure that the weapon did not get lost. Jason, on the other 
hand, followed the fox. 

Bocchino joined the crew again, and the Prince was working on getting the boat ready to 
drop into the water. They would board the boat, and then the guard would lower them down onto 
the water. The Prince was the first to board the boat, followed by Arcades and then Jason. 
Bocchino finally climbed onto the boat as well, and the Prince checked the engine to make sure 
that the boat was ready to launch. He cranked the engine after checking the oil, and the boat 
successfully started. The boat was already connected to the small crane that would lower down 
the boat onto the water. The Prince said, “Now, I’m a fisherman normally, but I don’t think I’ve 
ever shared a boat with anthros before.” Arcades smiled, “I guess that now you can say that 
you’ve shared a boat with anthros.” 

The Prince gave the signal to the guard, and the guard began to lower the boat down to 
the water. As the boat was lowering, the Prince jokingly said, “I hope this is free service. You are 
serving my country after all.” Arcades smiled and said, “Don’t worry, we don’t need your 
money. Germany paid us a generous amount when we went over there to drive the NSS out. The 
boat finally reached the water, and the Prince cycled the boat’s ignition sequence one more time. 
He flicked the fuel gauge to make it turn just a tad bit more to the full label. The Prince spoke 
one last time, “Here we go maties. You lads better hold on; this baby drives fast.” 

The Prince pushed the throttle up on the boat, and the anthros were now on their way 
back to the British mainland. Arcades was not sure what to expect when he arrived back in 
England. He didn’t even know if his stuff was still at the airport that they came in from. 


However, he would have to worry about that later since he still had to convince CDI to actually 


help him take down Omega. All the fox could hear was the sound of the engine running and the 
sound of the wind entering his large ears. The fox looked at the wolf and the cat, and he could 
see that their fur was also blowing all over the place. The Prince had put on a pair of sunglasses, 
and Arcades wished that he had his Oakley M2 Frames in order to block out some of the wind 
that was going right into his eyes. He was now blinking almost every other second. 

The fox turned around, and he could see the fort in the distance was shrinking. The fox 
was wondering if the Omega Foundation thought he was dead. After all, they did end up burning 
down CDI’s building. Arcades wondered if CDI knew that he was telling the truth. He figured 
that they should have. He would only find out once he arrived back at the mainland. He was also 
glad that the Prince was willing to upload his evidence. Otherwise, the fox knew that Omega 
would be able to censor more and more of the video that he had uploaded to the internet already. 
He also wondered if there were already people looking into the Omega Foundation like he was. 
The fox just couldn’t wrap his head around the fact that the Omega Foundation had amassed so 
many anthros in just one facility alone. He had already seen two of them, and he would be going 
to Facility Five first as it was much larger than Facility Eleven. He would have to hit Facility 
Eleven later, but Arcades was not quite sure when he would be able to carry out such a task. 

After a decent chunk of time spent boating, the fox could see that the shore was 
approaching in the distance. The Prince had agreed to drive them to CDI, but the fox would be 
on his own from there. He was not sure how willing Jason and Bocchino were to help him. The 
fox remembered how the Prince was holding him at gunpoint when he first arrived, and he was 
not expecting for the Prince to believe a fox. The fox wished that he could read his Bible, but he 
remembered that he left it with his stuff when the plane landed, for he did not have a chance to 


grab it before heading to meet with CDI. All Arcades could do now was figure out what to say to 


CDI. He hoped he knew the right words to say. Arcades then remembered one part of scripture, 
“For the Holy Ghost shall teach you in the same hour what ye ought to say.” Arcades prayed that 


God would teach him what to say. 


Chapter 14 


A Fox's Exit 


Arcades looked out the window of the car. He was riding in the front passenger seat, and 
this was the seat that he normally sat on when he was in America. However, vehicles in Britain 
had the steering wheel on the right since they drove on the left side of the road. The fox found 
that it was strange to be driving on the left side of the road rather than the right, but he felt that 
Jason was accustomed to this since he was from Australia. He watched the sky become darker 
than earlier. It was approaching the evening; However, since it was summer, Arcades still had a 
couple more hours to go before the sun would completely go down. Jason and Bocchino were 
sitting in the rear seats of the car. Being a sedan, the vehicle was large enough to accommodate 
for the entire four man crew. They were driving to Ipswich, and it would take roughly an hour to 
reach it now, as they had already been driving for a little while. 

The drive was somewhat quiet, but the Prince had the radio turned on. However, the radio 
was set to a very low volume. Arcades would occasionally speak with the human, “You know, 
the internet is one of the most powerful tools that we have in this day and age.” The Prince 
agreed, “Of course. The internet is the reason why Sealand is as known as it is. I trust that is how 
you discovered our nation?” The fox nodded, “Yes. I read up on it on the internet.” The Prince 
understood, “Makes sense. We didn’t really get all the coverage that we did until the internet 


became popular.” 


After a moment of silence, Arcades spoke again, “I hope that my evidence will spread to 
as many people as possible. We need people to understand what the Omega Foundation is 
doing.” The Prince stopped at a stoplight, and he began speaking, “Right, I didn’t even know 
what in bloody hell the Omega Foundation was supposed to be. They must be really good at 
covering things up.” Arcades remembered the information that he was able to gather when he 
and Bocchino searched the unindexed internet, “Yes. We had to use Tor and everything to find 
out the information.” The Prince nodded. He was familiar with such programs for delving deeper 
into the internet. The Prince became curious, “How did you guys find out about the Foundation 
in the first place?” 

Arcades tried to figure out the best way to word his explanation. The fox said, “I knew 
about the Omega Foundation before this all happened. However, I didn’t know much about 
them. I read a lot of stuff on the web from time to time. A while back, I saw some people were 
talking about the Omega Foundation. They were speaking about the trafficking that they do, but I 
didn’t believe it back then. This was also before I had the means to investigate it for myself.” 
The light changed to green from red, and the Prince began driving again. He asked the fox 
further, “What prompted you to look into them again? What’s the reason why you broke into 
their complex in the first place?” Arcades answered the question, “After I was in Germany, we 
got word that the NSS was in Syria. I wanted to figure out why, so we flew over there. I found a 
dead NSS member with an Omega Foundation badge. This prompted us to look further into 
Omega.” 

The Prince checked the traffic around him before changing lanes. He spoke again, “Yeah. 
I remember them mentioning a badge in the video you brought. That must have been the one you 


took with you out of Syria. Looks about like the NSS was just made by the Omega Foundation it 


seems.” The fox replied, “Yeah. If that video gets to enough people, then they’ ll realize that the 
attack was done just so they could collect more anthros.” The Prince asked, “Why would they do 
that? They could just covertly get more anthros like they’ ve been doing.” Arcades answered, “I 
think it is because they want to cause destabilization. Remember what they talked about in the 
video? They wanted the humans to turn against themselves. The NSS was created to be a Neo- 
Nazi group, but that was a ploy to cause humans to rise against one another. Part of a reason why 
they sent them to Syria.” 

The Prince asked again, ““Why do that, though? Aren’t they looking for anthros to capture 
and sell?” Arcades replied, “Yeah, but I doubt that’s all they’re up to. Think about it. They have 
an experimental weapons program and everything.” The Prince considered the facts, “Perhaps. 
They did possess those advanced helicopters, and they have those armored trucks that they sent 
out when they were on the hunt for you. How much money do you think they pull in?” Arcades 
spoke, “Probably plenty. I’m not sure how much all of the anthros go for, though.” The Prince 
continued, “Well, I hope that CDI will believe a fox like you. You’re right, though. The Omega 
Foundation must be stopped.” 

“This is it. There they are. Pull in here,” Arcades said as he could see the CDI personnel 
standing near the building that had been burned down. Many of them were armed with SA80s, 
and some others had M4A1s. When they saw the vehicle pull up, they aimed their rifles at the 
car. Arcades spoke to the Prince, “Let me handle this.” The fox put his hands up, and he slowly 
exited the car. One of the CDI members shouted, “Car with three anthros and a human pulled 
up!” Another man said, “Watch out, they could be with the terrorists.” Arcades tried to diffuse 


the situation, ‘““We’re unarmed! We have information about the terror attack.” 


One of the CDI members recognized the fox, “Hey, that’s the fox from earlier. He’s black 
and white just like the one that came here.” Arcades nodded, “Yes, that’s me. The attack 
happened because they were looking for me.” One man lowered his SA80, “Who is they?” 
Arcades replied, “The Omega Foundation is hunting me down, and I have evidence to prove it.” 
Several voices were heard, and they were the humans asking about what the Omega Foundation 
even was. A few men were still aiming their rifles at the vehicle. One of the CDI members asked, 
“How do we know we can trust you, fox?” 

The Prince of Sealand stepped out of the car next, and this prompted another man to aim 
his rifle at the human. The Prince said, “He’s telling the truth! I saw the video for myself.” The 
CDI members were more ready to believe the human rather than the fox. A few of the men even 
lowered their weapons. One member asked, “Where can we see this evidence?” The Prince knew 
that the video had been uploaded already, “It’s on the internet. I mirrored it.” The CDI members 
looked at each other. They were still not entirely sure what was going on. Arcades slowly 
lowered his hands, “We can show you the video. I was trying to show you guys earlier, but that’s 
when they attacked.” 

While Arcades continued speaking to the human operators, Jason peeked out of the 
window to see the building. The CDI building was still standing, but it was heavily damaged 
from the combined damage caused by the fire and the helicopter crash. The fire had already been 
completely extinguished, and there were still firetrucks nearby with medical teams and police on 
standby. Jason knew that something had collided with the building, but he didn’t know that it 
was a helicopter. The wolf turned to Bocchino, “How about we get out and see how it’s going?” 
The cat replied, “Damn bastard is a fucking madman. I’m sure he’s doing alright.” The wolf 


ignored the cat’s words, and he stepped out of the car. 


“You're telling us that those anthros were part of a false-flag attack?” The CDI members 
were still trying to understand what the fox was trying to say. The Prince was also helping, “Our 
evidence points in that direction.” Another CDI member asked, ““How come they knew you were 
coming here?” Arcades replied, “They’re trying to hunt me down. When the attack first started, 
some of your own men started shooting other CDI personnel. I believe that some of your men are 
double agents.” The fox looked at a few of the men’s reactions, and they appeared as if they were 
pretty surprised to hear this. The Prince was surprised too, “Shit. Kurt, you didn’t tell me about 
this.” 

The fox turned to the Prince, “Kinda hard to explain everything at once.” The fox turned 
back towards the CDI operatives, “Is there a way that I can show you guys the evidence?” 
Arcades felt his pocket, and he noticed that he did not have the USB stick. He felt around his 
other pockets, yet he still could not find the USB stick. The Prince saw that the fox was looking 
for something, “What do you need?” Arcades replied, “Where did the USB stick go?” The Prince 
did not remember taking the stick with him, “Damn, I think we left it back at Sealand.” Though 
it would not be the end of the world, the fox preferred the hard copy of the evidence. Jason heard 
the fox, and he stepped forwards, “Kurt, I grabbed it for you.” The wolf held out his hand, and 
Arcades saw the USB stick. Arcades smiled upon grabbing the stick, “Oh, thanks Jason. This 
will be better than finding it online.” 

Arcades presented the USB stick to the men, “I have the evidence on this USB stick. 
We’ve already mirrored the contents of it online. We hope that this will be enough to convince 
you guys that this was a job by the Omega Foundation.” The Prince grabbed the fox’s arm and 
whispered in his ear, “Kurt, how are you sure that there are no more Omega spies here?” Arcades 


replied, “I don’t. This is the only play we have. If Omega knows that we’re coming, then we’ll 


just have to play it like that.” One other CDI member spoke, “An Mi-26 is coming in order to fly 
us to the nearest CDI FOB, and that’s where those Typhoons took off from. You can come with 
us and show us the evidence there.” 

The fox nodded, and he was glad that the humans finally were willing to listen to him for 
once. The Prince said, “Looks like things are finally looking up for you, Kurt.” The fox replied, 
“That’s just part one. We need them to come and help us actually take down Omega.” Arcades 
then asked the humans, “What’s the ETA on that transport?” One of the men responded, “We’re 
gonna say about thirty minutes from now. We’re moving our stuff to that FOB for now.” 
Arcades remembered that the Mi-26 was capable of lifting some smaller aircraft. If he could 
convince CDI, he could get them to bring his HH-60 back to the mainland. That would take care 
of one problem for the fox; However, he would still have to get the two other vehicles that they 
put on the Super Galaxy. 

Arcades came up with a plan. He turned to Jason, “Hey, I have an idea.” Jason inquired, 
“What is it, mate?” Arcades continued, “How about we go and get the 4Runner and the Mustang 
from the airport and come to CDI’s FOB. We should get there about the time they do when they 
get their helicopter here.” Jason considered the idea, “Perhaps. If they let us in their base, we’d 
be able to do that.” Arcades turned to the men, “Can we meet you guys at your FOB? We need to 
bring our vehicles with us.” A CDI member stepped up, “Alright, if that’s what you want to do. 
We’ll tell them that three anthros are coming. Unless he wants to come with you guys?” Arcades 
looked at the Prince of Sealand, “Are you coming with us?” The Prince nodded, “Yeah.” 

Jason was driving the Mustang and Arcades was riding in the passenger seat, for the wolf 
had a better idea of how the British roads worked. The wolf watched as the sky was even darker 


than it was earlier. He knew that he would have to spend the night at CDI’s base before they 


would be able to mobilize in the best case scenario. He still did not know how long it would take 
until Arcades would be able to convince the humans to help him free anthros. The wolf looked in 
the rear view mirror, and he could see Bocchino was driving the 4Runner closely to the vehicle 
that he and Arcades were in. The Prince of Sealand was driving in front of Arcades’ vehicle, and 
the fox was watching the Prince closely. The fox was still trying to figure out why some 
European countries decided to drive on the left side of the road rather than the right. He looked 
back at Jason, and Arcades wondered what the wolf thought about the American roads. 

“So, do you think CDI will agree to help us?” The wolf asked. Arcades kept his eyes on 
the Prince’s vehicle as he answered, “I sure hope so. If they can’t help us, then we’re basically 
shot outta luck. Three anthros can’t take on that entire place.” Jason had not seen the video for 
himself, as he had only heard about it. He did not know about how large the complex actually 
was or what actually happened there. Jason asked, “Kurt, what exactly did you see there?” 
Arcades did not want to answer the question; However, he knew that he would have to explain it 
all to CDI in the near future. He ought to start practicing now, “Absolute sin.” Jason did not 
understand what the fox was trying to get across, “Uh, I’m not sure what you mean. What did 
you see in there?” 

The fox sighed as he tried to gather up the will to explain it all, “Imagine a place where 
anthros are kept chained up in small little boxes while being forced to be subject to various 
sexual stimulations.” When Jason heard the fox say this, he began to feel mixed emotions. One 
part of the wolf was in disbelief, as he just could not wrap his head around this concept. Another 
part of the wolf felt excited in a way, for Jason now wondered how it would feel to be kept in 
such a place. The fox looked at the wolf for a moment, and he noticed that the wolf seemed to be 


lost in thought. Jason’s facial expression seemed similar to the last time that he had restrained the 


fox. Arcades also noted that Jason did not reply to what he had said. The fox began to wonder if 
the wolf was fantasizing about the place. Arcades shook his head slowly as he turned his 
attention back to the scenery outside. 

Bocchino watched the taillights of the Ford Mustang GT that was driving in front of him 
as he continued following the two vehicles. Most of Arcades’ stuff was in the 4Runner and 
Bocchino had his belongings in the vehicle as well. The cat glanced back at the cargo in the 
SUV, and he wanted to make sure that none of the equipment that they brought was lost. The cat 
remembered that they left the XMP-1 back at Sealand. Bocchino cursed quietly to himself, 
“Fuck... Dammit.” The cat knew that CDI would be more inclined to believe them if they had 
more evidence to show. However, Bocchino remembered the video that Arcades shot, and he 
wondered what would happen if the humans did not believe the video. The Contour ROAM’s 
camera quality was not perfect, and the compiled video that was mirrored on the internet was 
lacking in terms of overall image fidelity. This was partly due to compression, as the video files 
dropped image fidelity when it was compiled into one singular file. 

The cat remembered the HH-60 as well, and he knew that it was still at Sealand as well. 
Bocchino was not sure how Arcades planned to get the helicopter back to the mainland in order 
to refuel it, but he figured that the fox would figure out something eventually. Bocchino was 
starting to change his mind about leaving Fox Security after defeating the Omega Foundation. 
The cat knew that Arcades genuinely cared about his men, and he was willing to do what he 
believed was the right thing to do. The cat remembered when the fox returned from Hong Kong, 
having turned down a multimillion dollar contract, for the jade cane simply was not worth that 
much to him. Bocchino remembered when Arcades explained to him how the cane had symbols 


inscribed into it, but the cat was not sure how much he believed the fox on this. Though he did 


see the symbols for himself when Arcades brought the cane back to the US, the cat had never 
seen such symbols before. He assumed that the fox was just deep in another one of his crazy 
conspiracy theories. There come issues when you listen to what a fox has to say. 

However, the cat directed his mental attention to the video that Arcades had shown him. 
He still did not want to believe that what he saw was real. The cat already did not believe 
Arcades when it came to Facility Eleven. All Bocchino had to go off on was the word of a fox, 
and the word of anonymous posters on the internet who allegedly had insider knowledge of the 
facility. Though Arcades came out with the Omega Foundation patches that he took from their 
Stealth Hawk, Bocchino still wanted to believe that the fox made the patches himself. The cat 
then asked himself a question, ‘Why would Kurt want to fake stuff like that?’ The cat squinted as 
he shook his head and began thinking harder. He was not sure what to believe anymore. He was 
very reluctant to believe a fox, but he also now was starting to become open to the idea that 
Arcades had been telling the truth to him the entire time. The cat figured that he would wait and 
see what CDI would say. If anybody would choose not to trust a fox, it would especially be the 
humans. 

“Jason, what are you thinking?” The fox asked the wolf that had still not replied to him. 
Jason realized that Arcades was speaking to him, “Huh? Oh, Kurt... I was just trying to imagine 
what a place like that would even look like.” The fox was predicting that the wolf was thinking 
just this, “I don’t recommend that you do think about it. That’s a place that I wish I could forget, 
but I unfortunately don’t get that luxury.” Jason began thinking some more when he heard the 
word ‘luxury’ and ‘forget’ used together in such a way. The wolf asked, “Mate, how are you 


going to go about taking down the Foundation if you forget about them?” Arcades sighed softly, 


“Ah, I know... It’s just that.... Sometimes, you’re just not ready to bear witness to stuff like that. 
I know for sure that I was not ready to witness the stuff I did last week.” 

The wolf began to recollect that happened during that week, “I know we went to 
Germany together, but what else happened that was bad?” Arcades thought about Facility 
Eleven, “That one hotel place that I snuck into. When I first got there, I witnessed....” The fox 
paused. He wasn’t sure if he had even told anybody this part in specific detail. Arcades 
continued, “I witnessed anthros partake in.... How do I say this? Homosexual relations.” Jason’s 
eyes opened a tad bit wider than they were, “Say what, mate?” Arcades spoke again, but with a 
flat tone that almost sounded emotionless, “I witnessed anthros shoving each others’ dicks up 
their butts.” Jason was silent. Arcades continued, “There were puddles of semen all over the 
darn place. [had to freaking avoid them like land mines!” Jason was having a hard time taking 
in all of this information. Arcades tried to explain this stuff to Bocchino, but it was too hard for 
him to do that. Now, the fox had little to lose, so he was a tad bit less reluctant to speak about the 
specific details. 

The wolf was still struck thanks to Arcades’ words. The fox still was not done yet, “And 
then I was making my way through one of the floors, and I was detected by this one leopard. He 
freaking chased me down, chained me up, and then he attempted to rape me before I was able to 
get out. I knocked that sucker out cold. He’s lucky to still be alive. I could have killed him right 
there, but I didn’t.” Jason was beginning to see a few parallels. In the heat of the moment, 
Arcades finally finished by saying, “Congratulations. You are not the first anthro to attempt to 
rape me.” To which Jason replied, “Kurt, please. I thought you told me that you forgave me for 


that.” 


Arcades immediately frowned. He knew that he was supposed to forgive the wolf, but 
this was just something that he was finding difficult to do. He knew that the difficulty was 
caused due to the fact that he was a fallen creature living in a fallen world. Since God was 
perfect, He was able to forgive the wolf if Jason had repented of this sin and trusted in Jesus to 
forgive him for doing so. Arcades spoke, “I’m sorry, Jason. I just hope that you know why it is 
important that we stop the Omega Foundation.” The wolf nodded, “Yeah, I see what you mean, 
mate. Aren’t these the blokes that had those two anthros from the train?” Arcades remembered 
the train, “Yes, that is correct. Those anthros were on their way to be taken to Facility Five, the 
place that I shot the video from. We didn’t even know that it was a real place at first. When we 
tried to look at it with satellite images, it seemed to have been scrubbed out.” Jason looked out 
the window again. He wondered what Omega was thinking. 

“We have a problem here,” the man with the laptop said while he looked at his 
computer’s screen. The camouflaged man had just entered the room again, “Say what? What’s 
the problem?” The laptop man opened a couple image files, and then he opened the video file 
that he had already seen. He spoke, “The evidence has been leaked again to the internet.” The 
camouflaged man shook his head, “Shit. Was it leaked by Hofmeier?” The laptop man shrugged, 
“T don’t think so. The earliest instance of this that I found is dated after the building burned 
down. He can’t upload it if he’s dead.” The camouflaged man looked at the video file that was 
playing, “We never confirmed that he died.” The laptop man looked up at his colleague, “All of 
our CDI spies in the UK died in the fire. They were trapped between the burning floors. Nobody 
can confirm this for us.” 

The camouflaged man sat down on one of the living chairs. As he sat down, the anthro 


groaned slightly. The human ignored this, “You know, this could just be another mirror. A 


decent number of people saw what was originally leaked, right?” The laptop man shrugged, 
“That’s what I’m currently placing my money on, but one problem is that the XMP-1 has been 
leaked as well. These seem to have been taken from one of our trains.” The camouflaged man 
knew what the laptop man was speaking of, “Dammit! Did someone in the Foundation leak 
that?” The laptop man quickly shook his head, ““Nah, no, no. Kurt Hofmeier took these pictures. I 
can see black fur in the pictures on the dude’s arms. I bet he took these when he broke into the 
train.” The camouflaged man felt some relief, “Glad to hear that someone within our Foundation 
didn’t post it. Wait, how come we didn’t see these pictures earlier?” 

The laptop man minimized the image, “A couple of things could have happened. One 
possibility is that these pictures have been on the internet earlier, and we just haven’t seen it. 
Another possibility is that somebody else obtained Hofmeier’s evidence and dumped it on the 
internet.” The camouflaged man then asked, “So, where did you find the evidence this time?” 
The laptop man opened his internet browser, “We found this on 4chan. It’s where we found it 
last time. /pol/ had one mirror of it.” The camouflaged man asked further, “So, do they think it’s 
legit?” The laptop man looked up, “Some do, but some don’t. We’re gonna be sure that they 
don’t believe it is legit. We’re gonna get our guys to post on the boards and deflect off of it. 
Either that, or we can just deflect it on somebody else like we’ve been doing before.” The 
camouflaged man nodded, “Who did you cast the blame on it last time?” The laptop man viewed 
an archived post, “We got them to believe that the Jewish Internet Defense Force was the one to 
spread the fake images in the first place in order to bait some of the people on /pol/. As far as 
they know, this is all still a hoax.” 

The camouflaged man then asked, “Do they know who Kurt Hofmeier is?” The laptop 


man shook his head, “They don’t really know. A few people tried to piece things together from 


what we said during the video, but they haven’t been able to find too much on him. They think 
he was made up just for this.” The camouflaged man shrugged, “Meh. I just wish that we were 
able to capture him. At least he’ll be silent now. Dead anthros don’t talk. Not like anybody 
would believe a fox anyways.” The laptop man smiled as he read a few posts on 4Chan, “I really 
like how we were able to frame the Glorious State of Israel. People still don’t think we even 
exist, and that’s the best part of it. They think Israel is the root of all of their problems. They also 
still think that the NSS was actually legit.” The camouflaged man chuckled, “Heh, you’re 
kidding?” 

The laptop man shook his head, “Yeah, I shit you not. The NSS are currently the heroes 
of the internet. Many people have been spreading some footage that was taken from Germany. 
Thankfully, none of the footage includes the trains that we’ve been using.” The camouflaged 
man replied, “Speaking of trains, remember how we were able to frame FEMA? People thought 
our trains were FEMA trains. Remember those? The ones with the chains built inside of them?” 
The laptop man took a moment to jog his memory, “Yeah, I know exactly what you’re talking 
about. We stopped using those because they drew way too much suspicion. They did work, 
though. They were able to keep our anthros locked up until they arrived at Facility Six and 
Facility Nine. Facility Five has always been kinda crowded.” 

The camouflaged man smiled upon hearing the three facility names that were mentioned, 
“Aren’t those the biggest facilities that we have in the US?” The laptop man smiled and shook 
his head, “Oh yeah. We’ve got easily twice the number anthros that we have compared to other 
smaller sites in the US. Most of the anthros that we have here now are completely off the grid. 
We managed to breed hundreds of them to make thousands of anthros that we can sell. One of 


our specialty breeds comes from Facility Nine. They’ve been able to make a 96% pure red fox 


breed.” The camouflaged man’s eyes lit up, “Holy fucking shit! Ninety six percent pure? How 
much do they go for?” The laptop man smiled as he remembered how much they sold for, 
“Those start at $100,000,000. We’ve had a few of them sell for around $300,000,000 or so. That 
one was a 98% red fox.” 

The camouflaged man then had a different question, “How many of those red foxes do 
you think go for service slavery rather than blood sacrifice?” The laptop man replied, “For a 
purity of 96%, almost all of them have been ritually sacrificed.” The camouflaged man replied, 
“Damn. At least we get our money, though. I’m surprised that more people are not suspicious of 
us. You’d think with all of the stuff we have going on, information should be leaking left and 
right, shouldn’t it?” The laptop man opened a different window, “Well, leaks do sprout up left 
and right. We’re just really good at covering it up. We’ve kept to the same script that the State of 
Israel is responsible for it all. It’s been working so far. If you tell a lie enough, then some people 
start to finally believe it.” The camouflaged man became curious, “Why do we use the State of 
Israel whenever we deflect?” 

The laptop man opened up a few forum websites that he would lurk on to make sure no 
evidence was leaking, “One of the main reasons is that most people who do try and look into this 
type of stuff are always right wing. If we make them believe that Israel is behind the greatest 
anthro sex trade of all time, then they’II just be labeled as anti semitic. It makes people less likely 
to speak out against them. People become increasingly unstable because they can’t get their 
words out, and we keep our cover. It is literally a win-win scenario.” The camouflaged man then 
asked, “Who was the closest to ever leak evidence out?” The laptop man was relatively quick to 
answer, “Honestly, I’d have to say Kurt Hofmeier. He was the first to break into Facility Five. 


Facility Eleven has had only a couple infiltrations in the past, but we ended up shutting all of that 


down fast.” The camouflaged man had another question, “Are we going to install more security 
measures here?” The laptop man shook his head, “We don’t need to. The reason why we don’t 
have much security here in the first place is because people hardly know that this place even 
exists. If you try to pull this place up on Google Maps or something, it is just going to look like a 
barren landscape. We wiped the image of this place off of the map.” 

The camouflaged man reminded his colleague of something else, “What about the 
evidence that is already floating around? Is that going to be a problem?” The laptop man shook 
his head, “No, that’s not going to be an issue. It’s going to be so easy to blame it on Israel 
again.” The camouflaged man replied, “I suppose you’re right. Classic counter-espionage.” The 
laptop man agreed, “Yes. It sure works wonders.” The camouflaged man returned to what he was 
speaking about earlier, “Now without Kurt Hofmeier, we don’t have anything to worry about. 
Right?” The laptop man nodded, “That’s right. We destroyed his Fox Security office. However, 
the ground team reported that the place had been already cleared out.” The camouflaged man 
then asked, ““What happened to all of the employees?” The laptop man shrugged, “I dunno. 
Maybe Fox Security was smaller than we thought they were supposed to be. Dunno why you’d 
need a building that big if you’re a force of five or six.” The camouflaged man finished up, “Oh 
well... They’re out of the picture now, anyways. It’s not like they can come back there anyways. 
There ain’t shit to come back to.” The laptop man agreed, “That’s right. Nobody could have 
survived burning in that building.” 

Arcades looked at the CDI operatives that were now giving him thier undivided attention. 
The fox looked at the only other anthros in the room, and they were waiting for him to get 
started. The fox held the USB drive in his hand, and he plugged it into the computer. The fox 


began to speak, “Who I am is not important. What is important is the evidence that I was able to 


gather. I’m going to play this video first before I start to explain all of what happened. I figure 
that would be the best way to get this all going.” The humans were silent as the fox opened the 
video file, and he began to play the video. Arcades stood back away from the projected image as 
he gave all of the humans a chance to see the video. Jason was especially eager to see the video. 
He was wondering what the Omega Foundation was really up to. 

When the video finished playing, the fox stepped back up to the computer in order to start 
playing the second video. Though the fox could have played the compiled video that the Prince 
had mirrored, Arcades wanted to play the original raw video that he retrieved from his SD card. 
Though the image fidelity did not drop much from the raw footage to the compiled footage, the 
fox wanted to show the video in the purest form that he could show. He began to play the next 
video. When that video finished, he played the next one. Arcades could hear some CDI members 
talking amongst themselves as some of the video played, but he did not say anything until he 
finished showing all of the videos. The fox did remember to keep an eye on Jason. He could tell 
that the wolf truly was shocked to be seeing what Arcades was showing. The fox was glad that 
Jason did not appear to be entertained by the video. 

When the videos were all finished, Arcades stood up to the center of the podium, “Now, 
this all happened mere days ago at the Omega Foundation Facility in Salt Lake City, Utah. We 
first managed to find out about this place when we boarded this train that was run by the Omega 
Foundation. This happened after we stumbled upon another one of their facilities. That facility is 
located just outside of Denver, Colorado.” The fox then loaded up the image of the XMP-1. He 
spoke, “This is a weapon that we found in the train. It looks to be inspired by the Heckler & 
Koch XM29 OICW as well as the S&T Daewoo K11 DAW.” Several of the CDI members 


looked at each other and said some words, but the room was mostly silent. 


One of the CDI members spoke up, “Do you have that rifle?” The fox nodded, “We have 
it. However, it is still aboard our helicopter that we flew to the CDI office earlier today. When 
Omega attacked your facility, we escaped via that helicopter and flew to Sealand.” The Prince 
popped a smirk on his face when he heard the name of his nation. He looked towards the crowd, 
but he only saw faces of confusion. One of the CDI members shouted, “What the fuck is 
Sealand?” The Prince immediately frowned, “It’s my country. I’m the Prince of Sealand.” The 
heads in the room all turned on the Prince, and even Arcades was looking at him. Another CDI 
member spoke, ““Who the fuck are you supposed to be?” 

Arcades decided it was best to move forwards, “What matters is that the weapons 
prototype is aboard that helicopter. Sealand is located a few kilometers away from the mainland. 
It’s HM Fort Roughs from World War II, and the helicopter is a Pave Hawk that is parked on the 
helipad.” The CDI members looked back at the fox. They did not understand, “What the bloody 
hell are you going on about, fox?” Arcades paused as he tried to figure out a different way to 
word what he wanted. He spoke again, “That helicopter with the weapons prototype is currently 
parked on a World War II era anti-submarine sea fort. It has no fuel to get over here. We need 
that helicopter. Can you guys please go retrieve it?” 

“This fox is just fucking with us,” one of the CDI members within the crowd spoke. Soon 
after, several more of the humans began talking amongst themselves. Arcades tried speaking 
again, “These weapons have already been mass produced! There were hundreds of them on the 
train. The Omega Foundation is preparing for something, and it sure isn’t a good thing.” Several 
more humans began speaking back and forth. Arcades could hear what one of them yelled, 
“Damn this fucking fox to hell! Bloody foxes are always liars!” The fox frowned as he looked 


around the room. He didn’t know what else he could do. He showed them the evidence, and he 


even had the XMP-1 to back it up; However, it was inconveniently located in the helicopter 
which was still at Sealand. 

Arcades unplugged the USB from the computer, and he stepped down the steps that 
elevated him. Jason began shaking his head, “No, no, no! Kurt, please tell me that this isn’t 
happening!” The fox was frowning, “They don’t believe me. I showed them the evidence and 
everything. They think I’m full of crap!” The Prince of Sealand looked at the fox, and he decided 
he should try something. The human stepped up and began speaking, “Listen up everyone! This 
fox is telling the truth! The Omega Foundation is real, and all of the footage that you saw was 
completely real. This isn’t some bloody Hollywood movie here. These anthros are being 
conditioned into mindless sex slaves to be sold to the financial elite. They attacked your office 
earlier today because this fox had already leaked the evidence to the internet. They’re trying to 
hunt him down and silence him to eliminate the possibility of the truth getting out. They’re 
trying to cover their tracks!” 

The human was not met with approval either, “Bloody hell. These fuckers are just trying 
to fuck with us! Get out of here you damn furries!” Arcades opened his eyes a bit wider when he 
heard the racial slur. He shook his head as he stepped back up to see the Prince, “We should just 
go.” The Prince began walking down the platform while he began cursing under his breath, 
“Fucking hell.... Son of a bitch.” The group of four exited the room, and they began to find an 
exit. Bocchino was the next to speak, “Well, I’m not sure how you expected to not fuck that one 
up, buddy.” The fox looked at the cat, “What was I supposed to do?” The cat spoke again, “CDI 
is acompany. They’re not going to help you out just because you brought them a damn video.” 
Arcades shook his head, “This was literally the best play that we had. I don’t see how we would 


be able to take down Omega by ourselves.” 


Jason had an idea, “Kurt. You managed to break in and out of that facility. What if you 
did that again, except this time, you free the anthros that are locked up in there?” Arcades 
shrugged, “I dunno how I am supposed to do all of that. I’m just one fox.” The wolf replied, 
“That’s the idea. You are just a fox.” Arcades did not understand, “What are you talking about?” 
Jason clarified, “You foxes are known for your cunning. I bet you could come up with a way to 
do a stealth approach and covertly save the anthros that are in there.” Arcades frowned again, 
“Gosh, I always hate it when people always associate us foxes with lies and deception.” The cat 
was the next to speak, “Kurt, you used to tell me that your dad would always steal stuff all the 
time. Gettin’ kinda hard to move away from that stereotype now, ain’t it?” The fox could not 
frown more. 

As the group now was closing in on the exit, they opened the doors, and it was now pitch 
black outside. The three vehicles were still sitting where they had left them. The Prince of 
Sealand looked to the fox which had a defeated look on his face, “Kurt. I’m sorry that didn’t go 
as we all had hoped.” Bocchino did not care what the fox was feeling, “Kurt. I’m not doing this 
shit with you. I demand that you give me a one way plane ticket back to the US. You can keep 
my fucking stuff that I brought out here. I don’t want that damn shit anymore! Take down the 
fucking Foundation yourself. Fucking mistake trusting a damn motherfucking fox.” Arcades 
could feel some tears forming in his eyes. 

The cat noticed this, “No wonder everyone thinks you’re fucking weak. You do this shit 


”? 


all the damn time! This shit happens with you!” The fox was at a loss of words. He remembered 
how a similar event occurred with Johnny. Jason was just watching the whole ordeal happen. 


The Prince, on the other hand, was not just watching, “Dammit, cat. You were the one to see the 


fucking evidence first! You were the one who went on the train with him. You saw this shit for 


yourself. How the fuck are you just going to walk away from it now? After all that happened?” 
Bocchino fired back, “Let’s just say that this ain’t my business anymore. There is no way in hell 
that you can pull this off. Not a single chance. I am going back to the US, and you’re on your 
own. Looks like it’s just you, that faggot-ass wolf, and the Prince of Rusty Tub of Fuckland.” 
The Prince was not happy with that last part, “Yeah, get your ass out of here! Fuck off, cunt!” 
The cat was happy to walk off. As he walked away, he shouted, “Have a fun time taking on a 
Foundation that may or may not even exist!” 

Arcades watched as the cat walked away. Jason was watching as well. The Prince of 
Sealand spoke, “Kurt. If this makes you feel any better, I’m still willing to help you.” Jason was 
the next to speak, “Wait. How is he supposed to get back to the US?” Arcades shrugged as he 
tried to brush it off, “I dunno. He’ll find a way. Same witn Johnny. He found a way back to the 
US. Dunno how long it’Il take, though.” The Prince then proposed an offer, “Kurt. ll let you 
two stay at Sealand as long as you need until you can figure out something.” The fox perked up a 
small smile, “Thanks. We hopefully won’t have to stay for too long.” The Prince then said, “If 
they won’t believe you, then at least I will. ’1l do anything I can to help you take down the 
Omega Foundation.” Jason then said, “I guess we should get going. The sooner we get back to 
Sealand, the better.” The fox nodded. 

The three vehicles park near the dock where the Prince launched his boat from. The 
Prince disembarked from his vehicle and Arcades disembarked as well. The Prince saw that 
Arcades was rummaging through the stuff that was in the trunk of the Mustang, “Hey, Kurt. All 
of that stuff should be able to fit on the boat.” The fox then asked, “What about the stuff we have 
in that SUV?” The Prince looked up at the vehicle, “Yeah, I can fit that stuff on the boat. We just 


need to make sure it doesn’t all blow off of the boat. Wait, actually. I have an idea.” The Prince 


pointed to another boat that was docked, “We can use a different boat. Being a professional 
fisherman has its perks.” Arcades nodded. He wanted to get to sleep. He had been awake all day, 
and now he was awake all night. 

The group of three managed to load up everything onto a larger boat, and this equipment 
was placed inside of the boat so it would not get blown about by the wind. Arcades and Jason 
waited inside of the boat while the Prince began the ignition sequence. The boat began to start, 
and he checked everything in order to be sure that the boat was good to go. The Prince began 
driving the boat while Arcades looked out at the sea. He could see the waters, the dark sky, and 
some dim lights from the mainland. Arcades was not sure what he would do now, as CDI now 
refused to help him out. However, they were not the only ones to refuse support, as even 
Bocchino now decided to call it quits. Arcades did not want to keep thinking about it. He began 
to wonder if he was rejected by CDI due to the fact he was a fox. Arcades reminded himself that 
the Prince tried to help out as well, and they did not get desired results. The Prince was a human, 
after all. 

Arcades looked up at Sealand, and he could see that his HH-60 was still sitting on the 
helipad where he left it. He knew that the gas tank only had the reserve fuel left, and he was not 
sure how he would be able to fill up the main tank to make it back to the mainland. The fox felt 
that he was blessed to know where Sealand was at; Otherwise, he would have nowhere to go. 
The fox heard the Prince talk over the radio, “Sean, we’re coming in for docking. Over.” Arcades 
looked up, and he saw that the crane was preparing to lift the boat up to the platform that was 
raised by two large concrete cylinders. They still were holding the fort up even after all of the 


time that has passed since World War II. 


The crane latched onto the boat, and the Prince disabled the boat’s engine. The crane 
began to lift the boat upwards, and the fox watched as water began dripping from the boat’s 
underside. The crane lifted the boat up to the platform, and it stopped progressing upwards once 
the boat and the platform met level. The crane then slowly pulled the boat closer to the platform, 
and the Prince was watching this while talking over the radio, “About five meters to go.” Once 
the Prince felt that the boat’s port side was close enough to the platform, he called off the crane 
operator, “That’s it Sean. Good work.” Arcades looked at the platform from where he was 
standing, and then he looked up at the Pave Hawk. His attention then turned to the guard from 
earlier, which was walking out of the main building. The guard asked, “How did it go?” The 
Prince shook his head, “They were not impressed, Sean. We showed them all we could, and they 
didn’t believe it.” Sean raised his eyebrows slightly, “Damn, really? Shit...” 

Arcades and Jason began lifting their equipment off of the boat. They placed it on the 
platform’s main deck as they went back and forth from the boat. They did not want to leave all of 
the equipment just sitting inside of the boat. The Prince questioned, “What do you guys have in 
there?” The fox replied, “All of my tactical gear, my clothes, and everything else.” The Prince 
looked at the collection of stuff that was being brought onto the platform, “Looks like you guys 
have quite a lot. Why did you bring all of that here?” The fox answered, “I had a feeling that 
Omega would be trying to look for me, and I didn’t want to leave any of my stuff left at base. 
They would probably either destroy it, or take it for themselves.” The Prince then asked, “What 
would they want to take from you guys?” 

The fox unzipped one of the rifle bags, and he pulled out his Salient GRY. The Prince 
noticed the unconventional parts that were on the rifle, “Bloody hell, that thing looks expensive.” 


The fox nodded, “Yes, this is my main rifle. The Salient Arms International Tier One AR-15 


GRY rifle. I call it the Salient GRY for short.” The Prince saw the EOTech sight on the top rail, 
and the EOTech PEQ box that was sitting further down the rifle, “You buy those attachments for 
it, as well?” Arcades nodded, “Yes. Everything else on this thing is either made by EOTech or 
Magpul.” Arcades placed the rifle back into the bag, and he zipped it up. 

The Prince then asked, “Well, Kurt. What would the Omega Foundation do with one 
rifle?” Arcades stood up and looked at the human, “For themselves? Nothing. I just didn’t want 
to leave them anything that they could use to track me down with or anything.” The Prince asked 
a different question, ““What did you leave back at your base anyways?” The fox replied, “We left 
nothing. We cleared out everything, and I mean everything.” The human looked at the equipment 
that was sitting on the deck, “For your PMC company, this is all that you have?” Arcades 
frowned, “Jason and I are the only two left. Everyone else decided to quit. We’re not really a 
company anymore at this point. I’m probably not going to even bother going back to our old 
location. I dunno if Omega is setting a trap, or if they destroyed the place all together.” 

The Prince raised his eyebrows, “Damn. How many people did you have before they all 
quit on you?” Arcades answered, “Around forty something people. We were always pretty 
small.” The Prince asked, “Why didn’t you leave some of this stuff at your house or something? 
I mean, I don’t always stay here at Sealand.” Arcades answered, “I lived at my base. Only Jason 
and I lived there. Everybody else has their own house somewhere else. Omega likely destroyed 
our base. I guess you could say that they destroyed our home.” The Prince shook his head, 
“Shit... Sounds like quite a week you guys went through.” Arcades nodded, “I guess you could 
say that. We went from fighting fake Neo-Nazis in Berlin, to uncovering this whole ordeal. Now, 


the Foundation is out hunting me down.” 


The Prince spoke, “Look on the bright side, they haven’t pinpointed you here. I really 
doubt they will, too.” Arcades sighed, “I just wish that I could do something about the Omega 
Foundation. You see, the thing is that most people don’t even know that they exist. The ones 
who do know they exist don’t have a clue about what they do. Since I know what they do, I feel 
as if I’m obligated to do something about it.” The Prince replied, “Kurt, you’re just one fox.” 
Arcades frowned again, “I know I am. That’s what sucks. I wanted to reach out for CDI to help 
me out, but they decided against doing so.” The Prince shrugged, “Well, they are a company. 
You know that. You didn’t offer them any money, and that’s probably why they didn’t bother to 
come and help you. I bet if you paid them enough, then they would be happy to fly out there and 
deal with it.” Arcades looked down at the platform while he slowly shook his head, “It’s really 
unfortunate. Now, I have basically nobody to help me.” Jason looked at the fox and made a 
suggestion, “Kurt, maybe there is someone else that you can trust.” 

Then, Arcades remembered something very important, “That’s right! No, you’re right. 
There is someone else that I can trust. The one that I should have been trusting all along. The one 
who died for me, died for all of us. Jesus Christ!” The other three people were silent, but Arcades 
continued, ““I was a fool to put trust in men, when I should have been trusting in the Lord the 
entire time. Of course men aren’t going to help me take down the Omega Foundation. The Lord 
is, though. The Lord is who I need to truly get this done.” The Prince sarcastically spoke, “Now 
that’s bloody inspiring.” Jason then asked, “Kurt, what are you exactly going to do?” Arcades 
replied, “I am going to get in there some way or another, and I will free the anthros.” Jason 
widened his eyes, “Damn. Kurt, I dunno if I would be able to help you out with that.” Arcades 


smiled at the wolf, ““That’s totally alright. I have the Lord to guide me.” 


“Wait, Kurt. How would you even go about doing this anyways?” Jason asked. Arcades 
replied, “I’m not entirely sure. I’ll figure out something though.” The Prince looked at the HH-60 
that was on the helipad, “Looks like you aren’t going to be able to use that. We can’t really get 
gas for it right now.” Arcades shook his head, “I wasn’t really planning on using that helicopter 
for this.” Jason looked at the fox and then asked, “So Kurt. What are you planning on doing 
then?” Arcades thought back to when he infiltrated the complex for the first time. He 
remembered bringing out a keycard from the facility. The fox immediately began rummaging 
through the equipment that was sitting on the platform. The wolf watched as Arcades dug 
through the contents, “Kurt, what are you supposed to be looking for?” 

Arcades spoke as he rummaged through the equipment, “I remember taking a keycard off 
one of the guys in there. That’s how I was able to escape, for it seemed to open most doors that 
were electronically locked. If I still have the keycard, then I would be able to use it to get back in 
the facility.” The Prince and Sean watched as Arcades continued to search the bags. Arcades 
finally pulled out a red keycard with ‘LEVEL 5’ lettering on it. The Prince squinted as he took a 
closer look at the keycard, “Is that what you were looking for?” Arcades nodded, “Yes, this is it. 
This’ ll be useful. I’m pretty sure they haven’t changed the doors since I’ve been there because it 
has only been a few days. I’ll be able to use this to get back inside.” 

The wolf nodded in approval, “I suppose so, Kurt. However, how would you get back 
over there anyways? We’re all the way in Bloody England, and they’re in Utah.” The Prince 
perked up when he heard the wolf say England, “Ahem... We are currently in Sealand. Not 
England. This place is an independent sovereign nation.” Arcades decided it would be best to 
continue with what he was planning, “How about I get a one-way plane ticket to Utah, and I fly 


over there?” Jason widened his eyes slightly, “One way? Kurt, do you not plan on coming 


back?” Arcades shrugged, “I dunno. All I know is that if I trust in the Lord, He will guide me 
and protect me.” 

The Prince chuckled, “Heh... Looks like Sealand will have its very own helicopter.” 
Arcades looked at the Prince. The fox was not sure if the human was only joking, “What if I 
make it back here?” The Prince slowly shook his head while he shrugged, “How would you 
expect to do that? Let’s say that you can accomplish whatever it is you want to do out there? 
What would you do to get back?” Arcades looked at the Prince in the eyes for a moment before 
replying, “I'll find my way back. Somehow. If I walk by faith and not by sight, then Ill be able 
to do it.” Jason did not really want to debate the fox, “How long should we give you before we 
consider you lost forever?” Arcades scratched his chin as he was thinking about a timeframe. 
The fox finally gave an answer, “Give me one month. If you do not hear from me in this 
timeframe, then you can consider me gone for good.” 

The Prince had another objection, “Hey, wait. How would you be able to bring your 
weapons back to the US? How did you guys get them here in the first place?” Arcades answered 
the question, “We had a military transport fly us here. Now, for me going back to the US, 
however. Yeah, I wouldn’t really count on bringing any of my weapons to Utah with me.” Jason 
raised his eyebrows as he looked at the fox, “Wait, Kurt. No weapons? What if something 
happens to you?” The fox turned around to look at the wolf, and Arcades deployed a small smile. 
Arcades spoke, “Don’t worry about me, Jason. Whatever happens out there is the way it will be. 
You should focus on the Lord rather than me.” 

The wolf frowned, “But, Kurt. What if they catch you?” Arcades did not withdraw his 
smile, “Don’t worry. I trust that the Lord will protect and prevent something like that from 


happening.” The Prince looked the fox over again, “So, Kurt. What are you planning on bringing 


there? Since you’re going unarmed, what is your plan even supposed to be?” The fox began to 
explain, “All that I’m bringing is this keycard, my keyring, my multitool, and the clothes that I 
plan on wearing. Whatever else is out there will be procured on-site.” The wolf was not as 
optimistic, “Kurt, I honestly don’t think that you’ll make it out of there. You’ ll either wind up 
dead or as one of their...” The wolf hesitated as he tried to imagine Arcades as one of the 
mindless slaves that Omega had manufactured. The wolf was having some more mixed feelings 
about this potential outcome. 

Arcades spoke after Jason stopped himself in the middle of his sentence, “I don’t want 
you to think about it. Remember that the Kingdom of God is still at hand. If this is where my end 
is, then that’s how it is going to go. You need to focus on what God is calling you to do. I believe 
that He has called me to rescue these anthros that are being held in bondage by the Omega 
Foundation.” Jason continued frowning, “Kurt... How would you even go about contacting us if 
you do make it out there?” Arcades grinned slightly as he delivered his response, “Trust me. You 
will know it when you see it. I will make contact with you guys, and you will know that it is 
me.” 

The Prince was the next to speak, “Alright, I guess I'll take your word for that. We'll be 
checking our communications and everything. I can’t guarantee how we would be able to bring 
you back here when you’re done, but I guess you have different things to think about.” Jason 
spoke, but his voice sounded noticeably disturbed, “Kurt... What if Omega finds us here?” 
Arcades smiled to reassure the wolf that he was going to be alright. The fox knew that Jason was 
now trying to come up with reasons why he should not go, “Jason. I need you to remember that 


Omega is looking for me. They don’t even know you or Bobby, or anybody else for that matter.” 


The wolf moved closer to the fox, and he grabbed his right arm, “Kurt. Please don’t do 
this! When Jack died, you were the one that I always would turn to.” The fox gently grabbed the 
wolf's hand, and he moved it off of his own arm, “Jason. I need you to remember something 
very important. That is to not put your trust in man. Rather, put your trust in God Himself. You 
see, mortal men and anthros such as myself have a sinful nature. None of us are perfect, as we all 
have fallen short of the Glory of God. That is the reason why we all need the Savior in the first 
place. Jesus Christ died on the Cross over two-thousand years ago for this. Put your trust in 
Jesus, not me. If you put your trust in me, then I will only fail you. I’m sorry, it’s just a result of 
the fallen world that we currently live in.” 

The Prince watched as the wolf began to tear up before planting his face in the fox’s 
arms. The Prince shook his head slowly with a slight smile on his face, “Heh, that bastard is 
fucking inspiring.” Sean returned a comment to the Prince, “I guess this’Il be the last we ever 
hear from this guy, right?” The Prince nodded at the same rate that he shook his head, “Sure is. I 
kinda feel sorry for him, too. He seems to really mean well. Too bad he’! either wind up dead or 
captured. If he is captured... Fuckin’ hell, I bet he’ll probably wish that he was dead considering 
what he showed me.” Sean asked, “How bad is it?” The Prince answered, “Shit, it’s bloody 
horrifying. That poor fox is going to get fucked big time. And I mean that literally, too.” 

Jason was still crying in Arcades’ arms. The fox was hugging the wolf, and he was 
surprised that he was doing this considering what Jason had tried to do to him mere days ago. 
Arcades gently patted Jason on the back, “Jason, I’m still really sorry for what happened to 
Jack.” Jason replied saying, “Kurt, please! Just tell me that Jack went to heaven...” Arcades 
knew that he could not answer this question. The fox tried to answer the best way he could, “I 


don’t make the decision when it comes to that...” The fox paused. He knew that whoever did not 


repent and trust in Christ would be sentenced to eternal damnation in the lake of fire, but he was 
not even sure if Jack ended up doing this in his final moments. Arcades answered by saying just 
that, “A lot can happen in a minute. That I know for sure. That’s all I can confirm for you.” The 
wolf continued to cry into the fox’s chest. Jason’s tears were getting on Arcades’ arm fur, and 
the fox was able to feel this now. 

Arcades looked out at the night sky. He couldn’t really see any lights from the mainland, 
but Sealand was illuminated by some lights that were placed around the platform. He already had 
decided when he would go on his mission. The fox delivered this news to the wolf, “Jason. ’m 
leaving tomorrow for Utah. I just want you to know that. Alright?” This only made the wolf cry 
more, “No! Don’t go! Kurt, please... I-I’m sorry for what I did to you!” The fox moved his hand 
around the wolf’s back as he embraced him in an attempt to calm him down, “I am not leaving 
because of that. I’m leaving because I have a duty that is calling. I need you to remember that 
this mission is greater than everything that happened in the past week.” 

As the Prince watched the wolf spill his emotions, he noticed that the wolf spoke as if he 
did something wrong to the fox. The Prince placed his hand on his chin, “Hmm. I wonder what 
happened between the two of them?” Sean replied, “Who knows. Probably best to not get up in 
their business about it, though.” The Prince nodded, “Yeah. Hey, how about we let them finish 
up out here. We should probably go inside. It’s getting kind of late out here already.” Sean 
nodded, “You got it, Sire.” The two humans turned and proceeded to enter Sealand’s main 
building. The fox could see them walk away, but he ignored them. He was mainly focused on 
calming Jason down. 

The fox spoke to the wolf, “Look, Jason. All I want you to know is that I’m not holding 


that against you. Jesus has mercy, and I have mercy as well. I want us to be able to put this 


behind us. It really doesn’t help if we just dwell on it.” Jason shook his head that was still 
planted in Arcades’ chest, “I-I don’t understand. Why did you forgive me for that? I don’t 
deserve to be forgiven.” Arcades replied, “Nobody deserves to be forgiven. For God so loved the 
world that He sent His only begotten Son to die in our place in order to atone for all of our sins. 
Everybody deserves to burn in the lake of fire, but God died for us and rose on the third day so 
we don’t have to endure that. God is a very loving and merciful God, and I never want you to 
forget about that. Forget about me before you forget about God’s mercy and grace.” 

Jason only replied with more sobs, “Kurt... I won’t forget you.” Arcades continued to 
embrace the wolf, “Just remember what Jesus did. He showed us mercy for all of our sins. It 
doesn’t matter what crimes you commit against one another. God is willing to forgive you if you 
truly repent and trust in Jesus for remission of sins. The only way to the Father is by the Son. 
There is no other way. Don’t let anybody else tell you otherwise.” Jason began to slowly drop to 
his knees as he continued holding onto the fox, “Kurt, this will be the last time I ever see you...” 
Arcades now was holding onto the wolf’s head, “Jason. This will not be the last time. If you do 
repent and trust in Jesus, then I will see you in New Jerusalem with all of the other saints.” Jason 
did not reply to this. Arcades was silent, but then he decided that he would say one last thing, 
“Jason. I want you to take my Bible. Read it. Study it. Make sure that you understand what it 
says. And one last thing... Remember that I still love you, Jason.” The wolf only cried harder 
when he heard the fox’s last sentence. He knew that Arcades would likely never see him again. 


The wolf did not want to lose another brother. 


Chapter 15 


Raid on Facility Five 


Arcades now had the complex in view. He was on foot, and he had walked from the 
airport in Salt Lake City all by himself. The fox had been able to remember the geography of the 
area to find his way back to the complex. Arcades took in the intimidating sight of the complex, 
and he wondered how he would be able to enter from the ground level. The complex had barbed 
wire fences that surrounded it, and Arcades understood this due to the fact that the complex 
seemed to be some type of prison that the Omega Foundation was covertly running. Arcades was 
hiding behind a tree, and he was peeking over in order to try and scope out the best way to make 
an entrance. 

The fox briefly looked down at what he was wearing. He tried to look rather 
inconspicuous during the flight back from the United Kingdom. He was wearing a plain black t- 
shirt with short Multicam Black sleeves paired tucked into a pair of black tactical shorts. Arcades 
felt his pockets, and he checked yet again to make sure that he had everything he needed. His 
most important item for this mission was his Level 5 keycard which he had taken off of the man 
that he dropped a bookcase on. Arcades was wondering if that man ever realized that the fox still 
was the one who had the keycard. The fox moved the keycard from his wallet to a different 
pocket. Arcades wanted to make sure that it would be as convenient as possible for him to use 


the keycard. 


The fox looked at the sky, and he could see that it was definitely daylight. This would 
make his initial infiltration a bit more difficult. He knew that any guard that was stationed 
outside would be able to see him easier than if it was night. The black clothing that the fox was 
wearing was not really helping either, but Arcades’ fur was black anyways. Arcades remembered 
the interior of the building, and he knew that it was fairly dim inside. The walls were either dark 
gray or black, and the fox knew that he would have less chances of being caught inside rather 
than outside. He would also be able to easily see the guards inside of the building due to the fact 
that they wore UCP, for he would be able to see them even easier outside. Arcades was starting 
to wonder why UCP stood for Universal Camouflage Pattern. 

Setting his mind back on the mission, the fox looked at the complex, but he couldn’t see 
any men wearing UCP standing guard on the ground. He looked up, and he could definitely see a 
few guards that were stationed in the watchtowers. From the distance that Arcades was standing 
at, he couldn’t see what the men were armed with, but he definitely could tell that there were 
people in the towers. Arcades waited until it looked as if the men were looking away before the 
fox began moving towards the complex. The fox tried to keep his profile as small as possible to 
avoid being seen, but this was becoming more difficult for his legs the more he went. The fox 
slowed himself down, and he stopped behind a tree again. This time he was considerably closer 
to the complex than he was before. Arcades got down on his knees, and he tried to peek around 
the tree to see if he could spot another one of the security doors that he had previously used to 
escape. He figured that his keycard would work with those doors. 

The fox looked to his left, and he could see the dirt road that he had seen the Oshkosh L- 
ATVs travel out from when they were previously looking for him. Arcades now realized that he 


had been in this exact place before. Arcades looked up past the complex, and he could see the 


hangar area that had launched the MH-60X. This time the hangar roof looked to be closed, and 
this made the fox wonder how long it took Omega to open the door and launch a helicopter. 
Apparently it was not long, as the fox had witnessed the MH-60X launch within minutes of his 
escape. 

Still kneeling behind the tree, Arcades peeked around the right side of the tree. He 
spotted the security door that he used during his last escape. Arcades squinted, and the fox was 
able to see the keycard scanner that was on the door. The fox looked upwards, and he could see 
that he was almost standing in the guard tower blind spot. He figured that he would be in the 
blind spot once he went to move to the door. That means he would just have to make sure that no 
personnel were out in the yard. Arcades looked downwards, and he was scanning the inner yard 
for potential threats. The yard looked pretty clear, and the fox did not see any armed humans 
wandering about. One other thing Arcades was worried about was the potential of security 
cameras; However, the fox thought that he would have seen these during his first venture inside 
of the facility. 

Arcades was now waiting for the right time to make his way to the security door. He 
began to collect his breath in order to build up the courage and stamina to break back into the 
prison. After all, the fox did not even know what he would do if he accomplished this mission. 
The fox held his breath once he could see that the guard began to look the other way. Arcades 
could feel his ungloved palms begin to sweat as he became anxious; However, he knew that it 
was now time for him to begin his infiltration. Arcades began moving forwards towards the door 
while moving towards the guard tower blind spot at the same time. Arcades was constantly 
watching the guard tower, even though he knew that this would not change anything. If the fox 


was caught outside this early in the mission, he knew that he would not have an easy way of 


escaping. He reminded himself that it would be no easier once he made it inside of the complex. 
Arcades reached his destination, and he looked directly up at the guard tower. He was glad that 
they would not be able to see him now. Arcades briefly scanned the yard again to make sure that 
nobody was roaming the relatively large yard before removing his keycard from his shorts. The 
fox held his breath as he scanned the keycard. He could hear a beep, and he watched as the red 
light on the panel changed to green. Arcades opened the door, and he let himself in. 

Arcades now had gotten into the yard, but this would be only one part of his mission. He 
still did not get the hard part out of the way. The fox moved further into the yard while still 
looking around for humans that would see him. Arcades now noticed an entrance to the complex 
itself, but he did not know if there would be people waiting for him on the other side. Arcades 
decided that he would climb to a higher level before making his entrance. After all, there were 
some stairs nearby. Arcades wondered if he would be able to find some kind of maintenance 
entrance, as he felt that a Level 5 keycard should have the security clearance required in order to 
open it. The fox began ascending the stairs while focusing on making the least noise possible. 
Being barefoot, this was easy for Arcades. He also was not carrying the equipment that he 
normally did, so generating the minimal amount of noise proved to be even easier for the fox 
compared to his other operation. 

As the fox reached the highest point of the staircase, he looked around to assure that 
nobody was looking back at him. Once Arcades was certain that he was still undetected, he 
moved behind a piece of the building that would be able to conceal him from people that could 
possibly be nearby. The fox used his ears to listen for potential hostile forces, but he did not hear 
any footsteps. Arcades remembered what the human guards wore, and he was pretty certain that 


the guards would be pretty audible given the amount of equipment that they were wearing. The 


fox continued to look around for a better entrance. He did not want to retrace his steps back from 
the first time he was in the complex, as he remembered that the layout of the interior was rather 
confusing due to the fact that most of the corridors looked the same. Arcades wondered if this 
was some kind of psychological warfare application. After all, the entire point of the facility 
seemed to revolve around psychological warfare. Except that warfare involved torturing anthros 
to no end. 

As Arcades rounded another corner, he noticed that there was another staircase that he 
would be able to utilize. The fox figured that the deeper he would be able to enter the complex, 
the better. The fox figured that the perimeter was the area that had the most security, but Arcades 
felt that there was a logical reason behind this. This was because not too many people even knew 
about the existence of the complex, so they would only have to protect it from people on the 
outside, as Arcades was pretty sure that there was a rigorous screening process for employees 
working at the facility. Arcades did not see too many humans during his first bout. The fox ruled 
this out as it was probably hard to hire people to witness anthros being sexually tortured to 
submission. He could barely fathom how they found people to do this in the first place. Arcades 
accepted that he wouldn’t get the answers to all of his questions at the current moment. 

The fox shook his head as he returned his mind to the mission. He knew that he was 
wasting time by letting his mind wander, but he really did not want to keep thinking about what 
was waiting for him inside of the facility if he was captured. Arcades never operated well under 
stress, so he tried to keep himself from thinking about the bad outcomes since they would stress 
him out as well. The fox began moving up the next staircase. As he moved, he could feel that his 
tail was rubbing up against something, but when he looked back, it was only the concrete that the 


staircase was made out of. This staircase was also not covered by anything, so the fox had to 


make sure that nobody was looking at him; However, it would be difficult to do this, as the only 
people that he had seen were operating out of the watchtowers. Since they were in an elevated 
position, they would be able to see the fox out in the open. 

As the fox made it to the peak of the staircase, he could see that there was another door 
that he could potentially use. In order to judge how deep Arcades thought he was in the facility, 
he looked at the watchtowers. He could see that elevation wise, he was now halfway up the 
watchtower. The fox looked upwards, but he noticed that the building that he was standing on 
was only a few more stories tall. This made the fox wonder how many anthros were detained in 
this facility. This made him further question if the staffing that the complex had was adequate for 
carrying out the task that he witnessed previously. Arcades did remember at least one helicopter 
launching as well as a decently sized ground unit that was searching for him. This made the fox 
wonder if there were even more people that were working in this complex that he did not initially 
see. Arcades remembered that Facility Eleven only had one thousand anthros total, but he did not 
see any human personnel besides the group that was waiting for the helicopter. 

Arcades wondered if he did all of the climbing for nothing. He wondered if the complex 
consisted of an underground portion of the prison. Arcades knew that he had entered the complex 
from the tallest building, but he did not know where he was once he crawled through the 
ventilation system. This also made the fox wonder how he was able to escape in the first place 
given the sheer size of the entire complex. Arcades felt that he was lucky, but at the same time, 
he knew that luck had nothing to do with his success. Arcades looked at the door that was in 
front of him, and he realized that he was practically procrastinating. The fox really did not want 


to break into this secret prison; However, he knew that nobody else would do this, so he was the 


only one that would even attempt to do something like this. Arcades inserted his keycard into the 
slot. The light on the door switched from red to green, and Arcades let himself in the building. 

As the fox entered the building, he immediately recognized the interior. However, 
Arcades knew that he had not been in this particular room before, as he did not exit from this 
pathway. The fox looked at the dark gray walls, and he saw the familiar dim lighting again. 
Arcades knew that he could not get distracted by the aesthetics of the building, so he continued 
moving. As the fox moved down the hallway, he looked all around the ceiling and the walls to 
discover that the corridor was rather featureless. In fact, the more Arcades looked at the corridor 
and compared it to his previous venture, the more it stuck to him how dull the place was. The fox 
was beginning to wonder what the complex was used for before the Omega Foundation acquired 
it. Arcades already knew that Facility Eleven was acquired by Omega before they used it for 
their purposes, but he was not sure with this facility. Even Facility Eleven was not lacking as 
many features. Arcades began to think about the possibility that Omega built this facility all by 
themselves. The fox wondered how long it took for them to finish construction for the massive 
complex. 

The fox reached the end of the hallway, and he was greeted with another door that 
required a keycard to open. Arcades removed the card from his pocket, and he inserted it into the 
slot. The door opened like the others did, and Arcades carefully looked around the corner before 
entering the next area. The last thing Arcades wanted was to be caught by Omega here. Arcades 
was met by another corridor, but this one was split into two paths that both looked equally 
identical to each other. Arcades looked to his left, and he could see a keycard door at the other 
end of the hall. He then looked to his right to see practically the exact same thing. The fox 


wondered if this was some kind of trap or trick, so he looked around the ceiling for security 


cameras or an equivalent device. To his surprise, the fox did not see any equipment that was 
visibly monitoring him. The fox was hoping that he was not overlooking anything. 

Looking both ways several times, Arcades continued to wonder which path he should 
travel with. The fox thought about how employees navigated this facility, but then he 
remembered that he had not seen any Omega Foundation personnel since he infiltrated the 
facility building. He also remembered that the last time he was in this complex, most of the 
personnel were in the cell blocks, and this was what Arcades was looking for. The fox deducted 
that he would likely find hostile personnel in the prison area rather than wherever he was now. 
Not wanting to waste anymore time, the fox decided to start walking down the right path. As the 
fox proceeded, he reminded himself of an old saying that he taught himself, ‘You can’t go wrong 
if you go right.’ However, Arcades knew that this saying did not always hold true. He just 
decided to trust it for this time. Continuing down the hallway, the fox briefly looked behind 
himself. As he could watch his tail move alongside with him, he stopped to see how similar the 
other pathway looked. This made Arcades wonder if he was actually going the right way. The 
fox did not possess floor plans of the building or a map, so he decided that his guess was as good 
as anybody else’s. 

Reaching the keycard door, Arcades placed his ear up against the door in order to hear if 
there was anybody behind it. Not hearing anything, the fox slipped the keycard into the slot, and 
the door unlocked itself. Stowing away the keycard once more, Arcades noticed that something 
was standing in the doorway. When the fox looked up, his heart jumped. Arcades was standing 
in front of another anthro, but this anthro was blankly staring at him through an M50 gas mask 
with smoked lenses. Arcades could not tell if the anthro was even looking at him. The fox 


quickly looked the anthro over. The anthro seemed to be a canoid of some breed, but he could 


not tell which since he could not see the anthro’s face. The anthro was clad in a black skin-tight 
suit which exposed only the anthro’s brown furred hands, feet, tail, and part of the face. This 
anthro looked almost like the anthros that Arcades photographed in the cells. 

The fox instinctively grabbed the anthro’s arms, and he quickly yanked him into the 
hallway that he had just come from. The anthro did not seem to resist. Arcades continued holding 
onto the anthro as he tried to remove the gas mask from the anthro. As the fox was working on 
removing the mask, he could see that the anthro was also collared. The collar was the same as 
what all of the anthros Arcades previously witnessed were wearing. Arcades finally managed to 
figure out how to remove the mask from the anthro, and the brown furred canine was only sitting 
on the floor in front of the fox. Arcades found it strange that the anthro was not even resisting in 
any form. The fox lifted the mask from the canine, and he briefly inspected it before tossing it 
aside. Arcades continued to hold onto the anthro in order to control as much of the situation as he 
could, and the fox quietly spoke to the anthro, “Hey buddy. Are you alright?” The fox was not 
met with any response. 

Unsure of how to proceed next, the fox decided that he should search the anthro. For all 
Arcades knew, the brown canine could be carrying something that the fox would be able to use 
further into the complex. The fox gently sat the canine on his stomach, and he visually looked 
him over. Arcades was about to search the anthro, but he remembered that his hands were not 
gloved, and he did not want to risk searching the anthro without protective clothing. Arcades saw 
for himself what Omega did to the anthros at the facility, and he did not want to risk contracting 
an illness from an infected anthro. Arcades did not know if Omega was planning some sort of 
biological weapon either. He had to play this safe, as he knew that nobody else would finish this 


mission if the fox aborted or failed the mission. 


Arcades returned to his default stance, and he looked down at the anthro as he slowly 
backed away. The fox did not speak again to the anthro, as he felt that it would not prove to be 
fruitful. After all, the anthro seemed to be under mind control of some sort, much like Cipher and 
Pixy were when Arcades rescued them from the train. The fox used his left hand to feel for the 
door as he continued to slowly back up, and Arcades felt for his keycard using his right hand. 
The fox’s left hand was the first to come into contact with the door. When this happened, 
Arcades attempted to locate the card scanner with his left hand while he worked on pulling the 
keycard out of his shorts. All the while, the fox was keeping a direct line of sight with the anthro. 
One part of Arcades was expecting the anthro to stand up, but the fox was now wondering if the 
canine would even do that. 

Arcades transferred the keycard over to his left hand, and he found the keycard scanner 
by feel. The door unlocked again, but Arcades moved backwards to the next room. A risky 
move, but the fox was more concerned about the anthro that had already seen him. When the 
door closed, the fox turned around, and he breathed a sigh of relief as he leaned up against the 
door. However, Arcades soon remembered that the anthro that he had just encountered was 
wearing the same type of gas mask that he had seen during his first bout. Arcades remembered 
how he was briefly pursued by a couple anthros with M50 masks during his first escape. This 
made the fox wonder why that brown canine did not bother to chase him. Arcades wondered if 
the anthros had to be told when to pursue somebody, as he didn’t see them chasing him until 
after Arcades was targeted for capture during his escape. 

The fox suddenly made the mental connection. Omega had somehow managed to use 
mind control to such an extent that they managed to bring anthros to a state of mindlessness. 


Arcades deducted that the anthro that he had encountered was merely inactive, and he was 


waiting for orders to pursue a target. After all, the fox did remember the announcement that 
Omega made over their PA when he was initially escaping. The fox was now starting to wonder 
if he was the only anthro to ever successfully escape from the facility. It all started to make sense 
to the fox. Many featureless corridors were constructed on purpose in order to be confusing for 
escapees to navigate. In lieu of human reinforcements employed by Omega, they merely used 
their own brainwashed anthros coupled with the confusing architecture. The fox figured that this 
approach was probably more economically beneficial, but exponentially immoral because of the 
anthros that were used. 

Arcades looked up after finally regaining his little physical strength, and he stared at yet 
another corridor. The fox slowly shook his head as he whispered to himself, “Oh my gosh. How 
long is this going to go on?” The fox began to slowly travel down the corridor, but he noticed 
that there was another hallway that branched off to his left and right approximately halfway 
through the current corridor. Arcades stopped in the middle of the intersection, and he looked to 
his left. The fox tried to remember which direction he entered the facility from, as he figured that 
one of the paths would merely lead him back outside of the facility. Arcades slowly nodded as he 
briefly spoke to himself again, “It’s hard enough to get out; I guess they wanted it to be hard to 
get in as well. Gosh, no wonder they made this place like a maze. They obviously don’t want 
anybody getting in or out.” 

After the fox finished his brief dilemma, he decided to take the left path. Arcades 
assumed that this would take him deeper into the complex, but he wasn’t sure how deep he 
already was. After all, the corridor that he was currently traveling down looked identical to the 
corridors that he already traversed. At least the floors were not too hard on his feet. The thought 


about the floor made Arcades remember that the anthro that he encountered was barefoot as well. 


Arcades wondered if the organization that designed these catacombs ever considered making the 
floor with a rough surface that would be extremely uncomfortable to walk on. The fox shrugged; 
However, he figured that most people trying to break into this facility would be wearing shoes 
anyways. Making the floors extremely rough would be a great area denial strategy, but Arcades 
decided not to think about it too much. He knew that for an idea that he would have, someone 
else would already have come up with the same idea. Due to the fact that Omega was able to 
completely break down the psyche of anthros meant that they had likely considered this idea 
before. However, it seemed that they ended up deciding against producing floors with such a 
hostile terrain. 

Arcades made it to yet another security door. The fox was hoping this would be the last 
one he would encounter for a while. Arcades inserted his keycard and slowly let himself inside 
after audibly confirming that the coast was clear. This time, the geometry of the interior was 
starkly different from what the fox had just been progressing through. Arcades was met with one 
of the anthro cell blocks. The fox looked up and down to look at all of the anthros that Omega 
had caught and locked up in this area. The fox was not sure if this was the same cell block that he 
had previously explored, but he figured that the only way for him to figure out would be to 
retrace his steps that he had taken to find that conference room from before. Arcades wasn’t sure 
where he should start though, as the fox figured that most of the anthros would not choose to 
come with him to freedom. They were so used to what the Omega Foundation had in store for 
them, just like Cipher and Pixy. 

Before the fox continued, he looked around to see if there were any Omega guards that 
were nearby. Since the fox had seen the guards previously in the cell block, he was wondering if 


they were still there now. After looking up and down the catwalks and the staircases, Arcades 


surprisingly concluded that there were no guards in this area. This made Arcades slightly 
suspicious; However, the fox knew that there wasn’t technically much for the guards to even 
look after. Since Omega’s methods of brainwashing seemed to have been effective, the anthros 
did not need the extra supervision provided by the humans. The fox concluded that the guards 
must have been tasked with transporting the anthros, and this was what Arcades had witnessed 
the previous time. However, the fox was not sure where the humans took the anthros. The fox 
was also not sure if he was even facing the same direction that he had been facing the last time. 
He did not even have a compass on him to confirm his direction, so he had to rely on personal 
bearings. Unfortunately for Arcades, he did not really have any personal bearings in this facility, 
and this was due to the fact that the facility looked no different than it did the last time. Arcades 
was not sure if this was a new area, or if the prison block was the exact same one he was just in 
days prior. 

The fox moved in front of a few of the cells to witness what he did the last time: anthros 
broken physically and mentally locked up in cells that were just large enough to hold them. Even 
though the anthros were locked up in the cells, Omega still found a reason to keep them 
restrained. Arcades slowly shook his head. He wondered if the anthros could ever be the same as 
they were before they were locked up. This made the fox wonder if Omega bred some of the 
anthros specifically bred to be put into captivity. The fox decided that now was not the best time 
to be thinking about these possibilities. The fox wanted to proceed, but he did not know which 
way to go. Both directions seemed to be identical, and Arcades was now wondering if he was 
still facing the direction that he thought he was. Arcades began walking in the direction that he 
thought was forwards down the cell block. As the fox progressed down the cell block, he passed 


by anthros of all races, colors, and patterns. He wondered if he could still rescue them. 


The fox reached the end of the cell block, and he was greeted by a security door yet 
again. Arcades knew that he did not encounter this security door during his first exploration, so 
he knew that he must have been in a new location within the facility. Arcades inserted his 
keycard, and the door swung open after sounding a familiar beep. The next area that Arcades 
found himself in seemed to be some sort of vehicle storage. Several Oshkosh L-ATVs were 
parked in the decently sized room, and they were sitting next to a few MRAPs and M1117 
armored vehicles. All of the vehicles appeared to be armed with their respective mounted 
armaments, but the fox could not tell if the weapons were actually currently loaded. Arcades was 
not quite sure if he even wanted to know if they were armed or not. The fox did find this room 
strange, as it was positioned right next to a cell block. 

The fox walked in front of the vehicles, and he was quick to notice that all of them were 
completely unmarked; However, a few of them were painted with different color schemes. The 
Oshkosh L-ATVs were painted black much like the ones that he had encountered during his 
previous escape. The M1117s and the MRAPs were painted in flat dark earth, and this was the 
same color scheme that the US Armed Forces had their vehicles painted in. The fox walked 
around the vehicles while still looking for some means to identify them in terms of their original 
operators, but this search ended up negative. Omega seemed to have erased all visible exterior 
evidence of a possible previous operator. The fox was beginning to wonder if the Omega 
Foundation ordered the vehicles directly from the manufacturers themselves since he could not 
locate any exterior clues regarding the previous owner of the vehicles. Much like many other 
topics, the fox would not currently have the answer to this question. 

The fox spotted another door that would bring him to a different area. Arcades walked 


towards the door, but he stopped walking as he thought that he was hearing footsteps coming 


from behind the closed door. The fox perked his ears up as he listened to make sure that he was 
the only one walking; However, the source of the noise was not his own feet. The footsteps 
continued, and they even seemed to be getting louder. Arcades knew that he had to hide, and he 
had to make it fast. The fox quickly sidestepped out of the door's way, and he hid in between one 
of the L-ATVs and an MRAP. The fox heard the door beep, and he could see some light travel 
through the doorway as he spotted two pairs of boots traveling along the floor. The fox held his 
breath as he watched two humans pass him that were wearing UCP. They were carrying XMP-Is 
as well. 

As the fox was waiting for the men to exit the room that he was in, he heard them stop in 
front of the next vehicle over. He heard one of the humans speak, “Yeah. Did you hear about 
what happened in the UK?” The other operative replied, “They killed Hofmeier there, didn’t 
they?” The first operative spoke again, “That’s right. Unfortunately, it came at a heavy cost. Our 
CDI spies in the UK were killed as well. Apparently, the anthros that we sent there to stage the 
terror attack detonated their incendiaries too early.... You could guess what happened next.” The 
fox continued listening, “Shit... Sounds like they really wanted this Hofmeier guy.” The first 
human continued, “He was the one responsible for the leaks that came out of this place. He 
exposed a fuck-ton of what goes on in here, but lucky for us, he didn’t even get the half of it.” 
The second human chuckled, “Hah, that’s a damn relief. Anyways, everything goes back to 
normal for us?” 

Arcades raised an eyebrow. He didn’t know that the Omega Foundation considered him a 
dead man, “That’s right. Since he’s dead, he can’t reveal anymore information about the 
Foundation. That means we get to keep doing what we have been.” The other human replied, 


“That’s some good fucking news to hear.” Arcades listened as he thought the conversation was 


winding down, “Yep. Anyways, we’d better get to work here. One of these black cars here needs 
some repairs. The crew that drove it the last time said that it was riding pretty rough. That’s 
actually the reason they called off the search when Hofmeier somehow escaped this place.” 
Arcades looked at the L-ATVs that were in front of him, and he realized that they were indeed 
the vehicles that pursued him during his first escape. “Did they tell us what they think is wrong 
with the car?” The first man replied, “They think it was something to do with the suspension. 
Come on, let’s take a look at it.” 

Arcades quickly looked for a way to conceal himself. He knew that his stealth would be 
compromised if the operatives looked underneath the vehicle and saw an anthro standing in the 
garage. There was no hiding it either, due to the fact that Arcades was not wearing any shoes. To 
make matters worse, Arcades’ big bushy tail was also easily visible. The fox’s heart sank as he 
did not see any ledge for him to stand up on to reduce his chance of being spotted. Arcades also 
knew if he were to move now, then he would definitely be seen due to the fact that moving 
objects always drew more attention. As the fox was running out of time, his heart sank as he 
realized it was already too late, “The fuck is that? Is there an anthro in here?” Arcades heard one 
of the men start to walk around the side of the vehicle, and he knew that his time window was 
closing fast. The fox kicked off the side of the armored vehicle, and he tried to quietly climb to 
the top. Unfortunately, the sound of his foot kicking off of the metal door made an audible noise. 

“Shit, he’s trying to get away. Go and get him!” The man saw Arcades jump from where 
he was laying. The second operative readied his XMP-1 as he rounded the corner to see an empty 
space between the two vehicles. The operative spoke, “What are you looking at? There is 
nothing here.” The first man stood up and quickly stepped to the side of his colleague. The man 


spoke to his coworker, “You didn’t see that? A pair of black anthro feet and a tail just hopped 


upwards!” The man went to reach for his XMP-1, but he realized that he had left at the side of 
the vehicle. He mistakenly announced this, “Dammit, I left my weapon right next to one of the 
cars.” When Arcades heard this, he knew that he would have to make a break for the weapon. 

Disregarding the fact that there was already an armed man outside of the vehicle he was 
hiding on top of, the fox hopped over the roof of the MRAP and landed on the L-ATV. Both men 
now clearly saw the fox, “Woah, shit! A fucking fox escaped!” Arcades hopped off of the L- 
ATV, and he dove for the XMP-1 that was propped up against the driver’s side tire of the L- 
ATV. Arcades clutched the rifle in his hands, and he remembered where the safety was from 
when he previously inspected the weapon. The fox flipped off the safety, and he tried to locate 
the switch that would change the weapon from KE to HE ammunition. He knew that the HE 
ammunition magazine was currently occupied by bean bag rounds since that’s what the ISG 
utilized the last time Arcades was escaping. The fox attempted to stand up, keep his balance, and 
ready the weapon all at the same time. The fox could hear the same man shouting again, “OH 
FUCK! HE’S GOT MY FUCKING GUN!” The operative that still had his weapon moved 
between the space between the two vehicles, and he tried to sight in Arcades. 

The fox was not sure if a bean bag round or a lethal round would be coming towards him 
in the next few seconds, so he didn’t hesitate to pull the trigger. The fox heard the noise of the 20 
mm round firing rather than the 5.56x45mm round. The next thing he knew, the guard that was 
aiming at him collapsed to the floor and started screamed, “AHH FUCK! AHH SHIT!” Arcades 
sprinted towards the two humans while still holding the XMP-1, and he did his best to kick the 
weapon away from the human that was now lying on the floor. The fox looked down, but he did 
not know where he hit the man at. The unarmed human scrambled for his secondary weapon, but 


Arcades was quick to stop this by aiming the XMP-1 at the man. The operative paused and 


looked over the fox. Immediately, the human noticed that Arcades was not dressed in the same 
attire as the anthros that were kept in the facility, “Wait, hold up. How the fuck?” 

The fox said nothing as he kept his bare foot on the neck of the man that was lying on the 
floor. Arcades took a knee, and he placed his knee on the chest of the man while placing his 
other foot on the man’s hand that was closest to the rifle. He wanted to keep as much control of 
the situation as possible. As the fox silently held his rifle at the standing operative, the downed 
human began speaking aloud, “Aggh... Damn fox shot me in the fucking helmet... Aghh!” 
When Arcades heard this, he put some more pressure on the man’s neck. The fox did not want to 
cause any damage to the human, but he did not want the humans to cause any damage to him 
either. The fox continued to hold the other human at gunpoint. 

After some quick thinking, the fox had an idea, so he decided to test it out, “Gimme the 
keys to the L-ATV.” The human raised an eyebrow, “What the fuck did you just -?” Arcades 
interrupted the human, “Give me the keys to the car!” The human had a plan in mind to kill the 
fox, but he knew that Omega would very much rather have a fox captured rather than killed. The 
human reached into his pocket, and he fished out the keys to one of the Oshkosh L-ATVs. The 
human held the keys up, “You want these, don’t you fox?” Arcades continued to hold the rifle at 
the ready, as he already could tell that the human was up to something. The fox felt an idea 
coming, and he decided that he would do something as well. The fox watched as the man jingled 
the keyring in his hand, and he worked on carefully aiming the rifle at the man’s helmet. The fox 
pulled the trigger, and the man collapsed to the ground much like his colleague did. The spent 
shell casing from the bean bag round landed on the ground next to the man who was already 
downed. The fox grabbed the second XMP-1 that was on the ground, and he ran with both of 


them to the second human that was now lying on the ground. 


“Agh! Fuck! No, shit!” The human cried out in pain. He was lucky that Arcades was not 
aiming lower; Otherwise, his nose would have been most likely broken. Instead, he would only 
walk away with a headache. Since Arcades’ hands were both full, he noticed that the keyring 
looked as if it was large enough for him to stick his toe through to pick it up. The fox quickly 
stuck his toe through the ring, and he was able to successfully grab the keyring with his foot. 
Arcades turned around, and he could see that the humans were scrambling to their feet. The fox 
tossed XMP-1 that was still set to safe on the floor, and he began shooting the humans with more 
bean bag rounds. After a few rounds delivered to each of the humans, they now decided to stay 
lying on the floor to avoid getting shot again. Arcades could even hear them groan from the pain 
of projectiles traveling at a rate of 1,200 feet per second. 

The fox realized that the HE munitions magazine for the XMP-1 that he was currently 
using was now depleted. The fox quickly dropped the magazine, and he grabbed the magazine 
from the second XMP-1 before inserting it into the rifle and pulling the HE charging handle. 
After Arcades finished doing this, he had another idea. The fox got down on his knees right next 
to the other XMP-1 in order to lower himself to reach the rifle while still being able to aim at the 
humans. The fox quickly sat the XMP-1 on his lap, and he grabbed the weapon that was on the 
floor. Arcades removed the STANAG magazine from the KE compartment, and he pulled both 
charging handles in order to empty chambers of both the HE and KE modules of the XMP-1. 
Arcades placed the STANAG containing 29 rounds into his shorts pocket. He did not have time 
to find the last round that was lying on the floor. 

Arcades tossed the empty XMP-1 aside, and he got back to his feet. When the fox stood 
up, he was able to feel that the keyring was still holding onto his toe. He did not yet transfer the 


keyring to his hands, as he still needed to hold the two men at gunpoint with the XMP-1 that he 


was currently using. Arcades began slowly walking to the other side of the garage as he was 
trying to keep a clear line of sight with the two humans that were lying on the ground. With 
every step that the fox took, he could feel the metal keys going underfoot, and this feeling was 
not comfortable for the fox. Regardless, Arcades brushed off the discomfort and continued. After 
he felt that he was close enough to one of the corners, the fox looked to see if there was a way to 
open the garage. Arcades noticed that he was standing right next to a red button. The fox pressed 
the button with his support hand, and he heard the door behind him was now starting to move. 

The fox now knew that he would have his chance to take the L-ATV, so he held the 
XMP-1 in one hand while he lifted up his foot to grab the keyring from his toe. The fox grabbed 
the keyring, and he placed his foot back on the ground in order to keep his balance. Arcades ran 
towards one of the L-ATVs, and he tried the key. Fortunately for the fox, the first vehicle that he 
tried ended up opening up the driver side door. Arcades stepped inside of the vehicle, and he 
quickly locked the doors. He knew that the vehicle was armored, so this would buy him seconds 
at best. Arcades placed the XMP-1 in the passenger seat with the spare magazine, and he inserted 
the key into the keyhole before turning it in order to start the vehicle. The vehicle successfully 
progressed through its ignition sequence, and the fox now saw that the garage door was wide 
open. The fox shifted the military vehicle into drive, and he stepped on the gas pedal. He did not 
know where he was going, but he knew that he would take down Facility Five if it was the last 
thing that he would do. 

The L-ATV drove through another sector of the complex. This time, the fox now had the 
attention of the Foundation. Several men armed with XMP-1s scrambled to get out of the way of 
the vehicle, but some began to fire on the car. Fortunately for Arcades, the L-ATV was not 


affected by the KE rounds that the XMP-1s fired. Arcades’ objective now was to inflict as much 


damage as possible to the complex before they would be able to stop him. As the fox continued 
to accelerate, he began to remember a song that he used to listen to. The lyrics involved the 
phrase, ““Gas, gas, gas! I’m gonna step on the gas.” He felt that it was fitting for his current 
situation, so he played the song in his head. Arcades noticed that several Omega operatives stood 
in front of a door and began shooting at the vehicle to no avail. The L-ATV was even mine 
resistant, and the armor was stronger than that of the M1114. Arcades knew he was protected for 
now, but he wasn’t sure how long he would make it. 

The fox made a sharp right turn, but the vehicle fishtailed and collided with a large 
glowing object that was unknown to the fox; However, the object stopped glowing after the fox 
collided with it. Luckily, the vehicle was not affected too severely from the impact, so the fox 
stepped on the gas again to accelerate away from the scene of the crash. Arcades then began to 
drive through an open door that was large enough for his vehicle. As he entered the small tunnel, 
the fox now could hear the alarm that had just been sounded. The fox knew that he now had no 
time to lose before Omega would lock down the entire facility. As Arcades was driving, he now 
understood what the Omega operators were previously discussing. The path that the fox was 
traveling down was relatively level, but every time he moved the steering wheel, the vehicle 
seemed to almost bounce. Arcades hoped that this issue would not hinder him from completing 
his mission, so he continued driving. 

As the fox entered a new area, he heard the complex rumble. The fox was not sure what 
was happening. Arcades looked in the rear view mirror, and he could see that there were two 
other L-ATVs now in pursuit. The fox could see that there was a human that was mounting the 
turret on the top of the roof of the vehicle. The operative began to fire on Arcades’ vehicle, but 


the armor managed to stop the rounds that were being fired for now. The fox hoped that he 


would be able to figure out something before they would be able to disable his vehicle. The fox 
saw that the other L-ATV was now tailgating him, so he decided to brake check the pursuing 
vehicle. 

The fox slammed on the brakes, and he braced himself for the impact of the rear vehicle. 
The rear vehicle slammed into his rear bumper, and he could see that the operator on the roof 
turret was thrown off balance while he was still shooting. The human began shooting the ceiling 
before trying to return the turret’s aim to Arcades’ vehicle. Before the human was able to 
complete this task, another L-ATV slammed right into the middle vehicle and caused the gunner 
to be thrown off balance yet again. The turret was now firing on the floor. The fox stepped hard 
on the gas again, and he watched the mirror as he began gaining some ground on the pursuing 
vehicles. The fox quickly made a right turn before the other vehicles were able to catch up to him 
again. 

The next area that the fox entered seemed to be another cell block, but it was 
substantially larger than the previous ones that he had seen. However, now there were anthros 
that were out of their cells, and they began running towards Arcades’ moving vehicle. The fox 
swerved to avoid running the anthros over. He did not understand how the humans were still able 
to order the anthros to attack a moving vehicle, but he figured that they must have been 
brainwashed pretty well. As the fox slammed on the brakes to prevent him from running over 
another anthro wearing a gas mask, he felt the complex shake once again. Within seconds of this 
happening, Arcades could hear distant gunfire and a couple of explosions. The fox did not know 
what was going on, but he knew that whatever was happening was not of his doing. 

Three tan Mi-18s began hovering above the secret complex. Several rappelling ropes 


deployed from the helicopters, and men wearing green uniforms with tan equipment began to 


slide down the ropes. “Move, move, move!” The men continued sliding down the ropes and 
landing on the roof of the main complex. Several Omega operatives began climbing to the 
rooftop in order to attack the intruders. The CDI members that were already on the roof had their 
AKMs and M4A\1s ready to attack any opposition. One CDI member announced, “All non CDI 
humans considered hostile. Hold your fire for anthros.” As the operatives were still waiting on 
the roof, a few Omega operatives finally reached the roof. The Omega personnel were the first to 
open fire, as the CDI members had not seen them yet. One CDI soldier took a round to the rear 
of the plate carrier, and the Omega operative’s position was immediately given away by the 
sound of the XMP-1 firing. “Contact four o'clock!” another CDI member yelled as four men 
spread apart and began returning fire. The Omega operative was struck by several AKM rounds, 
and he collapsed to the floor. 

“This is Super Hind callsign Rattlesnake, standing by for tasking. Over.” An Mi-35 with 
a heavily upgraded weapons system flew over the complex. A few of the CDI members on the 
roof began watching the helicopter as it passed over their heads. They noticed the distinct tan 
paint scheme as well as the large, black ‘CDI letting on the aircraft’s body. As the Mi-18s began 
clearing out from the drop zone, the men began to move to the roof’s entrances. The other 
Omega Foundation operative backed off after he realized that he was outnumbered. He would 
not have a chance at winning against the platoon that had been deployed to the rooftop, and he 
surely would not stand a chance going up against a Super Hind. The CDI members stacked up at 
each entrance they could find, but they were not ready to go in. One of the CDI members’ kit 
was outfitted with comms equipment. He eyed a couple of buildings that were also connected to 
the complex. The operator switched frequencies and held his PTT device, “Rattlesnake, this is 


Hotel 4-3. Do you have eyes on any other hostile personnel approaching our location? Over.” 


The pilot of Rattlesnake took a brief look out of the helicopter before dropping some 
throttle and applying the right rudder. The aircraft yawed to the right, and the pilot gripped the 
stick and pulled it aft in order to keep the helicopter balanced in the air. The pilot spoke to the 
armament operator, “See if you can spot any hostiles on the ground.” The gunner looked through 
his targeting device, and he scanned the ground before looking at a few nearby buildings. The 
gunner then spotted a roof that was slowly splitting open. The gunner reported this, “Eyes on a 
roof that is currently opening up. Yaw left thirty degrees to make visual contact.” The pilot 
applied the left rudder, and the helicopter began its process of turning to face the building. The 
pilot could not give the order to deploy weapons, as he could not confirm that whatever inside of 
the building was hostile. All the crew could do was wait. 

“Site Director, we’re under attack. We need to go, now!” The camouflaged man ran 
inside to come and get the laptop man that was currently stowing away his computer in a 
backpack. The laptop man threw the backpack over his shoulders, “I could hear that. What’s 
going on? Who’s attacking?” The camouflaged man delivered the news, “CDI is here.” The 
laptop man began walking out of the room that he was in, “What the? How the fuck did they 
make our location?” The camouflaged man began escorting the Site Director while holding an 
XMP-1, “We don’t know. We’ll figure that out later. We just need to get going.” When the two 
men reached the hallway, several Omega ISG members ran by with XMP-I1s in their hands. They 
began replacing their less lethal bean bag rounds with actual lethal airburst rounds while they 
were running to confront the attacking CDI members. 

Arcades exited the vehicle that he had managed to get wedged inside the middle of a 
doorway. The fox did this in order to prevent himself from being followed at least from one 


direction. Arcades was surprised to see that most of the Omega personnel were no longer 


following him. Either that, or the path that he blocked was the only way to reach him from that 
direction. The fox dismissed this possibility as he noticed that there were several keycard 
protected doors on his left and right. Arcades looked back again, but he did not see any humans 
or anthros that were still coming after him. The fox began moving forwards; he was still able to 
hear gunfire and explosions coming from above his current location, but he was still not sure 
what the Omega Foundation personnel were shooting at. Arcades looked upwards, and he could 
see some catwalks that were connected to some upper levels. He could even see a few ISG 
members scurry about the catwalks, but he was surprised that they were not even looking for him 
anymore. The fox was in disbelief, and he was beginning to wonder if a third party had showed 
up to level the playing field. 

“Charges set. Breaching on three!” The CDI member announced as he finished placing an 
explosive charge on the keycard door. The other men stepped back from the blast radius, and 
they took a knee as they scanned the roof for approaching hostile threats. They were not sure 
when the ISG would show up. The operative with the detonator began counting up, “Okay! One, 
two, three!” When the man said the final number, he pressed the detonation button, and the 
doorway exploded. When the other men heard this, they stood up, and they moved inside of the 
doorway. The CDI members immediately noticed the narrow hallways, “This place is way too 
narrow, and there is nothing to take cover behind. Watch yourselves.” The unit was moving 
through the hallway, but they soon arrived at another keycard protected door. The man in the 
group with the communications device began changing channels again. The operative held his 
PTT button again, “This is Hotel 4-3. Requesting a sitrep on access points to the complex. Over.” 
Another member soon replied, “Copy, Hotel 4-3. This is Hotel 2-1. We have encountered a 


second keycard protected door. Over.” This was followed by another communication, “This is 


Hotel 1-4. We have encountered a keycard door within the interior of the complex. We aren’t 
able to advance further without inflicting major structural damage on the facility. Over.” Hotel 4- 
3 replied to the other CDI personnel, “Roger. We might have Rattlesnake help us out on this one. 
Over.” 

The camouflaged man spoke on the radio, “How far have they made it inside? Over.” A 
different voice sounded over the radio, “Security Chief, this is Beta 4-4. They detonated multiple 
breaching charges on the roof access points. They are currently in the maze. Over.” The 
camouflaged man acknowledged the ISG member, “Solid copy. That’ll buy us enough time to 
evacuate the Site Director. Out.” The laptop man looked at the camouflaged man, “How many 
are there? Do we know that?” The camouflaged man shook his head, ““We don’t know that. All 
we know is that the attackers are CDI.” The Site Director remembered something important, 
“Hey, didn’t they deploy via helicopter? What happened to our automated defense system?” The 
Security Chief answered the question, “A vehicle crashed into the AI control system. The 
automated defense system is offline.” The laptop man was slightly angry when he heard this, 
“What? Who the fuck ran into it? And when did this happen?” The camouflaged man answered, 
“An intruder already got deep within our facility. I’ve gotten reports by the Internal Security 
Group that it’s an anthro, and he managed to hijack one of our armored vehicles. The ISG has 
not confirmed if they had stopped him yet.” The two men did not know that they were talking 
about Arcades. 

The camouflaged man informed the laptop man about what was about to happen, “We’re 
taking you to one of our helicopters for evacuation. We hope that we can slip past CDI before 
they notice us. We’ll evac, and we’ll hopefully have enough fuel to reach Facility Eighteen.” The 


laptop man spoke again, “Alright. I guess Hofmeier’s leaks had more of an impact than we 


thought.” The two men still thought that Arcades was a dead fox. The camouflaged man 
continued to open a few keycard doors, and he was leading the laptop man to one of the MH- 
60Xs for exfil. As the two humans continued, they began to hear more gunfire coming from the 
surface. This only made the two humans run a bit faster, for they did not want to be killed by 
CDI. 

“Here they come! We’ve got company, so watch out!” One of the CDI members 
announced. A few Omega ISG members were now on the roof as well. They had reached the 
roof through another alternate pathway. The humans began exchanging gunfire back and forth. 
Since cover on the roof was minimal, CDI began retreating inside of the building as far as they 
were able to. One of the operators spoke to Rattlesnake, “Rattlesnake, this is Hotel 4-3. We are 
engaged with hostile personnel on the rooftops. Requesting support. Over.” Rattlesnake heard 
the message and replied, “Copy, Hotel 4-3. This is Rattlesnake. We will do what we can with 
hostile personnel on the roof. Over.” The gunner viewed the roof with the targeting system, and 
he saw several Omega ISG members that were wearing UCP and wielding bullpup rifles. The 
gunner mistakenly took the ISG members for members of the now defunct NSS. The gunner 
spoke, “Looks like we have multiple NSS members in combat with our team. Requesting 
permission to engage.” 

The pilot of Rattlesnake tried to make visual confirmation, but it was difficult for the 
human to see the other humans on the roof due to the fact that he was not using a device to help 
him see objects that were far away. However, he decided to take the gunner’s word for this. The 
pilot spoke, “Affirmative. Fire when ready.” The gunner was the next to speak over the radio, 
“Hotel Team, standby for danger close. Cleared hot.” The remaining CDI members quickly made 


it inside of the building. They knew what was about to happen. The ISG members were oblivious 


to the helicopter that was hovering over their position as they assumed it was the sound of the 
MH-60X escaping with the Site Director onboard. The gunner spoke once more over the radio 
before firing his guns, “Danger close. Guns, guns, guns.” The gunner held the trigger down, and 
he waited for the rounds to reach their targets. The gunner continued looking at the screen as he 
watched the ISG members collapse from being shot. 

“Targets down,” the gunner spoke after dispatching the hostile personnel. The pilot then 
asked, ““Who were those guys on the roof?” The gunner replied, “They look just like the NSS. I 
think they are the NSS.” The pilot was not ready to believe this, “The NSS? How would they be 
in America? They’ve only been seen in Germany and Syria.” The gunner responded, “I dunno. 
Maybe they’ re bigger than we thought they were.” Several more ISG members reached the 
rooftops, and they noticed their dead colleagues. One of the Omega members yelled, “Watch 
out! Hostiles might be nearby.” The men separated, and they spaced themselves out in order to 
make themselves harder to hit as a group. The gunner was still looking through his targeting 
scope, and he noticed the new group of hostiles. The gunner informed the pilot of this, “New 
group of NSS on the rooftops. Engaging.” The gunner opened fire again, and he watched as the 
ISG members began to scurry around as they tried to figure out where they were being shot from. 

Arcades inserted his keycard into another door, and when the door opened, the fox found 
himself in an aircraft hangar. In the center, there was an MH-60X that was already powered up 
and ready to fly. The fox looked upwards, and he could see that the roof of the hangar was wide 
open, and this reminded him of the first time when he escaped the facility. The fox continued to 
hear gunfire, so he was now almost certain that a third party was engaged with the Omega 
Foundation’s ISG forces. The fox then looked to his right as he saw two men descend down a 


small flight of stairs. He saw the men enter another keycard door, but something about the two 


men looked familiar to the fox. However, since the men were far enough away from the fox, 
Arcades did not immediately recognize them as being the two men that he had caught on video. 
The fox still did not know that those two men were the most important men in the entirety of 
Facility Five. The man with the laptop was the facility’s Site Director, while the camouflaged 
man was the facility’s Chief of Security. 

Arcades turned his attention back to the MH-60X, and he could see a couple of armed 
personnel standing next to the helicopters holding XMP-1s. Before they were able to spot 
Arcades, the fox took cover behind a supply crate that was inside of the hangar. Arcades was 
wondering who the two men were waiting for. He also did not know where the helicopter was 
supposed to be going to. Arcades just hoped that he would make it out of this facility for the 
second time. While the fox was waiting behind the supply crate, he was beginning to wonder 
who would have the strength and manpower to directly attack Omega. The only organization that 
came to mind was CDI, but the fox did not understand why CDI would end up listening to him. 
After all, they were the ones that rejected what the fox had to say. Arcades could not think of a 
reason why they would even bother showing up to attack Omega directly. 

“Are you done yet?” One of the CDI members asked as another operative was currently 
working on trying to manually open one of the keycard doors. The CDI member was able to pry 
off the keycard lock cover, and he was currently working on trying to trip the circuit in order to 
trigger the door to open. The man said, “Be patient. I’m working on it still.”” The other men were 
standing guard at the door that they had breached, and they were waiting to see if any more 
Omega members were showing up. After a few more moments, the man that was tampering with 


the door spoke, “Alright. Let’s see if this works.” The man clicked a hidden switch that was 


behind some wires, and the door beeped and opened. The other CDI member said, “Wow, I 
guess that ended up working. Let’s get inside.” 

The CDI members entered the next area, but the man who had been tampering with the 
door jammed it in order to prevent it from closing back up. As the men entered, they noticed that 
there was an anthro laying on the ground. One of the CDI members did not know what he was 
looking at, so he aimed his AKM at the anthro. Another CDI member spoke up, “Hey, hold your 
fire! That’s an anthro. Look. He has a tail.” The other CDI member lowered his AKM as he now 
recognized that he was looking at an anthro. However, the humans were beginning to feel that 
something was abnormal about the anthro they were looking at, “Is he dead? Who shot him?” 
When the CDI members arrived at the anthro, one of them prepared to roll the brown canoid 
over. However, another operative spoke up, “Hold it. Don’t touch him. Could be rigged with 
explosives.” 

“They have a fucking attack helicopter?” The laptop man asked. The camouflaged man 
replied, “That’s what it sounds like. We better hurry up and get into our helicopter if we want to 
make it out alive. We heard that it’s armed with a heavy turret as well. It already managed to 
take down a squad that went on the roof to fight CDI.” The laptop man shook his head as the two 
continued making their way downstairs in order to be on the same level as the hangar. They had 
already taken a shortcut through a catwalk. The laptop man then asked, “How likely is it that 
CDI is going to come in contact with our anthros that we have?” The camouflaged man replied, 
“Tf they make it past our maze, then it’s all over. That’s the whole point of the maze. It’s 
supposed to get intruders and escapees lost. They still have to make it past all of the keycard 
doors that we have up there; that is, unless they managed to take one of the keycards off of a 


dead ISG member.” The two humans descended their last flight of stairs, and the camouflaged 


man spoke, “Alright. This is it. The hangar is just beyond this door. The Security Chief took out 
his Level 5 keycard, and he inserted it into the slot. The door opened, and the two humans 
entered the hangar. 

Arcades’ eyes were drawn to the door that had just opened to his right. The fox watched 
as the two men from the upper catwalk were now in a plain view. The fox now was able to 
visually recognize the two men as the men that he had on video. Arcades knew that he could not 
let the men get away, for he had a feeling that they shared a great deal of responsibility for the 
doings of the Omega Foundation. The fox looked for his XMP-1, but he soon realized that he 
was missing the weapon. Arcades then remembered that he left the weapon in the L-ATV, so he 
now had nothing to attack or defend himself with. The fox turned his head, and he looked at the 
vehicle that was still blocking the path for more vehicles to travel through. Arcades knew that he 
would not have time to return to the vehicle. He looked at the helicopter, and he watched as the 
two men boarded it. He then watched as the ISG personnel climbed aboard the helicopter as well. 
The fox closed his eyes, and he took a deep breath. He knew what he needed to do. 

The fox opened his eyes, and he sprinted towards the helicopter as fast as he possibly 
could. The men closed the helicopter’s doors, but they surprisingly did not notice the black and 
white fox that was sprinting towards the MH-60X. The helicopter began to increase throttle, and 
it was just about to take flight. The fox continued sprinting, and he jumped as the helicopter 
began to take off. Arcades clutched the helicopter door’s handle, and he began holding on for 
dear life as he began to be lifted off of the ground. The fox’s feet that previously felt the ground 
now felt the air as the helicopter continued to ascend. Arcades noticed that the men had not 
locked the helicopter’s doors, so he was now pulling the handle downwards. The helicopter door 


began to slide to the right, and the men inside looked out to see nothing. The laptop man was the 


first to speak, “What the fuck! Who opened the damn door?” The camouflaged man did not see 
anybody holding onto the door, so he was not sure what was happening either. Arcades was still 
holding onto the handle, but there was nothing he could push himself off of in order to climb 
inside of the helicopter. He had to rely on the little upper body strength that he had. 

As the helicopter continued to ascend, the fox briefly looked down to see that he would 
surely die if he were to lose grip on the handle. The fox was not afraid of heights, but he was not 
too thrilled to know that a door handle was the only thing keeping him from turning into a 
splattered furry on the ground. Arcades knew that the men inside of the helicopter were armed, 
and he did not want to let them know that he was still holding onto the helicopter since he 
figured that they wouldn’t hesitate to kill him given the current pressing circumstances. Arcades 
heard footsteps approaching the door, and he could hear the voice of the camouflaged man, 
“Here, I’ll close the door.” When the fox heard this, he used his other hand to grab onto the door 
handle, and Arcades was now holding onto the door handle with both hands. Though the pads on 
the tips of his fingers and the top of his palm were holding the fox for now, he wasn’t sure how 
long he would be able to keep this up. 

The camouflaged man pulled the door to its closed position, and the fox moved along 
with it. The camouflaged man now noticed that the door failed to close completely, and this was 
because the handle was still in the downward position. The door began to slide back open again, 
and with it, the fox. The laptop man was now growing exceedingly impatient once again, “Oh for 
fuck’s sake...” The camouflaged man delivered a guess that served as his diagnosis of the 
situation, “The door is broken.” The laptop man shook his head, “Then go fucking see what 
broke it then.” Arcades could barely hear the men speaking over the noise that the Stealth Hawk 


was making, but he knew that he now had a limited amount of time to once again make a move. 


The fox could now see that he was no longer inside of the complex, as the helicopter had now 
cleared the hangar. The fox looked to the daylight sky, and he could see that it was now later in 
the afternoon; However, this did not matter to Arcades. The fox knew that he still had to stop 
these two men from escaping. 

Arcades looked at the floor of the Stealth Hawk, and he knew that he would have to make 
it in there some way or another. The fox then looked at the door he was hanging onto. The fox 
knew that if he would be able to raise himself high enough, then it would be easier for him to 
enter the helicopter. The fox decided that he would go through with this plan. Arcades used all of 
his upper body strength to lift his 130 pound body higher by putting all of his weight on the door 
handle. The fox hoped that he would not break the handle, but he figured that Sikorsky made 
decent handles for their line of S-70 helicopters. However, the fox still did not know if the 
handle was made by Sikorsky or an aftermarket third party. The fox was able to successfully pull 
himself up, but he had not entered the helicopter yet. 

As the helicopter began to pitch downwards, it started moving forwards. Arcades could 
feel that his tail was blowing in the air, and this served as a reminder to him that he needed to 
stop the Omega Foundation personnel from escaping. The fox looked to his left, and he watched 
as a human peeked out of the aircraft. The camouflaged man was in disbelief when he saw Kurt 
Hofmeier hanging off of the door. The camouflaged man scrambled to construct a sentence as 
Arcades was preparing to board the aircraft, “HOLY FUCKING SHIT--!” The man’s words 
were cut off as the fox sent his bare feet right into the man’s torso. The camouflaged man 
staggered backwards from the unsuspecting blow to the chest, and Arcades planted his feet 


inside of the helicopter. Everyone in the helicopter looked at the fox with a look of shock. 


The first men that attempted to do something were the two armed guards. Both of them 
raised their XMP-1’s, but they struggled to find the safety on the weapon since they never had to 
fire under such conditions before. Arcades saw the weapons, and he instantly remembered the 
unarmed combat techniques that he had taught himself. The fox grabbed the upper receiver of the 
weapon, and he pushed it to the left and away from his body. The fox then pushed himself into 
the man, and he positioned himself behind the operator so that he would be somewhat protected 
if the other armed guard were to open fire. However, this did not happen as the man did not want 
to risk accidentally shooting the wrong thing inside of the small enclosed space. The fox reached 
for the magazine release of the rifle, and he was still struggling against the man which weighed a 
great deal more than the six foot tall fox did. 

As the two humans struggled with the anthro, the laptop man recognized who was now 
aboard their helicopter, “Is that motherfucking Kurt Hofmeier?” The camouflaged man replied as 
he stood back up, “OH SHIT! That’s fucking him! How the fuck is he alive?” Arcades lost his 
balance during the scuffle, and he started to fall backwards. Fortunately for the fox, he caught 
himself on a rail that was on the ceiling of the helicopter. The fox quickly remembered that the 
only way out was down, and he would not let himself be the one to fall out of the aircraft. As the 
camouflaged man watched the struggle, he wanted to get rid of the fox once and for all. The 
Security Chief removed a Ruger Redhawk from his oversized holster, and he spoke, “Fuck this. 


? 


I’m ending this bitch once and for all!” The fox perked up an ear as he heard the hammer of the 
revolver being pulled back. The fox looked to his right, and he saw that a .44 magnum was now 
being pointed directly at his head. Arcades knew that he would die if something did not happen 
fast. As the Security Chief’s hand began to shake from the stress, he placed his finger on the 


trigger. When the fox noticed this, he immediately fell limp in order to avoid the shot. 


The camouflaged man fired the revolver, but the round ended up in the neck of the man 
that was currently struggling with the fox. The round went right through the man’s neck, as it 
was not protected by a ballistic vest or any other protective equipment. Human blood squirted in 
the air, and the guard immediately stopped struggling with the fox as he began choking on his 
own blood. The man held his mortally wounded throat in his hands, and he now recognized that 
he had less than a few minutes to live. The man turned towards the Security Chief, and the 
camouflaged man returned an equally shocked expression. The Security Chief watched as more 
blood began to drip down the man’s clothes, and some even landed on Arcades’ light gray fur. 
The blood was very visible on the fox’s neck. 

The pilot of Rattlesnake saw the MH-60X with his eyes, “Oh shit. That’s a helicopter.” 
The gunner did not see the Stealth Hawk, “Where’s that at?” The pilot replied, “Bearing... Uh... 
Let’s call it southwest. Here, I'll turn so you can see it.” The pilot yawed the helicopter to the left 
and was trying to help the gunner acquire a visual of the helicopter. The gunner looked at the 
radar, “I don’t see any radar signatures.” The pilot replied, “That thing doesn’t look like an 
ordinary helicopter. It might be some type of advanced stealth helicopter.” As the pilot continued 
to push down the left rudder pedal, the gunner was able to visually spot the MH-60X, “Oh, I see 
it now. I can’t tell what that thing is. Wait, is that a Black Hawk?” The pilot shook his head, but 
the gunner was not in a position to see this, “No, I don’t think so... Well, maybe. I dunno what 
that’s supposed to be.” The gunner began to zoom in with his targeting scope; However, he could 
not get a clear picture of what was happening inside of the helicopter. 

The mortally wounded man grabbed the shoulder of the Security Chief in a vain attempt 
to request assistance of any kind, but the camouflaged man knew that this was futile. He was 


now becoming tired of being bled on by the ISG member. Arcades was only watching in horror 


as the man was choking to death on his own blood. The fox couldn’t bear to watch the man 
suffer as he knew that there was nothing he could do to prolong his life save for repenting and 
trusting in Jesus for eternal salvation. The man now had seconds to live. 

The Security Chief grabbed the ISG member’s shoulder, and he shoved him out of the 
helicopter. The dying man tried to shout in protest, but this was unfruitful as there was only 
blood in his windpipe. Arcades looked up at the camouflaged man who now aimed the revolver 
back at the fox. Since the trigger pull of the Ruger Redhawk was pretty heavy, the camouflaged 
man was preparing to pull back the hammer manually in order to make it easier for him to fire 
the weapon accurately. He did not want to miss again. 

The other armed guard did not like watching his colleague get shoved out of the 
helicopter, “Hey man! What the fuck did you do that for?” The man aimed his XMP-1 at the 
camouflaged man. Arcades now was on the ground, but he was watching this drama unfold as he 
was watching the angry ISG man aim his rifle at his superior. The camouflaged man looked at 
the weapon barrel that was now pointed at him, “Stand the fuck down. Sit the fuck down, too. 
Stay out of this. This fucking fox right here is responsible for all of this!” The ISG member 
replied, “You threw him out of the fucking helicopter!” The fox watched as the revolver went 
from being pointed at him to be pointed at the last remaining armed ISG member. The 
camouflaged man spoke impatiently, “I won’t hesitate to make you the second one that gets a 
free ride to the ground either.” 

The fox scooted himself backwards towards the cockpit of the helicopter, and Arcades 
looked upwards to see that the singular pilot of the helicopter had briefly peeked back to check 
on the situation that was now unfolding in the helicopter. The laptop man spoke next, “Just 


fucking kill him already! You still have five rounds left!” The camouflaged man then locked 


back the hammer of the revolver, but when the ISG member heard this, he pulled the trigger on 
his own rifle. The camouflaged man felt himself get shot in the torso, and the laptop man 
immediately went to go and grab any weapon. He now wanted to kill Arcades and anyone else 
who may stand in his way. However, he stopped as he watched the Redhawk was now raised 
directly in front of his face. The Security Chief fired the revolver. 

The bullet from the revolver impacted directly between the eyes of the ISG member, 
which killed him almost instantly. The man began to fall backwards, but he was still holding 
onto the trigger of his XMP-1. The result was that the camouflaged man caught a few more 
rounds in his torso than he initially had, and this equated to half a magazine’s worth of rounds to 
be exact. The Site Director was faced with the scorching hot gas from the handgun. This gas 
went right into his eyes, and this blinded him. Not only was he now blind, his face was also 
seared from the scorching heat of the gunpowder. The laptop man screamed in agony, and 
Arcades could only sit back and watch. The now dead ISG member fell backwards on the other 
helicopter door while blood from the human’s head began spilling all over his face. The 
camouflaged man had fallen outside of the other door. He was the second man to fall from the 
helicopter. 

The laptop man heard the noise of the revolver dropping on the ground, but he could not 
tell where the revolver was. As a result, the Site Director, who was still in excruciating pain, was 
trying to locate the handgun. The man felt around for something that felt like a handle, so he 
stepped over the dead ISG member to find the weapon. While he was looking for the weapon, 
Arcades quietly reached over to grab the revolver. The laptop man did not forget that the fox was 
his target, “Fuck you! You damn fucking bitch ass fox! You’re the motherfucker behind all of 


this, you damn cunt! I swear on my fucking life, I’m going to kill you myself if it’s the last thing 


fucking I do!” Arcades did not shoot the man, but he watched as he blindly felt his way around 
the helicopter. At one point, the laptop man began grabbing the side of the closed door. He 
thought that he was reaching for the ISG member’s XMP-1, which was still aboard the 
helicopter. Arcades watched as the human was actually grasping the helicopter’s second door 
handle. 

The laptop man tried to perk a smile through the pain, as he thought that he had found the 
XMP-1, so he pulled upwards in order to grab it. However, when the man did this, the door 
swung open. The dead weight of the ISG member began to fall backwards as he no longer had 
the door to prop himself up against. The Site Director lost his grip on the handle as the second 
door swung open, and he began to yell as he discovered that he was about to fall. As he tried to 
keep himself inside of the helicopter, The XMP-1 that was connected to the ISG member’s sling 
swept the Site Director off of his feet. The laptop man began to scream as he realized that he was 
falling out of the helicopter, “OH DAMMIT, OH FUCK, OH SHIT, OH DAMMIT! YOU 
FUCKING FOX! YOU MOTHERFUCKING SON OF A BITCH! FUCKING FOX!” The laptop 
man finally lost his footing, and he fell with the dead ISG member. Arcades watched as the blind 
man plummeted to his doom along with another man who had already met his doom. Arcades 
was still holding the Ruger Redhawk in his hand, and he looked at the gun for a brief moment 
before looking back at the door. He did not understand how humans could be so cruel. 

“Holy shit! That’s the fourth one to fall. Two more of them just fell out of the 
helicopter.” Rattlesnake’s gunner spoke as he watched the last two humans fall. The Hind pilot 
then asked, ““We don’t have anybody in that helicopter. What do you think happened there?” The 
pilot was able to see the gunner as he shook his head, “I dunno man. Whoever is in there though 


is a fucking legend. Nobody takes down four people in a helicopter by shoving them out.” Little 


did the crew of Rattlesnake realize that Arcades did not harm a single human inside of that 
helicopter. The gunner then asked, “Are we going to shoot that chopper down?” To which the 
pilot replied, “No. We should track its location though, and we should see where it goes. Maybe 
the guy who took them down is somehow important. That Italian cat anthro told us about 
someone that he wanted to find here.” The gunner shrugged, “Alright then. I’ll alert one of the 
Mi-18s to go and follow it.” The gunner began speaking over the radio. 

Arcades looked at the pilot that was still flying the helicopter. The fox looked around the 
now empty crew space of the helicopter. Everyone who was in the helicopter with him was now 
dead, and the fox did not even harm any of them. Arcades looked at the blood that was on the 
floor, and he was careful as not to step on it. The fox closed one of the helicopter’s doors before 
checking to make sure that there were no more weapons inside of the helicopter. He looked back 
at the pilot, but he did not see to it that the pilot was armed. The fox opened the revolver’s 
cylinder, and he looked at the spent shell casings that were still in the cylinder. He could see the 
point on the center of the round where the hammer had hit the round. As Arcades inspected the 
weapon, he heard the pilot speak, “Are you going to kill me?” 

The fox looked at the human pilot and frowned. Arcades closed the weapon’s cylinder 
before opening it yet again. He recognized the Ruger Redhawk, as it was a revolver that he had 
used way back when he was a teenager. The fox emptied the weapon’s remaining ammunition 
into his hand before tossing the both the live and spent rounds outside of the helicopter. After the 
fox completed this, he sat the empty handgun on one of the seats before standing back up next to 
the pilot. Arcades looked at the pilot, who was wearing a navy blue flight suit, and he stepped 
over the center console unit. This uniform was very similar to the ISG members that Arcades 


witnessed when he infiltrated Facility Eleven. Arcades sat down in the second pilot seat before 


speaking to the pilot, “Buddy... The last thing I want to do is kill somebody. I hate it when 
people kill other people.” 

The pilot looked at the fox, “You’re not going to kill me?” The fox frowned and shook 
his head, “No. I will not.” The pilot took a good look at the fox, but Arcades did not notice this 
as the pilot was wearing a tinted visor attached to his helmet. The pilot spoke, “Hey, you’re that 
one fox. Kurt Hofmeier. Right?” Arcades raised an eyebrow, “Yes. That’s me. You probably 
heard whoever that one guy was say it.” The pilot continued speaking, “Actually I did not first 
hear your name there.” Arcades was curious, “What do you mean?” The pilot spoke, “You’re a 
pretty big celebrity here at Facility Five. The Site Director has been looking for you. That was 
the guy who fell out last after screaming at you.” Arcades shook his head, “I’m just one fox.” 

The pilot remembered what took place only a few days ago, ““When you first broke in 
here, I was the one who flew the helicopter to come and look for you. Do you remember seeing 
me, Kurt?” Arcades could not believe this conversation that they were having. Mere minutes 
ago, all hell's breaking loose in the helicopter. Now, the fox was having a discussion with an 
Omega Foundation pilot. The fox decided to answer the question, “I remember seeing you on my 
way out. I think I even had you on video.” The pilot nodded, “Yes, that’s right. I’ve seen the 
leaks too. You know, those two guys have been trying to remove those off of the internet with all 
of their might.” The fox looked up at the pilot as he continued flying, “Oh is that right? Well, I 
guess they really don’t want that stuff out there on the internet.” 

The pilot chuckled in response, “Heh, that’s right. You get to go down in history as the 
fox who rescued a couple thousand mindless anthros.” Arcades questioned the way the human 
described the anthros, “Mindless anthros?” The pilot spoke again, “Yes. The Omega Foundation 


breaks them down physically and mentally until they get to a point where they are literally able 


to do anything that we ask them. And I mean anything.” The fox remembered Cipher and Pixy, 
“Gosh... I know what you mean. Man... That’s exceedingly evil.” The pilot broke some news to 
the fox, “By the way, the Site Director thought you were dead. They staged that whole attack at 
CDI’s UK headquarters to capture you. You know, a black and white fox like you is worth a 
boatload of money.” 

“Boatload of money?” Arcades was not entirely sure what the human was speaking 
about. The pilot replied, “That’s right. They wanted to break you down physically and mentally 
just like they did with all of the other anthros. You look like a purebred fox too, and that’s 
mighty uncommon, my guy. Especially with that rare color pattern of yours. You’d sell for 
hundreds of millions.” Arcades only frowned, “I can’t believe I live in a world where anthros are 
made into sex slaves to be sold. You guys sell us anthros to humans or something?” The pilot 
shrugged, “Yes, humans. However, I don’t get to know them specifically.” Arcades looked at his 
hands, and they were still pretty clean. He did not get too much blood on his fur, even though 
none of it was his blood. 

“Look, Kurt. I don’t want to be a part of the Omega Foundation anymore. I’m willing to 
take you wherever you need to go. I can give you secrets about the Foundation and any 
information that you want to know. This job was not like I thought it would be.” Arcades was 
surprised that the human was telling him this, “Are you for real?” The human replied, “I know 
you’re a fox, so you’re pretty used to lying. I want to make sure that you know that I am not a 
fox like you.” Arcades did not appreciate this expression, but he ignored it, “A-Alright... Can 
you answer something for me real quick?” The pilot asked, ““What’s that?” The fox replied, 
“Were you the pilot that flew during Hong Kong? Also, were you the pilot that flew in Denver 


earlier this week?” 


The pilot flipped up his visor and looked at the fox face to face, “That’s something. 
Looks like you and I have bumped into each other several times before. I was flying during both 
of those missions.” Arcades nodded slowly, “Gosh. I guess it is a small world...” The pilot 
chuckled, “Heh, you’re quite the operator yourself, aren’t you?” Arcades shook his head, “Uh... 
I’ve never been formally trained. I did everything all by myself.” The pilot raised his eyebrows, 
“Really? Well... You definitely are something, aren’t you?” The fox shrugged, “I suppose so... 
Hey, also. Do you know what happened to my base?” The pilot replied, “Aren’t you Fox 
Security?” Arcades hesitated for a split second before answering, “Yes, but no. I was the owner 
before it disbanded.” The pilot slowly nodded, “Disbanded? When did that happen.” 

Arcades recalled the memory when forty of his employees decided to call it quits, “They 
all left. I knew that we weren’t safe, so I wanted to get everyone out. Did you guys ever attack 
my base?” The pilot remembered flying to Arcades’ base, “That was your place? I’m sorry...” 
Arcades raised his eyebrows, “Really? What happened?” The pilot spoke about the mission, “I 
flew them in. They were looking for you. This must’ve happened after you left to go to Europe, 
right? Otherwise they would have caught you there.” Arcades’ question was unanswered, “What 
happened to my base?” The pilot finally answered the question, “They destroyed it. I can take 
you there if you want. I still know where it is, and it’s kinda on the same heading that we’re 
currently going on now.” Arcades decided that he wanted to see his old home, “Yes. Take me 
there. I want to see it for myself.” The pilot replied, “Alright, Kurt. It’s gonna take us about 
thirty or so minutes until we get there, though. I guess all we can really do is talk until then.” 

As the fox and the Omega pilot continued talking, the conversation eventually turned 
back to what Arcades had been doing back at Facility Five, “Yeah. I didn’t really know what I 


could do by myself. All of the anthros in there looked to be pretty far into the brainwashing or 


whatever it is you guys call it. When I got compromised, I eventually just decided that I would 
cause as much damage as possible until I was captured or killed.” The pilot was mildly surprised 
to hear this, “You came alone? Then how did CDI show up?” This was news to the fox, “CDI? 
They ended up coming here?” The pilot nodded, “That’s right. One of their helicopters is 
following us right now, as well.” Arcades looked at the rear view mirror, and he could indeed see 
a tan Mil Mi-18 Hip following the Stealth Hawk. 

“Well, I guess that’s right. That Hip definitely belongs to CDI,” Arcades spoke as he 
recognized the color scheme of the helicopter. The pilot said, “What happened at Ipswich? You 
had Omega pretty convinced that you died there.” Arcades answered without giving too much 
information away, “I escaped via the helipad on the roof. I got up there before you guys could 
reach me. I then met back up with CDI later that night, and I tried to convince them that Facility 
Five was real.” The pilot then said, “Well, whatever you said must’ ve worked then. Otherwise, 
they wouldn’t have come here.” Arcades was confused, “Wait... They never believed me. I came 
here by myself because of that.” The pilot responded, “Then something must’ve happened 
because they surely would not stumble upon this place with a Super Hind, a few Hips, and about 
a platoon or so of operators.” 

Arcades was wondering why CDI decided to believe him now. The fox then looked out 
the window, and he could see that his base was now coming into view. The pilot spoke, “Looks 
like we’re just about here. I’ll put her down here. I guess this is where the flight ends, as I bet 
that CDI has been following us to see where we’re gonna go.” The fox could see that the Mi-18 
was still following them. The pilot pulled the stick aft, and the helicopter slowed to a hover. 


Once this was achieved, the pilot began to balance the helicopter as he decreased the throttle in 


order to bring the helicopter to the ground. When the pilot was getting low to the ground, he 
deployed the retractable landing gear which the MH-60X had in order to decrease its profile. 

The helicopter gently touched down on the ground, and the pilot disabled the engine. 
Arcades turned to the pilot and said, “Thank you.” The pilot gave a playful salute to the fox, 
“Hey, I’m happy to get out of the hellhole that is the Omega Foundation. That place was not 
worth working for at all. I don’t care how much they paid me to do it.” Arcades did not say 
anything further, as he only stood up from where he was sitting. Ast the fox was getting up, the 
pilot noticed that Arcades was not wearing shoes. The pilot asked, “Hey Kurt. Why are you 
barefoot, anyways?” Arcades did not feel like answering that specific question, “Gosh, that is 
truly a long story. You’ll probably figure it out later.” 

The fox grabbed the Ruger Redhawk that was on the seat before dropping it in his shorts 
pocket, to which the grip of the handgun was sticking out of his pocket. After stepping over more 
blood, the fox opened the helicopter’s door, and he stepped out. The fox looked at what was left 
of his base. He was glad that he was able to escape before the demise of the base. Arcades 
looked up and down the rubble of the building that he previously called his home. The fox’s 
sorrow was interrupted by the sound of a second helicopter that was approaching his position. 
When the helicopter arrived, it landed on the other side of the base. The side door of the Hip 
opened, and several humans from Castle Defense Industries stepped out. One man among the 
men stood out to the fox. Arcades now could recognize that the man he was seeing was not a 
human, but he was a cat. The cat was wearing a green uniform with tan equipment. The fox 
immediately recognized who the cat was. 

The fox spoke, “Bobby. Is that you?” The cat stood in front of the fox, “Kurt. You are 


absolutely a fucking madman.” This remark immediately confirmed the cat’s identity to the fox. 


Arcades smiled as he was happy to see Bocchino again. The cat hugged the fox, and Arcades 
embraced the cat. The cat spoke, “You were right the entire time, Kurt. I’m sorry I treated you 
like shit earlier.” Arcades replied, “It’s alright. I forgive you. That’s what Jesus would want me 
to do anyways.” Bocchino finally finished hugging the fox, “You always find a way to bring 
Jesus into everything don’t you? You always seem to get a little preachy.” Arcades continued 
smiling as he spoke, “Hey, the Bible does say to go out into the world and preach the Word of 
God to all creation. You are part of that creation.” 

Bocchino lightly hit the fox in the chest with the side of his fist, “You fucking bastard. I 
didn’t think you’d make it out of there after all of that.” Arcades shrugged, “And I did it all 
without hurting anybody.” Bocchino closed his eyes and shook his head, “I’m not too sure how 
you managed to do that. Actually, I don’t know how you keep fucking getting away with that. 
How the fuck can you do all of these missions and not hurt anybody?” Arcades replied, “The 
Bible says to be wise as a serpent, but to also be as harmless as a dove.” Bocchino shook his 
head while he smiled, “That’s Kurt Hofmeier for you...” The cat then looked around, but he was 
missing somebody. Bocchino then asked, “Hey, where’s Jason?” Arcades replied, “He’s still at 
Sealand.” The cat suddenly raised his eyebrows, “Are you kidding me? You tried taking on 
Omega all by yourself?” Arcades nodded. 

“Dammit man! If I never convinced CDI to come and help you, then you wouldn’t have 
been able to do it.” Arcades now had his answer, “So, you ended up getting CDI to help after all? 
When did this happen?” Bocchino replied, “Well, after I cussed you out and left, I kinda felt like 
a massive dickhead for doing so. I went back to CDI that night, and I was able to tell them all 
about everything. I showed them the evidence that you had uploaded from Sealand. That ended 


up being enough for them to be willing to come and help out. Especially since Omega was 


responsible for that attack on their HQ in England.” Arcades nodded, “Alright, looks like I 
understand now. I’m really thankful that you did this, Bobby.” 

Bocchino smiled back, “Yeah. I wouldn’t have it any other way.” The cat looked over at 
the Stealth Hawk, and he could see that the former Omega Foundation pilot was leaning up 
against the helicopter’s body, “Who the fuck is that?” Arcades replied, “You’ve seen him before, 
but you never met him. His name is Jim MacReady. He used to be a pilot for the Omega 
Foundation.” Bocchino shook his head in confusion, “Former pilot for Omega? Ain’t that one of 
their helicopters?” Arcades nodded, “Yes. That’s the helicopter that Omega used back in Denver. 
You also saw it during my first escape from the facility.” Bocchino looked closely at the human 
that was still wearing the pilot helmet, “Are you sure we can trust him?” Arcades replied, “He’s 
kinda all we have left now. Besides, he’s willing to tell us whatever we need to know about the 
Omega Foundation.” 

Bocchino looked back at the fox, “Alright, Kurt. I guess I’ll take your word for now. 
Wow, I never thought that I would tell a fox that I would take his word for something.” Arcades 
was not amused, “That’s not funny, Bobby.” The cat responded, “Chill, Kurt. I’m just fucking 
with you. Anyways, I got you something.” The cat lifted up one of the velcro flaps on his 
uniform, and he removed a pair of ASP Ultra Hinged Handcuffs. Arcades recognized the distinct 
look of the restraints, “You got me a pair of ASPs?” The cat nodded, “Yeah, I guess that’s a way 
I can say that I’m sorry. You and Jason can use that for whatever it is you guys do.” Arcades 
briefly shook his head, “I’m not a homosexual, Bobby.” Bocchino nodded in response, “Yeah, 
sure. Just take these already.” 

Arcades grabbed the restraints, and he inspected them in his hand. He was surprised by 


how light the handcuffs felt in his hand compared to the other brands that he had. The cuffs were 


entirely black except for the hinge that linked the two cuffs together. Arcades noticed this, 
“Looks like these are the aluminum ones. That’s why the bows are black.” Bocchino was not as 
familiar with the terminology, “Whatever you say, Kurt.” Arcades cycled the handcuffs a few 
times before pocketing them. He then asked the cat, “Say, what’s going to happen next, 
anyways?” Bocchino replied, “Well, CDI managed to secure the complex. They’re collecting all 
the anthros now. We’re going to take them somewhere, but we’re not sure yet. There’s a damn 
bunch of ‘em in there. They’ve got thousands of them that they’ve found already.” 

Arcades was astonished by the sheer numbers, “Thousands of them? Gosh, that’s worse 
than I thought.” Bocchino nodded, “Yeppers. That’s only one facility too. I can’t imagine how 
the others are like.” Arcades shook his head, “I know. It’s really unfortunate. We can’t just sit 
and do nothing about it. Think about all of those other anthros that are trapped there.” Bocchino 
nodded and smiled, “Yep. I had a feeling you’d say something like that.” Arcades replied, “What 
do you mean?” Bocchino then responded, “You’re Kurt motherfucking absolute madman 
Hofmeier, that’s what I mean.” Arcades smiled. Though he did not enjoy being called by such 
names, he was glad to know that there were no hard feelings between him and Bocchino. 

“Hey, Bobby. I just remembered something important.” The cat looked at the fox, 
“What’s that, Kurt?” The fox then spoke, “I need to let Jason know that the mission was a 
success.” The cat chuckled, “Heh, how do you want me to do that?” Arcades responded, “Do you 
have your phone with you?” Bocchino removed his phone from another pocket, “I sure do. What 
do you want to do?” Arcades suggested, “How about you take a picture with me. We can email it 
to Sealand. Jason ought to see it then.” Bocchino nodded slowly, “Alright, whatever you say, 
Kurt.” The cat opened his camera application, and he got himself and Arcades in the frame next 


to their destroyed base. The cat took the picture after both of the anthros managed to smile. The 


fox captioned the photo, “Mission Accomplished,” before sending it to Sealand’s email address 
that Arcades was able to provide to the cat. 

“So Kurt, you stopped Omega, at least for now,” the cat spoke. Arcades smiled as he was 
glad the whole ordeal was now over. The fox then frowned and said, “Don’t forget that there are 
other Omega Foundation facilities out there. We are far from being done.” Bocchino shrugged, 
“Then I guess we have a lot of work to do still.” The fox smiled, “That’s right. I trust that we 
have a bunch of new people to help us as well?” Bocchino looked at the humans that the fox was 
mentioning, “It seems that way.” Arcades nodded after hearing the cat’s response. The cat asked 
the fox one last question, “So, what do you want to do now, Saint Arcades?” The fox looked at 
the place which he once called his home before looking at the Stealth Hawk and the Hip. The fox 
then looked back at Bocchino. Saint Arcades finally smiled before he spoke, “But none of these 
things move me, neither count I my life dear unto myself, so that I might finish my course with 
joy, and the ministry, which I have received of the Lord Jesus, to testify the gospel of the grace 


of God. And that is exactly what I plan on doing. Amen.” 


Book Two 


INVISIBLE 
WAK 





“For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against 
the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high places.” 
Ephesians 6:12 


“But thou, O man of God, flee these things; and follow after righteousness, godliness, faith, love, 
patience, meekness. Fight the good fight of faith, lay hold on eternal life, whereunto thou art also 
called, and hast professed a good profession before many witnesses.” 

1 Timothy 6:11-12 


“But and if ye suffer for righteousness’ sake, happy are ye: and be not afraid of their terror, 
neither be troubled; But sanctify the Lord God in your hearts: and be ready always to give an 
answer to every man that asketh you a reason of the hope that is in you with meekness and fear: 
Having a good conscience; that, whereas they speak evil of you, as of evildoers, they may be 
ashamed that falsely accuse your good conversation in Christ.” 

1 Peter 3:14-16 


Chapter 1 


Return to Sealand 


Inside of a World War II era Maunsell Fort sat a human at a computer desk. The man 
scrolled through the active window on his computer as he read the information displayed on his 
Dell monitor. The Prince of Sealand looked at the calendar-clock combination at the corner of 
his computer’s graphical interface. The Prince considered the amount of time that had passed 
since he had last seen Saint Arcades. The Prince wondered where the fox was and what he was 
doing, but he did not believe the fox had much of a chance anyways. The human wondered if the 
fox was able to complete the seemingly impossible mission that he left to undertake all by 
himself. The Prince remembered back to the footage he had seen previously when the fox first 
brought himself and his problems to the micronation. He understood the sheer risk of a task the 
fox left to undertake. Doubt remained in the Prince’s mind as he spoke his thoughts aloud. 

“Bloody hell... There’d be no way in hell he’d be able to get that job done.” The Prince 
knew that he was still letting Jason, the fox’s wolf colleague, stay at Sealand for the time being 
since Arcades brought him to the fort. He wasn’t even sure why the wolf was even bothering to 
still stay, for the Prince felt that the wolf also considered the chances of the fox to return. They 
ranged from extraordinarily slim at best to plainly impossible at worst. The human kept the wolf 
in his thoughts, and he remembered that he had not even seen Jason interact with him for a good 
while. The Prince knew that Jason could not leave Sealand without a boat or helicopter of some 


kind, and he knew that both means of transportation were unavailable to the wolf. The fox was 


the one to fly the helicopter to Sealand in the first place, and a boat would take some time to 
reach the micronation in order to let the wolf go. Even if Jason were to leave Sealand, he would 
not have anywhere to go. He did not even live in the neighboring United Kingdom. 

Thinking about the helicopter which suddenly showed up at Sealand a couple days prior, 
the Prince remembered that the HH-60 Pave Hawk was still on Sealand’s only helipad. The 
helicopter was out of fuel as well, and a machine weighing in at seven metric tons would be a 
definite hassle for the human to figure out how to remove it from Sealand. The Prince hoped that 
Arcades would return just to fly the helicopter away, but the Prince knew that it wouldn’t be that 
easy. The Pave Hawk still lacked the fuel necessary to fly to the mainland United Kingdom, and 
the Prince was unsure as to how he would be able to have it refueled. After all, Sealand was 
practically located between the border of the English Channel and the North Sea. The only 
solution he could devise would be to have a boat with the necessary fuel sail all the way out to 
Sealand from the mainland to fuel the helicopter. It would be a very costly expense for a 
commercial fisherman to undertake. The Prince began to think about Jason yet again, and he 
knew that the wolf was showing signs of depression since Arcades had left. The human began to 
feel sorry for the wolf, but he quickly remembered that humans were not really supposed to feel 
sorry for members of the Anthro sapiens species. 

The Prince looked at his computer screen again after finishing his thoughts, and he 
looked back at the date and time that his computer displayed. The clock read only a couple 
minutes since he started his moment of reflection. He then remembered something which he 
forgot to do that morning. The Prince needed to check Sealand’s email inbox. The Prince logged 
on to his email server, and he opened the inbox within the same minute. The Prince already 


noticed that he had at least one new email, notated by a red mail icon. The Prince opened the 


unread emails, and he immediately noticed an email that was titled, “Mission Accomplished”. 
The human was in disbelief for a moment, and he was not even sure if the email was about what 
he was just thinking about. Feeling curious, the Prince clicked on the email, and he saw that there 
was an image as the email’s attachment. Skeptical about what could be hidden within an email’s 
attachments, the Prince decided to take his chances out of sheer curiosity. 

The image loaded, and the Prince immediately recognized the two anthros that were in 
the picture. One was a tall black and white fox while the other was a short tabby cat. In the 
background of the photo was the remains of a destroyed building. The Prince was not sure if the 
remains were that of the Omega Foundation’s secret facility, or if it was something else entirely. 
Nevertheless, the Prince stared at the image in astonishment. He had no idea how Arcades was 
able to pull the mission off, but he did see the cat that was in the same frame. The Prince 
remembered the cat’s name, and he then remembered the last time he saw the cat. However, the 
last time the human saw the cat in person was when he verbally cursed the fox and seemingly 
abandoned him. He was surprised to see both of them together again. 

The Prince assumed that Bobby Bocchino decided to end up working with the fox again 
due to pressing circumstances. When the Prince remembered the cat’s name, he tried to 
remember what the fox’s real name was. After a few seconds of thinking, the human 
remembered what the fox’s name was. The Prince spoke aloud to himself again and shook his 
head in astonishment, “Kurt Hofmeier... That damn fox is a bloody madman to have done that 
all by himself.” The Prince finally remembered who he needed to relay the information to. The 
human picked up a handheld Motorola radio that was standing on his desk, and he spoke into the 
microphone while he held the PTT, “Sean, can you go tell the wolf to come and see me? I have 


something to show him.” 


“Yeah, if you keep going straight, we’ll make it there,” the fox spoke to the human and 
the anthro that were on the boat with him. The human was the first one to ask a question, “Kurt, 
where are we exactly supposed to be going?” The cat answered the question before the fox 
could, “Some rusty shack on concrete that’s in the middle of the damn ocean.” The fox frowned 
as he looked towards the cat, “Come on Bobby, is that how you’d describe it? It’s called The 
Principality of Sealand.” The cat replied as the fox looked back to the open water, “Sealand... It 
ain’t even land. The damn thing is made out of rusty iron and weathered concrete. I’m surprised 
that shit’s still standing.” The human spoke again, “Bobby, is that what it is supposed to be 
called? Sealand?” Bocchino answered the question without looking at the human, “Yeah... It is, 
Jim.” The human had another question, “Why couldn’t we just fly there? Nothing’s wrong with 
the helicopter we took with us.” 

Keeping his eyes on the water, Arcades answered, “We already have my Pave Hawk 
that’s on the helipad, and they’ve only got room for one helicopter.” Jim shrugged, “Well, I 
guess we can take that one back.” The fox nodded as he continued driving the small boat, 
“That’s right. We just need to get it fueled first.” Jim raised an eyebrow, “What do you mean 
fueled? Does it not have any?” Arcades replied to the human’s question, “We kinda ran out of 
gas. We had just enough to make it to Sealand from Ipswich. That’s where we originally landed 
in the first place.” The fox wished that he was wearing his Oakley glasses, but he had left them 
on the fort with the rest of his equipment. Jim was now beginning to see something far off in the 
distance, “What’s that place over there? Twelve o’clock from us?” Arcades replied before 
Bocchino could, “That’s Sealand. That’s where we’re heading.” Jim asked the fox another 
question, “What do we need to get from there besides that helicopter?” Arcades replied, “All of 


my stuff. I didn’t bring any of it with me. I went into that facility with practically nothing on me. 


We also need to pick up a friend of mine.” Jim asked the fox one last question since he did not 
know about any other friends or acquaintances which the fox had, “Who’s your friend?” Arcades 
answered, “He’s a wolf, and he is awaiting my return.” 

Jason walked into the Prince’s computer room after Sean escorted him to meet the Prince. 
The wolf entered the room and asked, ““What do you need to show me?” The human turned to 
face the wolf that was standing a few feet away from him, “I’ve got news for you.” When the 
wolf heard these words, he began to think about Arcades, “Is it Kurt?” The Prince couldn’t stop 
himself from smiling. Jason immediately knew what the Prince had news about, so the wolf 
asked, “Is he alright?” The Prince scooted away from his desk to let the wolf view what was on 
the screen, “See for yourself, mate.” The light gray wolf stepped forwards and looked at the 
computer screen. He recognized Arcades and Bocchino, and he also recognized where they were 
standing in front of. The wolf displayed a genuinely happy smile on his face, and he spoke, “He 
made it! Is he coming back here?” The Prince shrugged in response, “I don’t know about that. I 
mean, I would expect him to come back, but it doesn’t say anything about when he would return. 
At least we both know that he’s not dead or anything.” Jason nodded, “‘That’s a huge relief.” The 
wolf looked at the picture, and he tried to remember the last time he saw the fox in person. Jason 
asked the Prince, “Say, when was this picture sent?” 

The Prince shot a quick look at the timestamp that was included with the email before 
speaking, “This was sent last night it looks like; However, time zones are different, so I’m not 
sure exactly what time it was over there when he sent it.” The wolf studied the image again, 
trying to decipher when Arcades sent the email including the image. “It looks like it’s daylight, 
but it also looks close to sunset.” The Prince shrugged, “Your guess is as good as mine.”” When 


the human finished speaking, he heard the Motorola radio on his desk sound after a brief second 


of static, “Your Highness, there is a small boat approaching Sealand.” The Prince picked up the 
radio and proceeded to ask, ““Who’s aboard the boat?” Sean replied by speaking into the radio, 
“Come and see for yourself. I think you’ ll recognize them.” 

“How are we supposed to get up there?” Jim asked Arcades. The fox replied, “They have 
a crane up there that they can use to bring us up.” Arcades looked up at the platform as he saw 
three figures emerge from the building. The fox recognized all three of them. Jason was the first 
to greet the fox by shouting from where he was standing on the raised platform, “Kurt! Welcome 
back! I’m so glad you made it out of there alive, mate!” Bocchino and Jim both looked at Jason 
as the wolf continued to shout to the fox. Jim was next to speak, but he did not yell, “Hey Kurt, 
I’m not sure if this is the best place to talk from.” The fox smiled as he looked at the human, 
“Yeah, you’re right. Here, they’Il let us up in a moment.” Arcades replied to the wolf with his 
request, and he made sure to speak loud enough for the people on Sealand to hear him, “Hey, can 
you guys let us up there?” 

Sean moved to the crane’s controls, and he started the crane. After the crane spent about a 
minute starting up, he extended the crane’s arm downwards towards the water in order to set the 
platform that the boat would be able to ride on as it would rise onto Sealand. The crane’s 
attached platform entered the water, and it was sitting deep enough for Arcades to drive the boat 
on. The fox gave the boat throttle, and he was successfully able to seat the boat on the canted 
platform. Once Arcades was in place, he waited a few seconds for Sean to lift the boat up with 
the platform. The fox held onto the side of the boat as it began to ascend, for he did not want to 
fall in the water. Bocchino and Jim did not hold onto the boat. Rather, they only stood straight up 
and watched as the platform continued to rise higher and higher all the while mechanical noise 


from the crane itself continued. The fox looked at Sealand’s large concrete support bars that 


securely held it above water, and he was impressed with how long the water fort was able to stay 
standing. He knew that the British Armed Forces no longer had any use for the forts since there 
were no more German U-Boats that were threatening the British mainland. Finally reaching the 
top of the fort, the fox looked straight at Jason, who was eagerly awaiting his return. 

The wolf was now standing at the ledge which the boat had been hoisted to. Feeling that 
it was now safe to disembark from the small boat, Arcades was the first to exit the boat. 
Immediately upon stepping onto Sealand’s main deck, Jason wrapped his arms around Arcades’ 
remarkably thin body and embraced him. The fox let out a small chuckle, “Heh, I don’t think 
anyone’s ever been this excited to see someone like me before.” Jason pulled himself closer to 
the fox as he replied, “I’m so glad you made it back, mate.” Arcades finally was able to hug the 
wolf back after Jason realized that he was holding the fox’s thin arms down. Arcades spoke 
again, “I’m glad I made it back here, too.” Bocchino stepped on the deck with Jim, and the cat 
passed by Jason before stopping to look at the two reuniting anthros. 

The Prince of Sealand and Sean were the next to gather on the main deck after they came 
back down from the crane controls. The Prince looked at the cat, “I didn’t expect to see you back 
here.” Bocchino shrugged, “What can I say? I guess I go where he goes. I seem to make it out 
alive that way.” The Prince remembered what happened mere days ago, “I hope you don’t call 
this glorious nation what you did before.” Bocchino shook his head slowly in a halfway genuine 
manner, “No, no. I wouldn’t do that. Not again, at least.” The Prince detected sarcasm in the 
cat’s voice, but he decided to let it go. Bocchino’s thoughts on the aging sea fort were not worth 
getting angry over. The human then directed his attention to the human that he had not seen 
before, “Who’s this guy?” Jason finally let go of the fox after embracing him for a solid minute, 


and Arcades introduced the Prince of Sealand to Jim, “That guy’s name is Jim MacReady. He’s a 


former Omega Foundation pilot. He’s joining us since he defected from the Foundation.” The 
Prince raised his eyebrows as he studied the navy blue flight suit that Jim was wearing, “Damn, 
really?” Arcades nodded and replied, “That’s right. He flew the Stealth Hawk that you saw on 
the video during my first infiltration of the facility. We brought it here with us.” 

The Prince looked around, but he did not see the helicopter Arcades mentioned, “What? 
Is this thing bloody invisible? Where is it?” Arcades shook his head as he realized the Prince was 
starting to become confused, “Oh, no. We have it at CDI’s base.” The Prince scratched his neck, 
“T thought Castle Defense Industries didn’t want to work with us? We went there just a few days 
ago, and you remember how they ran us out, don’t you?” The fox looked towards Bocchino, and 
the cat began to speak, “I stayed behind, and I ended up convincing CDI to help out. If I’m gonna 
be honest, then I think that me spending the extra time to convince them was the best thing I did. 
I really don’t think Kurt would have been able to make it out of that madhouse if we didn’t 
intervene.” The Prince looked at the cat, and he could tell that Bocchino was wearing khaki and 
green combat attire, which was very similar to the uniform CDI operatives wore. 

Bocchino looked up at the helicopter that was still parked on the helipad when Arcades 
landed at Sealand a few days ago, “By the way, Kurt arranged for some guys who are going to be 
coming over tomorrow to fill up the helicopter. I guess you can say we’ll be staying here until 
that happens.” The Prince turned back around, and he saw the Pave Hawk that was on the 
helipad, “Right... Well, I guess you all can stay tonight. Probably for the better, too. I’m not sure 
how much Omega knows, but I wouldn’t want to risk something happening if you guys left right 
now.” When Arcades heard the Prince mention Omega again, he turned to Jim and asked, “Say 
Jim, what does Omega know? Do you happen to know anything about that?” The former Omega 


pilot answered, “As far as I know, word about you guys has not left Facility Five. I guess you 


can consider yourself a ghost again, Kurt. Unless the Site Director told some other facility 
elsewhere.” The fox wanted some reassurance, “How likely is it that word has already spread to 
other facilities?” Jim shook his head and shrugged, “I really dunno, Kurt. Alpha-Omega team is 
still alive, and they were the first ones to see you. They lost one member on the train mission that 
you guys pulled earlier last week. They’re the guys who you ran into at Facility Eleven and at 
Hong Kong. However, they don’t know your name, or at least they don’t know you the last time 
I remember. They were not at Facility Five when you were there.” 

Jason remembered the train mission, and he did remember shooting a human, “Uh... Did 
you say that the Alpha-Omega squad lost a member on the train mission?” The human nodded 
after he directed his attention to the wolf, “That’s right. They only have seven members now.” 
Jason remembered what the human that he killed was wearing, “I shot somebody that was 
wearing blue and black on the train. All of the other guys I saw were wearing that light gray 
camouflage.” Jim displayed a look of impressment on his face, “Looks like you were the one to 
down him. You must’ve caught him off guard or something. Those guys are some of the best 
operatives that Omega could find. Most of them are from Delta Force, DEVGRU, and the Air 
Force PJs. Omega typically pools from US Special Forces groups to supply men to that unit.” 

The Prince of Sealand had something to comment, “Wait, hold on there mate. The 
Omega Foundation has been gathering elite operatives from the United States?” Jim looked at 
the Prince, “Yeah, that’s correct. Before I was in Omega, I was a pilot for the US Navy. I flew 
MH-60 Sea Hawks during some military operations. One of the SOCOM guys who joined the 
Omega Foundation found me after I was discharged, and he invited me to fly for Omega. I didn’t 
think much of it at first, but they later had me transporting anthros that they had captured. I 


wasn’t entirely sure I wanted to do it at that point, but I knew I couldn’t tell anybody about it. 


They kept an importance on secrecy as a huge part of their operations.” Arcades became curious, 
“Is Omega directly involved with the US Government?” Upon hearing the fox’s question, 
Bocchino rolled his eyes as he muttered under his breath, “Ah shit, here we go again...” 

Jim halfway squinted as he thought about all of the people from Omega that he knew, 
“Ehh... Not exactly. Omega is more or less looking for people who are good at keeping secrets. 
SOCOM is a good place for them to look as many of the members are highly skilled, and they 
are typically willing to keep secrets. After all, many of them were already involved in secret 
raids and other operations anyways. They’re more or less used to keeping things on the secret 
side. However, that just goes for the Internal Security Group since many of them are former US 
military members and former PMCs. I’m not too sure about what goes on in Omega’s other 
departments. They don’t tell us ISG guys about what happens outside of the ISG. I also don’t 
really know who makes up their personnel for their overseas facilities. I didn’t spend much time 
at their other facilities, and they never toured me around their facilities. They mainly had me 
carry ISG members or captured anthros around.” 

The Prince wanted more information from Jim, ““Why did they recruit you to be a pilot?” 
Jim looked at the Prince and answered the question, “I already said that one of the SOCOM guys 
found me after I got discharged from the Navy. I guess he felt that I was a good pilot or 
something. I don’t really have an answer for that.” The Prince asked another question, “Was he 
part of Alpha-Omega?” Jim shook his head, “No, but he was part of the regular ISG. He was 
actually in the helicopter with me when Kurt boarded it. Somehow, Kurt managed to clear the 
entire helicopter without hurting anybody himself.” The wolf looked at the fox with a look of 
astonishment before asking, “How did you do that, Kurt?” Arcades began to explain the events 


that took place the previous day, “I jumped on the helicopter as it was taking off. I was chasing 


those two guys that were in that one conference room at Omega when I infiltrated there the first 
time. I couldn’t let them get away with what they were responsible for.” The fox took a pause as 
he looked down at the deck. He again noticed that he was the only one that was still not wearing 
shoes. Jim had already noticed this fact about Arcades, and he never understood why some 
anthros would choose to be barefoot. However, Jim did not care enough about this detail to say 
anything about it. 

The fox continued speaking, ““When I got aboard the helicopter, the two of those ISG 
operatives tried to fight me, but they were killed by friendly fire.” Jason was confused, “Friendly 
fire? How did this happen?” Arcades attempted to explain the situation, “Those two guys really 
wanted me dead. So much so that they were willing to shoot through their own bodyguards to 
kill me.” The wolf was having a hard time believing the fox, so he decided to ask the human, “Is 
that how it went down?” Jim chuckled before speaking, “Heh, I know that foxes are seen as liars, 
but I figured that you’d at least believe the fox that you were so eager to see when he got back. 
Yes, of course he’s telling the truth.” Jason realized what was implied, so he turned to the fox, 
“Oh... I’m sorry Kurt.” Arcades didn’t seem to have taken offense, “Don’t worry about it 
Jason.” After the brief exchange, the Prince finally remembered the reason why Arcades left to 
begin with, “What about those anthros that were in the facility? Were any of them able to be 
liberated?” The cat answered the question, “CDI freed them after all of the Foundation bastards 
were killed. I have no idea what they plan on doing with them, but it’s probably miles better 
compared to what the Foundation was doin’ to them.” Jim shrugged, “Anything is better than 
Omega, man.” Arcades was the next to comment, “I just wish that I had some say in as to what 
happened to them. The bad thing is I wouldn’t even know what to do with them. How many did 


you say they kept there, Bobby?” 


The cat remembered how many anthros Omega was holding captive before replying, “If 
I’m remembering this right, Omega had a grand total of three thousand eight hundred and five 
anthros locked up in that compound.” The Prince, Sean, and Jason all displayed looks of 
astonishment on their faces. The Prince commented on the sheer number of anthros, “Damn! 
Blimey, how much do those anthros even go for? Must be a bloody holiday for Omega!” Jim 
answered the question regarding the cost of an anthro, “It varies depending on the anthro’s race 
and willingness to serve. Anthros typically start at around five hundred thousand American 
dollars. However, at that price, you’d be getting a mixed race mutt that would be somewhat 
reluctant to do certain things.” The Prince was feeling rather curious, ““What type of things, 
might I ask?” Jim decided to tell the truth, for he had nothing to fear now, “A $500,000 red-tier 
anthro would not typically be willing to do watersports, scat, or CBT. At that rate, they haven’t 
even been at the Foundation for very long at all. Though there were a few other things... Of 
course, many would just force them to do it. It’s really not that hard to get them to accept it after 
a little while, but you did ask me what the cheapest anthro you could get does.” The Prince 
looked puzzled, “Mate, what the fuck is CBT?” 

Arcades stepped back and watched, for he already knew what the acronym stood for. The 
fox wanted to do something to intervene, but he felt that sometimes the truth was a dish best 
served cold. Jim spoke, “It stands for cock and ball torture.” The Prince winced, “The fuck? 
What the bloody hell are they selling those anthros for exactly?” Jim was quick to answer the 
question, “Sex slavery. Not sure if you knew this or not, but the financial elite of the world have 
recently been paying top dollar for some anthros. And I’m not just talking about the United 
States either, I’m talking international.” Arcades had a question for the pilot, “Is there a specific 


nation that you’ve seen a recent increase in purchases?” Jim raised an eyebrow for a moment 


while he thought. Suddenly, he remembered something important, “Yes, I do actually. 
Somebody in the Democratic Republic of Congo bought a few anthros somewhat recently.” 
Arcades raised both of his eyebrows, “Dang. That’s all the way in Africa! Something’s gotta be 
up over there. Right?” The wolf looked at the black and white fox, “What do you mean, Kurt?” 
The fox replied, “Think about it. Sub-Saharan African countries have been in pretty bad shape 
recently. Many of their nations have been plagued by war, power hungry leaders, and poor 
economic policies. This leaves many people in poverty with no easy way out. The result is only 
more problems that add-on to the problems that the nations are already experiencing. It’s really 
not a good place to be in. It’s even worse if you’re an anthro.” 

The Prince sarcastically spoke in response to Arcades’ words, “Kurt, your speech was 
very inspiring. I think you could win the Nobel Prize.” The fox recognized the human’s sarcasm, 
but he did not comment on it. Rather, the fox switched back to the original topic, “Think about it. 
With how secretive Omega is, they’re willing to trust somebody all the way over in the 
Democratic Republic of Congo. Somebody over there must know something very important. 
Otherwise, why would Omega trust them?” Jim spoke up when the fox finished, “Kurt’s right. 
It’s next to impossible to contact Omega yourself. Somebody from the inside has to be the one to 
make first contact. They pick potential clients very carefully, and they work day and night to 
make sure that no information leaks to the internet. What Kurt did was blast them wide open.” 
The Prince scratched his neck, “Are you guys gonna go to Africa, then? Are you going to try and 
hunt down this mysterious Omega buyer?” Arcades looked to Jason, Bocchino, and Jim. All 
three of them stood blankly, and none of them seemed to want to respond. After Arcades saw 
that his crew did not appear to want to partake in the mission, the fox started to speak, “Uh... 


Guys? I mean --” The Prince smirked and dismissed the idea before Arcades could say anything 


else, “Well, I wish you lads the best of luck. Though feel free to let it go down in history that the 
Principality of Sealand was responsible for the downfall of the world’s most dangerous secret 
society. That’ ll tell the United Nations to recognize this nation as an actual country and not a 
micronation.” 

Jim thought of something when the Prince finished speaking, “Right. Speaking of 
dangerous, since Omega as of now probably doesn’t know that Kurt was behind the leaks, 
they’re probably going to think that CDI was the group that leaked the information. CDI raided 
Facility Five, and now Omega is likely going to go about bringing CDI down.” Arcades asked 
Jim a question, “Jim, how are they going to bring CDI down? They’re the largest international 
PMC in the world.” The pilot answered the fox, “Well, Omega is also a very large secret society. 
I’m not quite sure you know how many resources Omega has. Hell, I don’t even know half of it 
for myself since they won’t let me see it. Omega doesn’t even trust the people that do their 
bidding. Even somebody like me, I’m somebody who takes some of their best men to where they 
need to go.” Arcades frowned, for he knew that CDI would face trouble by Omega. He was 
beginning to wonder if Omega would go about recapturing all of the anthros liberated by CDI as 
a result of the raid. Once again, the fox knew that he was in a race against time. 

The fox remembered one last thing that he wanted to ask Jim for now, “Jim, do you know 
what races of anthros were sold to Congo?” The Prince’s face grimaced, “Wait, why would that 
be important?” Jim replied, “I mentioned earlier that certain races sell for more. It’s a valid 
question. Now let me remember...” After Jim had his moment of thought, he continued, “‘That’s 
right. Somebody purchased two red foxes. A male and a female. Some of the most expensive that 
Omega has at Facility Five even if they’re low on the training scale.” The Prince had another 


question to ask, “Hold on mate. Why are foxes expensive?” Jim replied, “Something that Omega 


believes. They see that purebred red foxes are the most expensive. Something that they’ ve come 
up with during their research.” The Prince winced again, “I’m not even going to bother to ask 
what type of research they’ve been doing. From what I’ve heard already, I think I’ve heard 
plenty about the Foundation.” Arcades remembered the two anthros that he found on the train, 
“Jim, how were they transported?” The human replied, “Remember the two anthros that I flew 
out from Facility Eleven? That’s how Omega transports their cargo. Except they were foxes, so 
some extra restraints were probably added.” Arcades knew what Jim was referring to, for he 
remembered how the foxes were restrained when he liberated a few of them in Berlin. The pilot 
looked the fox over, “Kurt, you’re damn lucky that they didn’t capture you. If they did... Phew, 
you would have been fucked. Literally and metaphorically. They give foxes some of the most 
intense ‘training’ as they like to call it.” The Prince commented, “Training? Is that what you 
bastards call intense rape?” The pilot chuckled, “Yeah, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet. That video 
Kurt got showed the lower level training.” The Prince’s eyes lit up. 

“T think that’s enough for now. We have time later to talk about all of this,” Arcades 
spoke while trying to diffuse the situation. The fox knew that he had a lot of work in front of him 
if he wanted to overthrow the Foundation, and he knew that it would be even harder given the 
current amount of manpower and resources that he had available to him. Arcades mentally took 
inventory of what he had available to him as of present. The fox had one HH-60 Pave Hawk, one 
MH-60X Stealth Hawk, a small collection of firearms, tactical gear, and three men that were 
coming with him. He was not sure if it was enough to stop Omega’s contact in Congo, but he 
knew that he would be the only one that would ever attempt to find out. Arcades needed to get 
his men on board with his idea first before he would be able to do anything. Arcades knew that 


CDI would not be available for support this time because he believed they would soon meet their 


demise at the hands of the Omega Foundation. Arcades would have to use all of his resources, 
though he had next to nothing compared to CDI or to the Omega Foundation, at his disposal. 

“Well, if you lads are ready to get inside, then you’re more than welcome to. I trust it that 
the blokes you lads called will hopefully show up tomorrow to fill up your helicopter?” The cat 
nodded, “That’s right. Kurt told me they should be here tomorrow around the middle of the day.” 
The Prince nodded as Sean, Jim, and Bocchino began to walk off. The Prince looked at Arcades, 
“Why don’t you get some rest. You’ve accomplished your mission. You deserve a good rest.” 
Arcades looked downwards and shook his head, “I wouldn’t say I deserve anything.” The Prince 
displayed visible confusion and raised his hand to the fox’s shoulder, “Ah, what are you talking 
about? You’ve accomplished this great mission. If it wasn’t for you, then those anthros would 
still be awaiting the worst of the Omega Foundation.” The fox brushed the human’s hand off of 
his shoulder as he looked straight up at him, “I’m still just a fallen being. The only thing we 
deserve is hell for our sins.” 

The Prince’s eyes lit up again, “Shit.. That took a dark turn there, mate. You know what, 
I'll let you figure this out with your wolf friend here. You can come in when you’re ready.” The 
Prince left Arcades and Jason remaining on Sealand’s main deck as he traveled inside of the 
platform’s main building. Jason looked at the fox, “Come on Kurt. You’ve done all of these good 
things.” The fox shook his head, “The heart of every man is exceedingly wicked. Anthros are no 
exception. Good works cannot earn someone everlasting life. That would be like bribing God.” 
The wolf rubbed the fox’s shoulders to comfort him, “Kurt, good works aren’t bad to God, are 
they?” The fox frowned, “No, they’re not... I just don’t really like hearing that I deserve 
something when I know that we all deserve death without Jesus.” Jason spoke to the fox again, 


“But you have Jesus.” Arcades slowly nodded, “Yeah...” The wolf began lightly pushing 


Arcades’ back to make him walk, “Come on. Let’s just get inside, mate.” Arcades remained 
silent as he walked with Jason to Sealand’s main building. 

When Arcades and Jason entered Sealand’s main building, they descended down the 
stairs in order to return to the room that they stayed in when they first arrived. Once the two 
anthros reached the room they stayed in, Arcades looked at all of his equipment that was still 
where he left it. The fox said, “Ah, that’s good. Looks like all of my stuff is still here.” Jason did 
not touch Arcades’ equipment while the fox was gone. The wolf had a question to ask Arcades, 
“What did you bring when you went over there Kurt?” Arcades soon replied as he moved to a 
spot where he would be able to empty his pockets, ““Not much, but I did pick up a few things 
while I was out there.” Arcades reached into his right pocket of his black tactical shorts, and he 
pulled out the empty Ruger Redhawk that he had taken before Facility Five’s Site Director 
would have been able to kill him with. Jason looked at the 4 inch stainless steel handgun that the 
fox was holding, “Crikey, mate. Where did that come from?” Arcades sat the revolver on the 
table, and he opened the cylinder to show the wolf that the handgun was unloaded. The fox said, 
“Those two guys in that video I took tried to use this to kill me. Luckily, I grabbed it before they 
were able to do that. However, at that point they already killed two of their own men.” The wolf 
replied, “Damn... Why’d you keep it?” Arcades looked at the handgun that was on the table, “I 
didn’t know what else to do with it. CDI let me keep it when they flew us back here. Also 
because this gun looks eerily familiar to me. I believe that I’ve used this same model when I was 
just a young fox.” 

“That’s interesting mate,” Jason commented, and he then decided to continue speaking, 
“What did you bring there originally?” Arcades opened his right thigh pocket, and he pulled out 


his necessary travel documents along with an Omega Foundation Level 5 keycard. After Arcades 


placed the items on the table next to the handgun, Jason commented, “I guess that seems about 
right. You had the keycard to open the doors in there, right?” The fox nodded, “That’s correct. I 
had to bring my travel documents because I took a civilian flight there.” The wolf remembered 
one thing about Arcades, ““Where’s your keyring? You brought that didn’t you?” Arcades knew 
what Jason was talking about, so he opened his left back pocket. The fox pulled out a collection 
of keys that were held on a carabiner. “Heh, you never leave here without that, do you?” Jason 
remarked. Arcades sat the keys on the counter with the rest of his items, “That’s right. You 
know, I was actually expecting to use this when I went back there; However, I didn’t even need 
to use it.” The wolf nodded, “I suppose that’s a good thing...” Jason paused as he noticed that 
Arcades seemed to have another item in his left pocket, “What’s that in your left pocket, mate?” 
Arcades opened the velcro tab on his left thigh pocket, and he pulled out a pair of ASP Ultra 
Hinged Handcuffs. Noticing the pair of restraints, Jason commented, “Kurt, I thought you said 
that you don’t bring those on missions.” Arcades replied, “I don’t. Bobby gave these to me.” 
Jason was confused, “Why did Bobby give those to you?” The fox answered the question, “He 
said it was because he was sorry for the way he left us before I went back to Facility Five. I 
guess he knows I like to collect these.” Jason asked Arcades another question, “How did he 
figure that out? You don’t really tell anybody that you collect those.” 

The fox shrugged and took a deep breath as he prepared to reply to the wolf, “He told me 
that he can hear me using these when he walked by my room sometimes.” Jason remembered 
what Arcades told him previously, “I thought you only try those on during weekends when 
nobody’s around.” The fox nodded, “Oh, I do. Bobby sometimes keeps his stuff with me since 
some of it he’s not legally allowed to technically possess, and he would come and get it when he 


needs something. He wouldn’t really tell me ahead of time, so he’d just show up almost at 


random. I think he saw me wearing a pair of leg shackles one time when he came to get 
something.” The wolf chuckled, “Hah, you think? What do you mean by that?” Arcades tried to 
clear some ambiguity, “Some weekends, I wear restraints for hours. I'm pretty used to it, so I 
don’t really notice that I’ve got them on.” Jason watched as the fox cycled the action of the 
restraints before he placed them on the table next to his keyring and his handgun which he 
procured on-site. The wolf decided to ask Arcades a question, “Kurt, would you be willing to let 
me put you in those again?” Arcades looked up at the wolf when he heard the question, “I did 
say that I would let you do it again... However, you just need to promise me one thing. I think 
you know what that is already. I really don’t want to keep reminding myself about it.” The wolf 
frowned as he did know what Arcades was mentioning, “Kurt... I promise you that won’t happen 
ever again. I’m sorry you had to see that.” Arcades replied to the wolf, “I already forgave you for 
that. I hope you already sought forgiveness from God for that as well.” The wolf nodded, “Yes, I 
have done that already.” The fox displayed a smile on his face, “That’s good. In that case, you 
can restrain me however you like.” 

The wolf smiled after hearing the fox’s last sentence. Jason turned and saw Arcades bag 
that held his collection of restraints sitting next to his Salient Arms International Tier 1 GRY 
AR-15. The wolf walked over to the bag and unzipped it. Jason looked at the fox’s large 
collection of modern tactical restraints. The wolf dug through the restraints, but Arcades had 
something to say first, “Hey before we start with that, I should probably change. I’ve been 
wearing this for at least a full 24 hours.” Jason stepped away from the bag when he heard the 
fox. Arcades noticed this, so he said, “No, you can keep looking through the bag. I just need to 
change real quick.” The wolf stepped back in front of the bag, and he crouched down as he 


searched through the bag’s contents. Arcades moved to another one of his bags, and he grabbed a 


black Under Armour polo shirt and a pair of olive drab Tru-Spec shorts. He started by removing 
his black t-shirt which had Multicam Black sleeves. He tossed the shirt aside, and he also 
dropped his black tactical shorts after he took the belt off. Now only wearing his underwear, 
Arcades grabbed the olive drab shorts he took from his other bag, and he began pulling them to 
his waist. Jason had looked at the fox in his underwear, but he looked away after he remembered 
the promise he made to the fox. 

The fox then put on his Under Armour polo shirt, and he tucked it into his shorts before 
girding his loins with his tactical black web belt. Arcades grabbed the worn clothes, and he 
tossed them on the bag that he got his current clothes from. The fox then returned to Jason, 
“Alright, Jason. I’m ready. You can begin when you’re ready.” Arcades watched as Jason was 
still trying to select the first pair of restraints that he wanted to use from the bag. The fox felt his 
rear pocket, and he realized that he was not carrying his keyring. Arcades turned around, and he 
saw that it was still sitting on the counter with the rest of what he removed from his other pair of 
shorts. Arcades saw that Jason stood up holding a pair of handcuffs, but the fox was not sure if 
he wanted to grab the keyring just in case Jason decided to try what he did last time. At the same 
time, Arcades wanted to see if he could still trust Jason given that he made a promise. The fox 
decided to trust the wolf. 

The wolf approached the fox holding a pair of nickel-plated chain-linked handcuffs in his 
right hand, “Are you ready, mate?” The fox disregarded his keyring, “Yes. I’m ready. You can 
start whenever you want.” The wolf started by lightly grabbing the fox’s shoulder with his left 
hand, and he directed Arcades to turn around. As Arcades turned around, his bushy fox tail 
brushed up against Jason’s pant legs. The wolf directed Arcades’ tail away from himself, and he 


grabbed the fox’s left wrist to begin handcuffing him. Arcades relaxed his arms as he let the wolf 


restrain him. Jason finished tightening the cuffs around Arcades’ thin wrists, and he grabbed the 
fox’s other arm to proceed with the same action. Once the fox’s wrists were placed in handcuffs, 
the wolf took a step back as he looked at the restrained fox. Arcades’ black furred palms were 
facing the wolf, and Jason looked at Arcades’ darker black pads that were on the upper part of 
his palm as well as the tips of his five fingers. Jason always found this detail about anthros to be 
interesting, for humans lacked these gripping pads. The wolf assumed that anthros had these pads 
on their hands to compensate for the fur on their hands which would otherwise inhibit their 
gripping abilities. 

After looking at Arcades’ restrained hands, the wolf realized that he had not double- 
locked the handcuffs. Jason picked up one of Arcades’ other keyrings, and he grabbed the 
handcuffs in order to look for the double-lock pins. To the wolf’s surprise, the double-lock pins 
were not where he was looking for. The wolf asked, “Hey, mate. I can’t find the double-locks on 
these.” Arcades turned his head as he pulled his arms as far as he could into view. When the fox 
noticed the direction the keyholes were pointing, he knew why the wolf could not find the 
double-lock pins. “Oh. These cuffs have the double-lock pins on the reverse side. They were 
made in Brazil, and this one manufacturer in Brazil made them like that. They’re actually able to 
be pressed with your finger rather than the pin of a key. Why don’t you give it a try?” The wolf 
grabbed the fox’s wrists, and he briefly placed the fox’s wrists in the rear stack position in order 
to locate the irregularly placed pins. Sure enough, the pins were on the opposite side of the 
frame. Jason pressed the double-lock pin with his finger, and the double-lock successfully 
engaged. The wolf then repeated the process with the other cuff. Once he finished, Jason stepped 


away from the fox while still facing his back. 


The wolf became curious, “Mate, why did you buy handcuffs from Brazil?” The fox 
replied, “Because they were irregular. I find these to be very interesting. They were made by a 
company called German, but they were not made in Germany. If you look closely, they are 
engraved with the words ‘German. Made in Brazil.’ I have a pair of shackles in the bag from the 
same manufacturer as well. They also have the double-lock pins on the opposite side of the 
frame, too.” The wolf looked towards the bag, and he began digging for the specified pair of 
shackles which the fox was talking about. As the wolf continued searching, he asked, “Do they 
use an irregular key?” The fox shook his head, “Nope. They use the standard keys. I have plenty 
of them on that keyring.” After a moment of rummaging through the bag, the wolf pulled out the 
pair of shackles that he was looking for. He looked at the top of the frame, and he could see the 
engravings that the fox had mentioned. The wolf held the shackles in his hand, and he walked 
back over to the fox. Jason looked ahead of the fox, and he noticed that there was a bench that he 
could have Arcades kneel on as he applied the shackles. The wolf placed his hand on the fox’s 
shoulder, and he began directing him to move to the bench. Arcades did not hesitate to comply 
with the wolf’s implied directions. When the fox reached the bench, he assumed what the wolf 
wanted to do, so he got on his knees on the bench while leaving his ankles hanging off the bench 
to allow Jason to shackle him. 

When Jason saw the fox’s soles, he took a moment to take a closer look at them. Anthros 
had feet that resembled the general shape of the human foot, with the largest difference being the 
fact that anthros had four toes instead of the five that humans did. Anthros also had pads on the 
balls of their feet, as well as pads on their toes, and this pattern resembled the pads that anthros 
had on their hands. Jason had always liked the feet of anthros better than the feet of humans, and 


he exceedingly liked the way Arcades’ feet looked. After admiring the fox’s feet, Jason finally 


proceeded with restraining Arcades’ ankles. The wolf locked the shackles around the fox’s feet 
with both of the keyholes facing upwards, so that he would have an easier time unlocking 
Arcades’ ankles when he was ready to be released. After the fox was shackled, Jason located the 
irregularly placed double-locked pins, and he pressed them down to engage the double-lock. 
When the wolf was finally finished, he directed the fox to stand up. 

“Ts that all you’re going to put on me for now?” Arcades asked the wolf. Jason replied, “I 
think so. Is everything feeling comfortable for you, mate?” The fox nodded as he looked down at 
his restrained ankles, “Yeah. It looks like you closed them around my ankles exactly the way I 
like them. I like them tight enough that they don’t slide around my arms and legs, but not too 
tight to the point where they cause discomfort.” The wolf wanted to take another look at the 
fox’s feet again, so he grabbed the fox’s shoulder and pushed downwards. Arcades got down on 
his knees, and Jason was now able to see Arcades’ feet again. The wolf finally commented on 
the fox’s feet, “Kurt, I don’t know if I’ve told you this before... I really like your feet.” Arcades 
replied, ““That’s fine and all as long as you don’t put them in your mouth or anything. I wouldn’t 
really like that.” The wolf replied, “Oh, I wouldn’t do that. I just want to look at them.” Arcades 
did not reply to the wolf, as he silently pondered about how he felt being kept captive. After 
some thought, Arcades finally decided to speak, “Why are those who are the least threatening the 
ones who always are restrained the most?” Jason heard the fox speak, but he was not paying 
attention, “Huh? What was that, mate?” Arcades decided to re-word his thought rather than 
simply repeating it, “So many times, those who pose the least threat are always restrained the 
most. Why is that?” Jason realized that Arcades was trying to talk with him, so he moved in front 


of the fox in order to give him attention, “Mate, who are you talking about?” 


The fox took a deep breath before replying, “I guess you could say I’m partially referring 
to myself. You know what? Yeah, look at me. How threatening do I look to you?” Jason looked 
at the fox that was currently kneeling in front of him. After looking Arcades over, the wolf 
spoke, “Well, you’re not threatening at all locked up on your knees.” The fox shook his head, 
“No, no, no. I’m talking about when I’m not locked up. Do I look threatening enough to be 
locked up in the first place?” Jason looked at Arcades’ thin body, “Well, you’re very skinny, 
mate. I guess you’re not too threatening. You also don’t wear shoes either, so that doesn’t make 
you more threatening.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, so you can tell that I’m not very threatening. 
Why do people still want me locked up, then?” The wolf considered some applicable context, 
“When you’re crafty enough to infiltrate a high-security complex, I guess they don’t want to take 
their chances with what other things you’re capable of doing, mate.” The fox shrugged, “Hmm... 
Maybe I’m not the best example in this situation.” Jason then said, “Kurt, I cuff you because we 
both like doing this. Right?” The fox nodded, “Yeah, that’s right. I wasn’t really talking about 
you, though...” Arcades took a different turn after his brief pause, “Do you think foxes deserve 
to be locked up and shut up?” Jason replied, “No, why would I think that?” Arcades spoke in 
response, “Just think about the stereotypes surrounding foxes. We’re all thieves. We’re all liars. 
We flat out can’t be trusted. When you’re locked up and shut up... You can’t lie, and -- you 
can’t steal.” Jason noticed Arcades’ voice became increasingly filled with despair as he spoke, 
and the wolf also heard the fox’s voice start to break up when he made his last statement. 

“Kurt... You can’t think of yourself that way, mate,” Jason spoke as he tried to calm the 
fox down. Arcades looked down at the ground as he replied, “Why shouldn’t I? I get locked up 
often enough. Isn’t that the reason for this?” Jason took a deep breath as he thought of what he 


should say next. The wolf said, “Kurt, you know that’s not what’s happening here.” Arcades let 


out a sniffle as a few tears began rolling down the fur on his cheeks. Jason felt guilty for wanting 
to restrain the fox especially after all that had happened in the past week. The wolf grabbed the 
keychain which he had pocketed earlier, and he began to unlock the fox’s wrist restraints. Jason 
finished within the same minute, and he stood the fox up while he removed the shackles from 
Arcades’ ankles. Arcades was now free from restraints once again. The fox spoke again now that 
he was free, “Why did you release me? You know that you didn’t have to do that.” Jason replied 
to the fox, “Mate, you’re obviously not enjoying yourself. Why should I continue if you were not 
feeling up to it? It’s no fun if you’re not having fun.” Arcades looked up at Jason as he sat down 
on the floor, “Is that why you asked to restrain me?” The wolf nodded, “Yeah. I figured that 
you’d enjoy that especially since you finished your mission. I thought that you would find it as a 
way to calm down after all of that.” Arcades smiled as he wiped away the remaining tears on his 
cheeks, “I appreciate you for thinking of me... Y’know -- I’m sorry, I suppose it was just too 
soon. I’m not really in the mood for it right now. Not after all of that Omega Foundation stuff... 
You know what I’m saying?” 

The wolf began to speak, “No, no, I understand. I guess you could say I’m sorry for 
wanting to rush into this too soon. Especially given everything that has recently happened. We 
had the NSS attack, the train mission, your -- our home getting bombed, and the Omega 
Foundation raids. I’m sure you also saw some things during that hotel mission you went on, as 
well.” Arcades slightly winced as he remembered the hotel mission, “Gosh. That mission was 
horrible. I wished I wasn’t the guy to have to go in there for that. Yeah, you’re right, though. 
There have just been too many recent events going on. If you had asked under better 
circumstances, then I’d be more enthusiastic about it. I was kinda just obliging because you 


wanted to do it.” The wolf displayed a small smirk on his face, “Thanks for that, mate. However, 


you were the one who had to endure all of that stuff recently. I didn’t even get to see half of it. I 
shouldn’t have rushed into all of this.” Arcades moved backwards until he could prop his back 
up against the wall, “Oh, you don’t have to worry about it. We should just forget about this.” The 
wolf nodded as he went to pick up the two restraints that he had discarded on the floor, “Right, 
mate.” Arcades chuckled upon hearing the wolf’s last comment, “Heh, whenever you say that I 
get to hear that Australian accent of yours.” Jason stood back up after collecting the restraints 
from the floor, “How do you think it sounds?” The fox nodded, “TI think it’s interesting. That’s 
probably because I didn’t grow up hearing it.” The wolf replied, “Kinda similar to how we 
Australians think about the way you bloody Americans talk.” The fox lightly chuckled as he 
heard Jason use the slang word, “Hah... How is Australia lately, anyways?” 

Jason zipped up Arcades’ bag after he deposited the two Brazilian made restraints into 
the bag. After the wolf was finished, he sat next to the fox, “I wouldn’t say it’s too much 
different than anywhere else that I’ve been. Especially those countries associated with the 
“Western World’ as they call it. Well, I haven’t been to too many places actually.” Arcades 
nodded, “Yeah... I guess I think that anthros could be treated a bit better, though. But hey, what 
can we do?” When Jason heard Arcades speak about anthros, it reminded him of something he 
was going to ask, “Say, Kurt. When you said that foxes deserve to be locked up and shut up... 
Why did you think that?” Arcades frowned, “I guess you could say that’s the conclusion I came 
to from the stuff that ve seen during my life.” Jason was not sure how much the fox was willing 
to share, “Do you mind giving me a few examples? I won’t make you if you don’t want to talk 
about it.” Arcades gazed at his lower legs as he thought about what to say next. He moved the 
white furred tip of his tail out of the way of his leg as he prepared to speak, “I suppose I can tell 


you a few things. What good does it do to keep everything to myself?” 


Jason was looking at Arcades as the fox was preparing to share some information with 
the wolf. Arcades began speaking again, “I'll give you one thing. This happened several months 
before I met you. This was actually when I first met Johnny. Remember him?” The wolf 
remembered the human that Arcades was referring to, “Yes, I remember Johnny, mate.” Arcades 
took a brief moment to reflect on seeing Johnny’s dead body in Syria, “I just wish that he was 
still with us. I think he died too soon.” Jason was curious, “Kurt, even after what he did in Hong 
Kong, you still wish that he was alive?” The fox nodded his head, “Of course. I forgave Johnny 
for what he did that night, and it would be wrong for me if I didn’t forgive him. Kinda like how I 
forgave you.” Jason felt guilty as he heard Arcades refer to the day when he went too far, 
“Kurt... I know you forgave me and all. But, why did you forgive me for that?” Arcades began 
to reply, “Well. The Bible says that if you cannot forgive people in your life, then God would not 
be right in forgiving you for your own sins.” The wolf nodded, “Yes, I remember when you told 
me that before.” Arcades continued by saying, “Uh-huh. Also, I forgave you in such a way 
because I wanted to show you that if I’m willing to forgive you for attempting that, then God is 
willing to forgive people for so much more.” 

The wolf sat in silence as he thought about what Arcades had said. The fox did not 
continue speaking, so Jason assumed that he wanted a response, “Kurt, would God forgive the 
people in the Omega Foundation for what they do?” Arcades replied, “God would forgive them 
if they repent of their wrongdoing, and if they were to truly trust in Jesus Christ for forgiveness 
and salvation. Repenting would include releasing the anthros that they have been holding 
captive, for they would have to right all of their wrongdoings.” The wolf spoke to the fox, “Kurt, 
I want to let you know that I’m thankful that you forgave me for what I did.” Arcades smirked, 


“You shouldn’t thank me. You should thank God. I’m just a mortal fox. I can’t atone for sins or 


anything. Only Jesus can do that.” Jason sat silent again, but Arcades continued speaking, “I 
believe the reason why you had attempted to do such a thing was because of something you have 
been struggling with. I want to let you know that you don’t have to keep struggling with it. I’m 
not sure if you know this, but when God led Moses and the Israelites out of Egypt, God was 
trying to teach us more than to just obey what He says.” The wolf was curious, “I’m listening...” 
Arcades said, “God was showing us that when we do obey Him, then He will guide us and set us 
free from what we are struggling with. For the Israelites, they were struggling with Pharoah. For 
you, you’re struggling with something else. God can help you overcome it.” Jason had not heard 
such words before in the way the fox described, “Wow, mate. I wish I could be as good as you.” 
Arcades shook his head, “No, don’t call me good. I am probably the farthest thing from good. 
There is none good but one, and that is God.” The wolf began to speak again, “Kurt, you don’t 
seem to be troubled with the things that most people are.” Arcades replied, “Who says I never 
have been troubled? Jason, I want you to know something important. I’m more like you than you 
think. Everybody has something that they struggle with. What I have to deal with may not be 
what you have to deal with, but we still have problems that have to be fixed. You can’t fix your 
problems yourself either. The only way to fix the problems is with The Lord.” 

The wolf reflected on what Arcades had been telling him. After some thought, Jason 
realized that the fox did not answer his original question, “So, Kurt. What happened when you 
first met Johnny?” The fox realized that he had gotten sidetracked, “Oh, right. I should probably 
continue talking about that. So, what happened was that we were hired to find an anthro that was 
captured underneath one of the Las Vegas hotels.” Jason spoke up, “Do you think Omega was 
behind this?” The fox did remember that a ‘Foundation’ was mentioned when he was there, 


“Probably. I think Omega was the group that was trying to take the anthro. The thugs running the 


show were talking about some Omega personnel coming by to pay for the anthro. Well, it 
sounded like them by the way they described it.” The wolf felt that he had plenty of context, so 
he wanted the fox to just continue with the story, “What happened there?” The fox was silent for 
a moment. He began to speak after some silence, “The anthro that they captured was a vixen. She 
didn’t look physically strong or threatening at all. They’ve got her in a cage, her wrists were 
locked in a pair of ASP rigid handcuffs, her ankles were locked in a pair of Smith & Wesson 
shackles, and they’ve even got her barefoot and gagged. If you ask me, that’s pretty excessive.” 
Jason replied to the fox, “Mate, you know that Omega doesn’t want to risk one of their anthros 
escaping.” Arcades looked down at the floor again, “I know, but it wasn’t even Omega that was 
running the show. It was a group of organized gangsters. I fear that Omega would have done 
worse.” 

Jason was curious, “Kurt, why did it bother you?” The fox replied, “Because she was not 
a threat to them at all. She was most likely a civilian with no training at all, as well. They had 
nothing to fear from her, and they still kept her locked up as if she was exceedingly dangerous. 
That’s what bothers me.” Jason sighed softly, for he did not know what to say to the fox in 
response. Arcades continued, “Now, do you remember the train that we found in Berlin when the 
Omega had the NSS attack?” The wolf nodded, “Yes. I do remember that. What about it?” 
Arcades began to speak, “I don’t think you saw this, but when I boarded the train, all of the 
anthros were excessively restrained. If they were part of the fox race, then they were restrained 
even more.” The wolf only saw the aftermath, but he could not visualize what Arcades saw. 
Jason decided to move along with the conversation, “I see. I also heard that Jim mentioned 
something like that earlier, when he was talking about the anthros that went to Congo.” Arcades 


nodded, “Yeah... I just don’t like seeing them excessively restrained like that. It just doesn’t sit 


right with me.” Jason raised an eyebrow, “Mate, don’t you /ike being excessively restrained?” 
Arcades slightly squinted, “Well... I'd say that’s different. I do that because I enjoy it. I choose 
to be that way. They didn’t. That’s kinda why it bothers me, mainly. They’re not threatening, 
they’re not dangerous, and they still get chained up as if they’re the most dangerous bunch on 
this planet.” Jason asked the fox another question, “What can you do about it?” Arcades replied, 
“T can’t do anything. That’s another thing I don’t like. I don’t like it when there’s nothing I can 
do. If I had no way out from being in my handcuffs, then I wouldn’t put them on.” 

Jason briefly looked at Arcades’ tactical bag before he looked back at the fox, “Is that 
why you have your keyring on you?” Arcades nodded, “Yes, because that means I have a way 
out. One of the worst feelings I’ve experienced is helplessness. I really wouldn’t mind if I don’t 
have to deal with that feeling ever again.” The wolf was slightly confused, “Isn’t helplessness 
one of the main reasons why people partake in bondage?” Arcades slowly shook his head, “I 
don’t like it when people call it that. I wouldn’t say that because I don’t consider that what I do. 
And to answer your question, for some people, yes; However, I don’t like it at all.” Jason spoke 
again, “So if you don’t want to call it bondage, what do you want to call it?” Arcades stared at 
the ceiling as he spoke, “I don’t plan on calling it anything. It’s just something that I do. The 
main reason why I don’t tell people about that is because I know they won’t understand.” 

Jason looked at the fox’s face, and he directed his attention to Arcades’ bare feet, “Why 
did you mention being barefoot was excessive for that vixen?” Arcades replied, “For the same 
reason I had a problem with the rest of it. I don’t think she chose that. I know that I go barefoot, 
and that’s because I chose to be like that. I don’t like it when people are forced to do things they 
don’t want to.” The wolf continued to look at the fox’s feet, “Kurt, I really like your feet, mate. I 


hope you don’t have a problem with that or anything.” Arcades turned his head to see that Jason 


was still looking at his feet. The fox said, “I don’t have a problem with that. You can look all you 
want.” Jason was silent as he continued to look at Arcades’ bare feet. Arcades turned his leg at 
an angle so that his sole would face Jason. “What are you doing?” Jason asked since he was 
confused by Arcades’ actions. The fox replied, ““You want my feet? You can have them.” The 
wolf stared at Arcades’ bare sole as he was trying to decide what to say to the fox next. After a 
moment had passed Jason said, “Can I touch it?” Arcades was not sure if he would oblige, but he 
decided to let the wolf do what he had asked for, “Go ahead.” The wolf grabbed the fox’s foot, 
and he felt Arcades’ sole. Arcades could immediately feel the strange feeling of somebody 
rubbing his foot. After Jason spent a good minute feeling Arcades’ foot, he said, “Crikey, it’s so 
soft. How did you get it this soft? I’ve never seen you wear shoes before.” 

Arcades watched as the wolf continued to feel his foot all over, “I don’t think I have an 
answer for that.” The wolf finally let go of Arcades’ foot, and the fox asked, “Are you done, 
Jason?” The wolf nodded, and Arcades moved his foot back to where he had it before. Jason 
continued to look at the fox’s feet, and he said, “I’m glad that you let me do that.” Arcades laid 
back and closed his eyes, “I’m alright with whatever you do as long as it is not sinful or anything 
like that.” The wolf looked at the fox’s face, “So, you’re alright with me playing with your feet, 
mate?” Arcades shrugged, “Touching that’s not a sin. I’m alright as long as you don’t try what 
you did earlier in the week.” Jason once again remembered what he attempted to do earlier in the 


week. He still did not understand why the fox forgave him for that. 


Chapter 2 


Internal Affairs 


“How the fuck did we lose Facility Five?” A human said as he blew out smoke from his 
cigarette. He was in a rather large room with thirty one other men, and all of them were site 
directors of their respective Omega facilities. The man held the cigarette in his hand while he 
looked at the information that was available to him, “This is straight-up unacceptable. Especially 
since we lost Facility Five’s Site Director.” The other men in the meeting only looked at the man 
who wore a transparent plastic-covered badge with a number | centered in the middle of it. As he 
looked around the room, he remembered that the chair that Facility Five’s Director would use 
was vacant. As for the other Site Directors, they all referred to each other by the Omega facility 
that they oversaw. One looked at Eleven, “Alpha-Omega Squad picked up the two anthros from 
your facility. Correct?” 

“Yes. Our anthro informant was found injured in his room. Alpha-Omega came to assist,” 
Eleven said what he knew about the break-in at Facility Eleven, but he was not there to witness 
the infiltration for himself. He only received the information when the on-site ISG unit alerted 
him to the intrusion. Facility Eleven did not have a fully-staffed ISG unit, so it was Alpha- 
Omega who was available to alert him of the intrusion. One inhaled yet again on his cigarette, 
and he puffed the smoke out as he looked at the faces of the thirty one other humans in the room 
with him. None of them had anything else to say at the moment. The human spoke again, “Can 


you at least tell me that those two foxes made it to Congo successfully?” Four nodded since he 


was the one who was responsible for transporting them from Facility Four, “Yes, they arrived a 
few days ago. Payment should have already been received in full. They’re scheduled to be 
picked up in a few days or so.” One remembered that Four stated payment had indeed been 
successfully processed, “That’s good. Anyways, I hear that CDI was behind Facility Five’s 
demise. Does anybody have any more information on that?” 

Four spoke up, “We are all aware of the leaks that were posted on the internet a few days 
ago when an anthro broke into Facility Five. We had reports that he was from Fox Security, 
LLC, so the Internal Security Group destroyed Fox Security’s main office, but they found 
absolutely nothing. The entire building seemed to be completely empty. On the other hand, the 
false flag attack in Ipswich was a success. That Fox Security member was killed in the fire when 
CDI’s building burned down.” Little did the Omega Directors know that Arcades had escaped 
before the building burned down. One commented, “That’s good. Very good. Yeah... But how 
did CDI still know where Facility Five was?” Four answered the question with what he knew, 
“Probably from the internet leak. That fox probably posted the information about Facility Five’s 
location along with the video.” 

One thought about the best way to proceed, “Perhaps we could bring down CDI? They’Il 
find us sooner or later with all the evidence that wasn’t able to be destroyed at Facility Five.” 
Eighteen spoke next, “CDI is the most powerful PMC group in the world. How would we be able 
to bring them down without raising any suspicion?” One voiced his simple solution, “We bring 
them down the same way we’ve been keeping this a secret for so long. We use lies, deception, 
and we do it all under the radar. If we do it right, there will be nobody who will know how CDI 


truly fell. Do we know the status of the MH-60X that we had at Facility Five?” Four was the 


human who replied, “The helicopter likely crashed because I don’t think CDI ever took it. We 
know it never made it to its destination, so that must mean the pilot has been killed as well.” 

Eleven nodded, “Yep. That same pilot picked up two anthros from Facility Eleven a few 
days ago with that same helicopter. That was when the intrusion happened.” Thinking about the 
helicopter reminded One of something, “What about Alpha-Omega? They were on that flight 
from Facility Eleven to make sure nothing was to happen to the cargo while it was on its way to 
Facility Five.” Eleven replied, “One of the members was killed on the train when it was raided 
by anthros and a few humans. Five thought that Fox Security was behind it, so they destroyed 
their main office.” One knew that Alpha-Omega squad only had seven members now, “Damn. 
We won’t be able to replace that one guy anytime soon. How many ISG personnel did we lose at 
Facility Five?” Four gave the statistics, “Basically everybody there. They started killing as many 
anthros as they could before CDI got too far in, but at that point, it was already too late. CDI 
brought out roughly three thousand of them. 

One slammed the table in frustration, “Fuck! Damn... If the public hears about this, you 
know what problems we’d be facing? It would be all over for the Foundation!” Two spoke up, 
“As far as the media is concerned, there was merely a CDI training operation conducted in that 
location. They don’t know about Facility Five.” One took a deep breath, but he coughed from 
inhaling some of the smoke. He replied once he was able to, “That’ll buy us some time, but it 
won’t buy us much. It would be only a matter of time before CDI will be able to find our other 
facilities. It would be even worse if they found the MH-60X because we got those plans directly 
from DEVGRU themselves. That information’s not ever supposed to get out. It’ll bring in a 
whole nother set of problems for the members of the Armed Forces who gave us those plans in 


the first place.” 


Two had something which he needed to say, “Keep in mind, if you attack CDI directly, 
then they’Il surely know that somebody is after them. We need to make sure that this is done as 
covertly as possible. Nothing needs to come back to us and ruin our whole operation.” One 
agreed, and he remembered some assets Omega had, “That’s right. What about our spies that 
were in CDI?” Four replied, “They died in Ipswich during their last mission, along with that 
anthro who raided us.” One put out his cigarette, and he tossed it in the ashtray that was next to 
him. One considered his options for a moment before speaking, “We should send in Alpha- 
Omega to find out where CDI is taking the anthros from Facility Five. Probably best to send in 
the pilot that regularly flies them around, too.” 

“That pilot was likely killed. He was attempting to evacuate Five when his helicopter 
disappeared. CDI had an attack helicopter, so it probably shot down that Stealth Hawk. I bet CDI 
took what was left of the helicopter as well. They could probably tell that it wasn’t your 
conventional Black Hawk just by looking at the damn thing. The good news is that they probably 
won’t be able to figure out that the stealth technology was sourced from DEVGRU themselves. 
There exists barely any evidence of the original Stealth Hawk in the first place. Only the tail 
section was ever photographed, and that was over a decade ago,” Four replied. One took a breath 
of somewhat fresh air as he slightly modified his plan, “Alright. We should find a different pilot. 
We need to find out where CDI is taking those anthros. Then we could manage some sort of 
attack to take them back.” Thirty had a question, “Where would we take those anthros?” One 
replied, “Anywhere we have room, really.” One looked back at the site operators, “I guess that’s 
the plan. Have Alpha-Omega fly to Salt Lake City, and see where CDI is taking those anthros. 


We’ll figure out where we would take them later.” 


“Approaching the LZ. ETA two minutes,” Alpha-Omega squad was waiting in a different 
MH-60X Stealth Hawk as the pilot flew them to their mission area. Alpha 1 turned around to 
look at the other operatives of the squad, and he performed a quick headcount of the operators in 
the helicopter. Alpha 1 counted six other men in the helicopter with him as he looked down at 
the weapon he was carrying. The weapon featured two magazines, two barrels, and a heavy 
scope on the top rail which carried the purpose of performing ballistic calculations. One 
magazine held standard 5.56x45mm NATO rounds while the other magazine held 20x40mm 
airburst rounds. The weapon featured two barrels per respective caliber, and it had two chambers 
that fed each type of ammunition along with two charging handles to load each round into the 
chambers. 

Alpha 1 flipped the safety off of his weapon. He set the weapon’s fire mode to semi- 
automatic, and he then made sure that he was using the 5.56x45mm rounds rather than the 
airburst rounds. The rifle’s second fire-selector labeled ‘KE’ for the rifle rounds while being 
labeled ‘HE’ for the airburst rounds. Alpha 1 grasped the suppressor on the end of his weapon, 
and he twisted it clockwise in order to make sure that the suppressor was firmly attached to the 
barrel of the weapon. Though the suppressor would not eliminate all sound that the weapon 
would make, it would dampen it a fair amount. The sound suppression would only be effective at 
longer ranges since anybody in the general vicinity of the weapon would still be able to clearly 
hear the gunshot. Alpha 1 made an announcement to his squad, “Set your rifles to semi, kinetic 
ordinance, and make sure your suppressors are on tight. We don’t need to draw more attention 
than we need to.” 

The other six operatives checked their weapons, and they all were now ready to launch 


their mission. Alpha 1 peeked out of the helicopter’s window, and he nodded to his other 


squadmates as he prepared to bring his L3Harris PSQ-36 goggles down to meet his eyes after 
toggling the device to enable its infrared viewing abilities. When Alpha 1 pulled his night vision 
goggles down to his eyes, he looked at his other squadmates as they performed the same action 
almost simultaneously. Alpha 1 then pressed a button that was attached to a wire on his kit, and 
the button toggled an infrared LED affixed on velcro in several places of the operative’s 
equipment. “Strobes on. We don’t want any friendly fire out here if it gets to that point.” The six 
operatives toggled their infrared strobes that could only be seen by other units using night optic 
infrared devices. Alpha 1| held the side of the helicopter as he felt it descending down towards the 
landing zone’s location. The humans knew that they would be landing near Facility Five, but 
they were not entirely sure where CDI was setting up their forces. 

“Radio check, how copy? Over,” Alpha 1 heard a voice in his headset that did not sound 
like any of the members of his ground team. Once he recognized the voice as a different ISG 
member, the human replied, “Copy Eagle. Do you have eyes-on any CDI forces outside of 
Facility Five? Over.” The MQ-18C Avenger drone operator replied to the ground team leader, 
“Affirmative, they’ve secured a perimeter around the complex. From our infrared view, we 
cannot see any IR lasers or lights on the CDI personnel, but we cannot confirm they don’t have 
night optical devices, so proceed with caution. Over.” Alpha | nodded to himself after he heard 
the drone operator, “Copy. Confirm visual on friendlies? Over.” The operator of the Avenger 
zoomed out from his current view, and he located the MH-60X that was previously marked with 
an IFF strobe, “Confirmed. I have a positive visual on your squad. You should be approaching 
the LZ in about thirty seconds. Out.” 

Alpha 1 looked out the helicopter’s window with his infrared goggles, and he was now 


able to clearly see the ground despite the lack of natural lighting thanks to the power of infrared 


viewing technology, “Deployment in fifteen seconds, be ready.” The rest of the Alpha-Omega 
squad stood up from their seats, and they performed their last equipment checks before exiting 
the helicopter to proceed with the mission. The Alpha-Omega squad was visually different from 
the other Omega Internal Security Group members. While most of the ISG members wore full 
kits of Universal Camouflage Pattern which the US Army formerly used in the mid 2000s, the 
Alpha-Omega squad wore navy blue combat uniforms with state-of-the-art equipment colored 
black rather than UCP or khaki. Alpha 2 inspected his weapon as the helicopter touched down 
and the pilot remotely started the process which opened the helicopter’s doors. With his costly 
infrared goggles, he was able to read the engraving on the weapon’s receiver, “Experimental 
Munitions Project 1.” 

The Alpha-Omega squad was equipped with cutting edge equipment that government 
military units were not yet carrying. The XMP-1 was developed by the Omega Foundation in 
order to be able to have a weapon that could be used as an anti-personnel weapon and as a less- 
lethal device if the HE rounds were replaced with bean bag rounds. The XMP-1 was developed 
so that the Foundation could keep the anthros they had under control, for even if they were 
knowledgeable about firearms, they would not know what the XMP-1 was. They would not be 
able to use it against the ISG since they would not even know how to use the weapon in the first 
place. As the helicopter hovered right above the ground, both of the helicopter doors finally 
opened, and the squad held their equipment tightly so as to not lose it. The squad disembarked 
from the helicopter, and they began proceeding towards their objective. After the pilot confirmed 
that all seven operatives left the helicopter, he remotely closed the side doors and gave the MH- 
60X throttle in order to take back off into the sky. The helicopter successfully was able to return 


to a decent altitude before retracting its landing gear and transitioning to a cruising state once it 


was high enough. The seven humans, now deployed on the ground, watched as their helicopter 
flew away successfully, and they refocused their attention to their main task at hand. They did 
not know how much time they would have to complete this mission, so they were not planning 
on wasting any time on getting started. 

The operators all made sure that they were spaced far enough from each other to not be 
taken out by a single attack or explosive, but they were close enough to each other to know 
where everybody was at. This was further aided due to the fact that the squad members were all 
carrying infrared strobes on their equipment which were visible to their PSQ-36 goggles. Alpha 
1 looked around the environment with his PSQ-36s in order to scan for any potential threats, but 
all he saw was the wooded area that he was walking into. Omega chose to construct Facility Five 
far enough from Salt Lake City so that nobody would become too suspicious, and they also built 
the compound within a wooded area in order to further mask their location. 

After the seven operators continued through the wooded area, they finally saw Facility 
Five. Since Alpha-Omega had been to Facility Five before, they knew that they should not enter 
through the outside entrances, for those only led to the maze, a confusing labyrinth constructed 
to delay intruders from breaking in and anthros from breaking out. While CDI did enter through 
the maze during their raid, they were able to find their way through it within a few hours. The 
Omega operatives would not be reentering the complex, but they would be traveling past it in 
order to search for the anthros that CDI had rescued. Omega did not know where the anthros 
were being taken to, but they assumed that CDI would want to move them out of the complex as 
soon as they would be able to. 

“This is Courier 1-Actual, returning to pick up the next group of anthros. ETA twenty 


minutes. What is your status? Over,” The driver of a CDI transport truck spoke. CDI was not 


expecting to have to move three thousand anthros from Facility Five in such short notice. A CDI 
member at the makeshift camp heard the radio sound, so he held his PTT button down to answer 
it, “Courier 1-Actual, this is Sentry 2, the next group is just about ready to get moving. See you 
in twenty minutes. Out.” Another human CDI member watched as his colleague answered the 
radio, and he decided to make a comment for himself, “I don’t think I’ve ever seen something 
like this before.” Sentry 2 directed his attention towards the other human and replied, “I don’t 
think anybody has.” The human shook his head, ““No, I’m saying just look at these guys. They’re 
all wearing some sort of full latex bodysuit, and they don’t even act like people do.” Sentry 2 
shrugged, “They are anthros. I wouldn’t really call them people. We humans aren’t like those 
guys.” Sentry 1 shook his head again, “That’s not what I was saying. I’m saying that they’re 
acting more like robots than people -- Regular anthros don’t act like that.” Sentry 2 had 
remembered from earlier when he looked over at a group of anthros which were standing 
perfectly straight and still while patiently waiting for several CDI operatives that were working 
to remove the collars that Omega had locked around their necks. 

Sentry 2 spoke, “I guess you could say it is kinda odd how calm they are.” Sentry | 
replied with a question, “Did you hear about what the ground team saw when they came in?” 
Sentry 2 shook his head, “Nope. I didn’t even get here until a couple hours ago. I was kinda 
hoping to get an extra hour or two of sleep tonight, but I guess that’s not happening. Oh well...” 
Sentry | elaborated, “The ground team that flew in earlier today saw a bunch of dead anthros in 
there that were wearing the same ‘clothes’ as these are. They appeared to have been shot by 
those hostile units that the ground team took fire from.” Sentry 2 asked, “Who were those guys 
anyways?” Sentry | did not know himself, “There’s no telling. They wore uniforms like the NSS 


had when they attacked last week. They didn’t have the patches or emblems though, and they’ re 


using some sort of weapon that we’ve currently been unable to identify. Nobody seems to know 
what it’s supposed to be. CDI’s collecting a few of them to send for examination.” 

Alpha 1 spotted the light sources that CDI set up at their outpost. The operator gestured 
for his squad to assume a prone position to avoid detection by guards stationed nearby. Though 
Alpha 1 could not see any guards, he knew that the light post was not set up by Omega. Alpha 1 
contacted the drone pilot, “Eagle, this is Alpha 1. We found a possible CDI outpost location. We 
need to know the location of the nearest CDI personnel. Over.” The pilot of Eagle flew the drone 
past the squad, and he began turning the General Atomics Avenger’s camera around to scan for 
CDI personnel, “Standby Alpha 1, we’re scanning the area.” The pilot cycled through the 
different types of camera modes that the drone was equipped with in order to find the best 
camera able to spot ground personnel under the low light conditions combined with the light 
emplacement placed outside. 

The drone pilot eventually spotted what looked like a covered outpost that was off the 
side of a dirt road, “Spotted an outpost. Standby for sightlines.” The pilot lowered the UAV’s 
altitude as he attempted to get a better angle to look underneath the outpost’s covering. After 
using the UAV to fly at a rather unusual angle, the pilot was finally able to spot two men 
underneath the covering, “This is Eagle, we have eyes-on two armed CDI personnel underneath a 
covered outpost. They are approximately two hundred meters north-northeast of your location. 
Over.” Alpha 1 heard the transmission and replied to the pilot, “Solid copy. We’re still moving 
up, so you should keep watching them. Out.” Alpha | began to stand up, and the rest of the 
squad stood up as well. Even though the squad was spaced out approximately ten meters from 
each other, they were all able to hear each other thanks to the 3M PELTOR ComTac III headsets 


they wore underneath their Crye Precision AirFrame combat helmets. The popular 3M headset 


amplified ambient sound while blocking out deafening sounds such as gunshots and engine 
noises. 

The group assumed a low profile, and they carefully watched the CDI outpost. They 
knew that taking the outpost would raise alarm and suspicion from nearby CDI patrols, so the 
group decided the best course of action would be to track the CDI transports to their destinations 
whilst maintaining their cover. Alpha 1 deployed the bipod he had mounted on his XMP-1, and 
the other members of the squad performed the same action. Though a bipod was not a common 
attachment for the XMP-1, it did assist the electronic components of the sight to calculate range, 
windage, and elevation more accurately. Alpha 1 spoke as he looked through the sight after 
toggling the scope’s IR compatible mode, “Stay low. We can’t take them out now. Let’s see 
where they’re taking the anthros, and then we’ll figure out something. This place is too wide 
open.” A few members of the squad disabled their NVGs, and they enabled the infrared option 
on their XMP-1 scope instead. Though the XMP-1’s scope already was able to be used with 
night vision goggles, some members prefered to not use both at the same time since eye relief 
while using the scope could become an issue. 

“Attention, this is Courier 1-Actual. Next transport is arriving: ETA 5 minutes. Be ready 
to load up the next group of anthros. Out.” Sentry 2 looked at Sentry 1 when he heard the 
message come through the Code Red Headsets speaker connected to his L3Harris Falcon III 
radio. Sentry 2 approached Sentry | and said, “You hear that? The transport is coming in 5 
minutes. We’d better get ready to let them go by.” Sentry 1 was looking over the hills, “I thought 
I heard something.” Sentry 2 looked towards the hill he saw Sentry 1 looking at, and he pulled 
out a flashlight clipped to his S&S Precision plate carrier. He switched on the Surefire E2D 


flashlight, and he aimed his light up at the hill. As he scanned the hill with the flashlight, he 


faintly noticed a pair of night vision goggles sticking up from the grass, but he blinked and 
squinted a few times while trying to make sure that his eyes were not playing tricks on him. 
When he tried to focus on the hill again, he could no longer see a pair of goggles sticking out 
from the grass. Sentry | tapped on his colleague’s shoulder, “That’s enough. It was probably 
some animal out there, anyways.” Sentry 2 made a joke, “You mean an anthro?” The two CDI 
operatives began to laugh. 

“Alright, we’re good. NODs up,” Alpha | spoke as he pushed his night vision goggles 
above his eyes again. The operators had not enabled their night vision goggles. Rather, they had 
simply pulled them in front of their eyes until the flashlight was disabled. Their goggles would 
likely be rendered inoperable for the time being had they been enabled since the analog input 
tubes would not be able to handle an extreme amount of visible light at once. As the group 
continued to watch the CDI operatives, they heard an update from Eagle, ““Alpha-Omega, this is 
Eagle. We have spotted a military transport truck proceeding towards your location. Over.” 
Alpha 1 replied as he continued to watch the two CDI members, “Copy. We’ll tag it with a GPS 
device to see where it’s going. Out.” Sentry | could see the headlights of the truck through the 
trees now as he awaited the truck’s approach. Sentry 1 nodded to his colleague who moved out 
of the way of the road so he would not be struck by the truck. The two operatives waved as the 
truck drove past them, and they double-checked to be sure that the driver was indeed part of 
CDI. The driver returned the correct hand signal to the two men as he passed. Once the truck 
passed, the two operatives stood back on the road again. Sentry 1 spoke, “We’ll be out here all 
night at this rate. How many have been extracted so far?” Sentry 2 replied, “They can only fit 30 
anthros on each truck. I’ve lost count of how many trucks have been by so far, but we’ve still got 


a long way to go.” Sentry 1 shook his head, “Damn... It sure is boring around here, that’s for 


sure.” Sentry 2 shrugged, “Meh, I’d rather be doing this than handling all of the anthros. I’d hate 
to have that job, and that’s for sure.” 

“Fuck, this isn’t the right stop,” Alpha | grunted upon seeing the truck pass the 
checkpoint and continue driving. Alpha 2 replied, “We’ve gotta follow that truck. They’re 
probably holding all of the remaining anthros inside of Facility Five still. We could be able to 
snatch one of them up and bring ‘em back to Omega.” Alpha 1 laid in silence as he waited for 
the two CDI operatives to look away from where the squad was lying. After the two operators 
turned around and moved behind the command post since they were not expecting another truck 
for the time being, the squad of seven stood up; they proceeded towards the direction the truck 
was heading. As the group was moving through a wooded area, Alpha 1 made a suggestion, 
“We'll snatch one up if it’s valuable enough to Omega. If it’s some mixed race anthro, then we 
will just tag the truck and leave.” Nobody else in the squad had any objections to the plan, so 
Alpha 1 considered the deal unanimously agreed upon. 

“Kurt, what are you doing out here?” Jim asked when he saw that the fox was standing on 
the deck of Sealand nearing the edge of the sea fort. Arcades looked to his left as he watched the 
human approach him, “I’m thinking.” Jim looked at the fox as he turned around to face him, 
“Yeah? What are you thinking about?” Arcades spoke, “I’m thinking about what we need to do 
next. We obviously can’t stop here. Omega may have lost that one facility, but they still have 
plenty of others that are operational.” Jim nodded, “Well, yes of course they have other facilities 
that are still active. Where are you getting at?” The fox voiced his own suggestion, “I want to go 
to the Congo.” Jim slowly shook his head, ““Why would you ever want to do that? That place 


doesn’t have anything that’s really too special.” 


Arcades blankly stared at Jim before making a reply, “Those two anthros. Somebody 
obviously paid good money for them. You said it yourself; somebody in Congo purchased two 
anthro foxes from Omega. I’m not sure if there are that many people in that country with the 
money for that. Especially given how expensive you said that would be.” Jim replied, “I have no 
idea who purchased them. All I know is that a purchase did happen, and that’s where they were 
sent to. I do agree with you, though. I’m pretty sure that buying two foxes from Omega is way 
more money than your average Congolese person can come up with.” Arcades thought of an 
alternate way to purchase an anthro, “Unless you pay with credit, right?” Jim shook his head, 
“Omega doesn’t accept that. You have to send all of the money all at once. No reserves, no 
rainchecks, and no financing.” Arcades lifted both of his eyebrows; he was surprised that 
somebody in the Congo really did have the funds available for two anthros from the Omega 
Foundation, “Wow. Yeah, I really believe somebody in the Congo knows something about 
Omega. I think that’s something worth finding out.” 

Jim looked at the daytime sky above Sealand, “Come on Kurt, we can talk about this 
inside.” Arcades walked with the human as they proceeded back towards Sealand’s main 
building, “I know I don’t have Fox Security to help me out, and J know that you know this would 
be extremely risky; However, I am still willing to take that risk. People need to know the truth 
about Omega, and we need to get those anthros out of the Foundation.” Jim stopped right before 
opening the door, and he looked at Arcades, “I know. I’m sorry Kurt. We don’t have the things 
that Omega does, and we sure as hell aren’t CDI or anything. We’re outnumbered and 
outgunned. There really is not a good way about doing this.” The fox sighed softly as he 
reminded himself the reality of the situation. Arcades knew that even before Omega destroyed 


his business, he did not have much manpower or vehicles in the first place. Even if the best 


scenario possible was the fox’s reality, Arcades still knew his resources paled in comparison to 
Omega’s. 

Jason noticed that Arcades was now back inside the sea fort, “Did you enjoy yourself out 
there mate?” Arcades shrugged, ““Wasn’t really my objective.” The wolf was reminded of 
something, “Speaking of objectives, what is our new objective, Kurt?” The fox took a deep 
breath before replying, “I want to go to the Democratic Republic of Congo.” Jason raised his 
eyebrows in surprise, “Congo? How would we ever get there?” Arcades leaned up against the 
wall, and he pushed his tail out of the way, “That’s a problem right now. I’m really not sure how 
we would get over there, and I would know less about getting out of there.” Jason presented 
another objection, ““What equipment would we bring?” Arcades did have the answer to this 
question, “That’s the one thing I do know. I would bring my Salient GRY for me to use. I would 
let you use my HK433, and if Bobby decides to come along, he will get the XMP-1 that we took 
from Omega. We still have it.” 

Jason realized that he did not phrase his question in a way that the fox would understand, 
“Oh, I meant what camouflage would we bring? I don’t think your African soldier dresses like an 
American or an Australian.” The fox answered Jason’s question, “The one situation I was 
prepared for. I would wear Rhodesian Brushstroke. I bought a combat shirt and shorts in that 
pattern a while back ago. Rhodesia previously used that pattern.” The wolf was slightly 
confused, “Mate, what is Rhodesia?” Arcades replied, “It’s currently called Zimbabwe. Rhodesia 
actually used to be a British colony in the 20th century. They ended up becoming an independent 
state that was ruled by a minority of caucasian humans. Eventually, a war broke out, and 
Rhodesia was no more after the war. Nowadays, Zimbabwe is still trying to recover from their 


own economy. Their leaders did not make the best economical choices, I guess.” 


“Interesting,” the wolf spoke. Jason then asked, “Do you have a camouflage pattern for 
me?” Arcades replied, “I have the pattern South Africa currently uses. It is called Soldier 2000. 
However, I really don’t think my uniforms would fit you. They’re kinda made for my size. I have 
a thirty inch chest and a thirty inch waist, and I’m at least an inch or two taller than you are.” 
Jason chuckled, “Ah, mate. Please put that in centimeters. We don’t use your bloody inches and 
feet.” Arcades replied after trying to remember what his measurements were in terms of the 
metric system, “I think I have about 77 cm chest and waist.” Jason shook his head, “That’s pretty 
far from fitting me, mate. You’re also almost two meters tall from my estimations. I don’t know 
how you’re so tall and skinny.” The fox replied, “I'll call it genetics if that’s fine by you.” 

Jason returned back to the original point, “I think I have a solid green combat uniform 
set. Should I bring that or Multicam?” Arcades replied, “Solid green would probably be best. Not 
many African nations have Multicam. I’m not sure if any even have it, actually. Especially if 
we’re talking about Sub-Saharan African nations.” The wolf tried to remember what he had 
available to use, “Right. I’m pretty certain that I have solid green. I guess I’ll also bring along 
green equipment as well.” The fox nodded, “I’m going to bring solid green equipment too. It 
matches my Rhodesian Brushstroke uniform. I guess the only thing that’Il be colored differently 
would be my tan Oakley SI Assault Gloves. Should still be alright out there.” Jim walked back to 
where Arcades and Jason were talking, “You guys still talking about going to Africa?” Arcades 
nodded, “That’s right. We’re thinking about going out there.” Jim spoke, “Well, then you’re 
going to need a pilot to drop you off.” The fox asked the human, “Can you fly us out there with 
the Stealth Hawk?” Jim replied, “I can fly you out there, but I wouldn’t use the Stealth Hawk. 
When I flew it for Omega, I only flew to destinations that they ‘authorized’ ahead of time with 


an oddly specific flight plan. The MH-60X is supposed to be kept a secret within Omega, and I 


don’t want to take our chances with Omega finding us thanks to their own helicopter.” Arcades 
nodded, “I understand, so that’s fair enough.. Perhaps we can take my Pave Hawk? It’s supposed 
to be fueled up tomorrow when they come with the fuel for it.” 

Jim nodded as he looked at the fox, “Alright, that sounds good enough. I'll make sure to 
keep an extra parachute in there in case you decide to take one like you did back at Facility 
Eleven.” Arcades smiled when he realized that Jim was referring to when he infiltrated another 
one of the Omega Foundation’s secret facilities. Jason spoke up after the fox and the human 
finished speaking, “So that’s a crew of three. What about Bobby? Have you asked him yet, 
Kurt?” Arcades shook his head, “I have not asked him yet. That’s what I plan on doing next. It 
might be a little difficult to convince him especially after what happened recently, but he would 
definitely be a great help if he agrees.” Jim spoke next, “Then I suppose you should go and ask 
him. Where is he anyways?” Arcades did not have an answer, but Jason conveyed his answer 
instead, “I think the bloke’s downstairs.” Arcades acknowledged the wolf, “Pll go down there 
and look for him.” Jason and Jim watched the fox as he proceeded to the ladder that would take 
him to the lower level of Sealand. 

“Eagle, this is Alpha 1, we have a confirmed visual on the facility. Some anthros are 
currently in view, and that truck has already picked up the next wave of anthros. Can you tell us 
how many anthros are outside of Facility Five? Over.” After a few moments of silence, the MQ- 
18C operator spoke through the radio, “Alpha-Omega be advised, thermal imaging is showing 
about fifty figures currently outside of the facility. A few do not have tails, so we believe those 
are likely CDI. Over.” Alpha 1 replied, “Acknowledged. We’ Il remain undetected, and we’ll tag 
the next truck that arrives. Out.” Once Alpha | finished speaking with Eagle, he turned to face 


the other members of the squad. The human operator spoke to his men, “Split up. Omega, you 


guys go and take one anthro. We need to see what they know. Maybe CDI let them know where 
they’re supposed to be going. Alpha will go and tag the next truck. Let’s move.” 

Omega | nodded, and he began moving away from Alpha’s fireteam with the remaining 
three operatives who consisted of fireteam Omega. Alpha 2 looked through a pair of thermal 
binoculars as he attempted to locate another truck that was on approach, “Not sure how long it 
will be until the next truck gets here.” Alpha 1 flipped up his PSQ-36 NVGs as he disabled them, 
“Shouldn’t be too long. They already seem to have the next wave already lined up out here.” 
Alpha 1 turned to Alpha 3, “Make sure nobody is behind us. I dunno if CDI has any snipers set 
up.” Alpha 3 kept his NVGs in front of his eyes as he turned around to view the remaining 
surroundings. Alpha 1 removed a small device from his kit. The device was a flat disc with a red 
button on the top. The reverse side of the disc consisted of a thin layer of tape covering the 
adhesive of the GPS device. Alpha 2 noticed that Alpha 1 was inspecting the device, “Make sure 
you plant that thing somewhere you don’t think CDI will look. Won’t be too good if they find 
that.” Alpha 1 pocketed the device and spoke with confidence, “I know what I’m doing.” 

Arcades finished descending the ladder, and he decided that he would put a few things 
away in the room he was staying in before talking to Bocchino. As the fox opened the door to his 
room, he noticed that the Italian-American cat was already there. Bocchino was holding 
Arcades’ bag which contained all of his restraints. The cat turned to face the fox, “Didn’t expect 
to see you back here so soon, Kurt.” Arcades began slowly walking forwards, “Bobby, are you 
looking through my stuff?” Bocchino put the bag down and shrugged, “I guess I could lie to you, 
but that’s something foxes are supposed to do. Yes, I am looking through your stuff.” The fox 
was confused, “May I ask why?” Bocchino began to speak, “I guess curiosity would be one of 


the factors. I am a cat after all... Another reason being we’re here in the middle of the damned 


ocean with some crazy Anglo-Saxon who thinks he runs his own country. He’s about as crazy as 
you. Did you ever think about that?” Arcades waited after Bocchino paused since he was waiting 
for the cat to continue. Bocchino took a deep breath and started speaking again just as Arcades 
predicted, “I don’t want to stay in this place. I came down here to check and see what you 
brought, and I don’t suppose that you have the intention of staying here either.” Arcades replied 
to the cat when he finished speaking, “I do not wish to remain here. We still have to find out 
what Omega has been keeping secret.” The cat continued, “Where are you thinking about going? 
Eh?” Arcades replied, “Democratic Republic of Congo, remember? Jim gave us the lead. We 
should be able to find out what Omega has there. Jim says that Omega has a contact over there 
who had purchased a couple of anthros recently.” 

The cat was becoming apathetic, “Whatever. Probably better than being here.” Bocchino 
looked back down at the rather heavy bag he had picked up and hoisted it up again, “I want to 
know what is with you and these things.” Arcades was confused as to why Bocchino diverted the 
conversation away from the original topic, “What? What do you mean?” The cat unzipped the 
bag, and he pulled out a random pair of restraints. Arcades recognized them as his Safariland 
Speedcuffs. The cat continued speaking as he inspected the metallic restraints partially covered 
by polymer, “These things. Why do you like them so damn much? You have so many of these 
fucking things. I can’t fucking understand it.” Arcades’ breathing began to become slightly less 
relaxed, and the fox couldn’t figure out what to say. After silence from Arcades, Bocchino 
looked up at the fox, “You don’t even know, do you?” The fox was still silent; he was still 
unable to figure out something to say. Bocchino sat the bag on the floor again, but he was still 
holding the pair of rigid handcuffs. The cat looked at the restraints, and he then looked back at 


Arcades. Bocchino spoke, “Come here.” Arcades slowly began to approach the cat, but the fox’s 


reluctance was very visible to Bocchino. When the fox was close enough, Bocchino grabbed 
Arcades’ wrist and pulled it forwards. The cat spoke as he applied the restraints to the fox, “Then 
I guess we’ll have to figure that out here.” Arcades did not resist Bocchino, but he remained 
silent as he waited for the cat to finish. Once Bocchino had Arcades locked in the restraints, he 
took a step back from the fox, “So, how does that feel for ya? Eh?” Arcades looked down at his 
restrained wrists in front of him, and he attempted to separate his hands in vain only to be 
immediately stopped by the rigid handcuffs. Arcades tried to control his breathing again before 
he spoke, “TI feel like I’m even less threatening than I normally appear.” The cat sarcastically 
chuckled as he nodded, “Hah, ya think?” 

After Bocchino finished, he continued watching the fox who was only still looking at his 
restrained wrists. The cat realized that he was not satisfied with what Arcades said, “No, that 
doesn’t answer my question. What are you feeling?” The fox frowned as he continued to study 
his hands, “I mean -- I really don’t know what to tell you.” The cat was becoming moderately 
frustrated and slightly impatient, “Then tell me something at least, dammit!” Arcades was still 
frowning, and his voice was beginning to break up, “Bobby... Please...” Given that Arcades was 
still unable to produce a satisfactory response for Bocchino, the cat walked back up to his 
captive, and he grabbed the plastic cover that protected the restraints’ metal connector. The cat 
used a decent amount of force to force the fox to his knees, and he repeated his question, “Tell 
me what you are feeling! Fuck! Damn it all to hell!” 

“We should be able to snatch up one of them when the guard walks off again. They don’t 
seem to keep too much of a close look at all of ‘em. They’ve got too many to look at all at once,” 
Omega 2 said as he studied the seemingly random pattern that the closest CDI guard was moving 


in. Omega 4 asked the fireteam a question, “Which one of those anthros do you want to take?” 


Omega 3 looked at the anthros that were standing around waiting to board the next CDI truck. 
The human operative pointed towards a female gray wolf, “How about that one? She’s got an 
orange trimmed collar, so she probably hasn’t been at Facility Five for too long. The ones with 
the green and yellow collars seem to be guarded a bit more heavily, so CDI probably figured out 
what the collar color codes mean. I bet they figured it out from their behavior.” Omega | turned 
his attention to the anthro Omega 3 was pointing out, “She looks scared shitless, and she looks 
like she would be fairly easy to grab compared to the other anthros that they’ve got.” Omega | 
considered taking the anthro for a moment, but he reached his decision after a brief moment of 
thought, “Yeah, let’s go for her. As soon as that truck gets here and they start to move, we move 
in and grab her. Alpha will tag the truck.” 

Omega 2 asked a question to his fireteam leader before proceeding, “Alright how is this 
gonna play out?” Omega | replied, “It’s simple. Alpha makes their move and tags the truck, and 
we snatch her up as the group proceeds to the truck. We make sure CDI can’t hear her scream, 
and we get her to the helicopter for exfil.’” Omega 2 then asked, “So who is going to grab her, 
and who is going to silence her?” Omega 3 volunteered himself, “I'll silence her. You go and 
grab her.” Omega 2 took a deep breath, but he decided to agree with the quickly thought plan, “If 
you say so...” Omega | spoke up, “4 and I can cover you two. If CDI is about to raise an alarm, 
then we’ll do something about it. You guys shouldn’t have any problems though. She’s already a 
pretty decent distance away from the nearest CDI guard.” As the fireteam discussed their plan, 
they heard an incoming radio transmission, “Attention Alpha-Omega, this is Eagle. We have 
spotted a truck on its way to gather the next wave of anthros. If you are planning to do 
something, you better do it soon. Out.” Omega | looked to the other three members of the 


fireteam, “You guys hear that? The truck’s almost here. We’ll make our move as soon as they all 


start moving. That’ll provide us with enough cover.” Omega | contacted the Alpha fireteam, 
“Alpha 1, this is Omega 1. We are going to grab one of the anthros that CDI is planning to load 
on the next truck. Are you going to attempt to plant the GPS device? Over.” 

It wasn’t long before Alpha 1 replied, “Affirmative, Omega 1. We are planning to plant 
the device on the incoming truck. Grab your anthro, and we’ll call for exfil. Let’s be quick, and 
we'll get it done. Out.” Omega | could now see the headlights from the truck, “Yup. There it is. 
Stay low for a moment. We’ll wait for it to stop, and we’ll make our move when the anthros all 
start moving towards it.” The sand-colored CDI truck arrived at its destination, and it began to 
perform a three-point turn to position the bed of the truck facing the anthros waiting to finally get 
out of Facility Five. Omega 2 and Omega 3 began to slowly stand up as the truck almost finished 
performing its maneuver. As the two operatives were preparing to make their move on the wolf, 
the other two members of fireteam Omega were aiming their XMP-1s at the nearest guard just in 
case the group was detected. 

The transport truck finally came to a stop, and the guard turned to face the group of 
anthros. Right when the guard turned away, Omega | spotted Alpha 3 quickly jogging down the 
hill in order to plant the device. Alpha 3 ran up to the truck while trying to avoid detection from 
both the guards as well as the driver of the truck itself. The operator successfully approached the 
left-hand side of the truck, and he quickly peeled off the adhesive protector before planting the 
device right between the bed and the wheel well. Since the bed of the truck was covered, the 
occupants would not notice Alpha 3 planting the tracking device. Alpha 3 pressed the button on 
the device to activate it, and he realized that he had completed his half of the mission. The 
operative quickly proceeded back up the small hill before the CDI guard turned around. Omega | 


spoke, “The guard should turn back around. When he does, you two go and grab her.” Omega | 


heard the CDI guard announce to the anthros, “Alright, come on now. Get in the truck. Move it!” 
The group of anthros began to proceed towards the tan KamAZ-6350 truck that CDI used. The 
CDI guard turned around to open the rear bed of the truck, and the two operatives knew that it 
was now their time to strike. Omega 2 and Omega 3 quietly made their way behind the group of 
anthros before Omega 3 grabbed the wolf’s mouth while Omega 2 pinned her arms behind her 
back. The two operatives began walking backwards as they were still holding on to the gray 
anthro wolf whom they had just captured. The wolf started to fight back, but she was simply not 
strong enough to take on two men. When the wolf realized this, she unwillingly accepted that she 
was going back to the Foundation yet again. 

Bocchino stared down at the fox kneeling before him. The cat wasn’t sure what he 
wanted to do next, but he really did not want to take his anger directly out on Arcades. The cat 
turned back around to face Arcades’ bag of restraints, and he began to dig through the bag’s 
contents. The cat began pulling out several uncommon restraints, “You have all this shit I ain’t 
even seen before.” At one point, Bocchino pulled out multiple models of thumbcuffs that the fox 
owned, “Like these things. I don’t even know what the fuck these things are supposed to fuking 
do.” The cat dumped the metallic restraints on the floor, and he looked back at Arcades, who was 
silently looking at Bocchino. “Stand up, now will you?” Bocchino commanded Arcades. The fox 
slowly got to his feet, and he looked back down at the polymer covering which the Safariland 
handcuffs had to allow for superior handling of a subject. The cat looked down at the many 
restraints which he removed from Arcades’ tactical bag. Bocchino grabbed the pair of Peerless 
shackles from off of the floor, and he examined them. After some examination, the cat realized 
that the restraints were meant to be applied to ankles. Bocchino looked back up at Arcades and 


said, “Come here.” The fox slowly began to step forth in order to stand in front of Bocchino 


again. Bocchino bent down, and he began by applying the shackles to Arcades’ bare ankles. For 
the second time, the cat neglected to double-lock the restraints which he had placed the fox in 
since he was not familiar with the feature. 

Arcades watched as Bocchino stood back up after shackling him, and the fox still noticed 
that he was taller than the cat by a good few inches. Bocchino then spoke again, “Step away from 
me.” Arcades complied, and he took a few steps backwards from where he was standing. The fox 
was genuinely frightened since he did not know what Bocchino was planning to do with him. 
Arcades also knew that he had no way of freeing himself because he did not have his keyring on 
his person, and he also did not know what Bocchino would do if he tried to retrieve one of his 
keys from his bag. To make matters worse for the fox, neither of his restraints were currently 
double-locked, so he knew that struggling would only make things worse since the restraints 
could tighten and cause pain. Arcades had no choice but to listen to what Bocchino told him to 
do, and this thought filled the fox with even more fear. At this point, Arcades was hoping that the 
cat would not physically harm him, but he was not even sure what Bocchino was actually 
thinking about. 

The cat looked at the fox’s restrained hands that were still in front of his torso, and he 
then looked down at the chain connecting the shackles locked around his ankles. Bocchino 
looked back at Arcades’ face before he spoke again, “I want you to place your hands behind your 
back.” The cat believed that he was giving Arcades an impossible task to accomplish, but he did 
not know that Arcades’ had performed this exact task many times before in his current state of 
being restrained in the way he was. The cat watched with surprise as Arcades bent down and 
stepped over the rigid handcuffs before he brought his hands past his waist. Arcades then pulled 


his tail out of the way as he brought his restrained hands up to his back. “I didn’t think you’d 


actually be able to do that,” Bocchino said after the fox had completely finished the task. 
Arcades asked the cat a question, “Why did you tell me to do it then?” Bocchino felt a bit of 
anger inside of himself which became all the more stronger, “Shut your fucking mouth you 
stupid motherfucking bitch!” Arcades had no idea why Bocchino was so angry, but he did not 
want to say anything else given his current predicament. Bocchino returned back to Arcades’ 
bag, “I thought I saw something....” The cat did not finish his thought as he began to dig through 
the bag yet again. After a moment of searching, Bocchino retrieved the item he had seen earlier. 
Arcades had a feeling that he knew what Bocchino would be looking for, and he was not 
surprised to see what the cat brought out of the bag. Arcades looked at a familiar fox muzzle that 
dangled from Bocchino’s hand. Bocchino walked up to the fox, and he placed the muzzle over 
Arcades mouth in order to silence him. The cat then moved behind his captive, and he figured 
out how to strap the device to Arcades’ face. 

“T don’t want to hear your fucking sorry ass. That’s for damn sure,” Bocchino remarked 
as he silenced Arcades. The cat returned back in front of his captive after he finished restraining 
him, “Wanna know how I managed to convince CDI to drag your bitchass out of the fire?” 
Arcades could not respond to the rhetorical question even if he wanted to. After a quick moment 
of silence, Bocchino continued, “Well, I damn sure didn’t give them a long talking to until they 
were like, ‘Oh, we’ll go and help some black and white fox that’s a whole continent away.’ 
That’s not what fucking happened!” The cat watched as his captive frowned through the muzzle, 
“Yeah, you wanna know what actually fucking happened?” Again, Arcades could not respond to 
the rhetorical question, “I had to give them my fucking money. All because you wanted to play 
the hero and go there all by yourself. If it wasn’t for me, then you would have been fucked. And 


believe me when I say fucked.” 


Arcades looked down at the floor, and he frowned again. The cat continued, “You’re 
fucking retarded beyond all imagination if you thought for even a single second that I was 
somehow able to convince them with words. Nah, that ain’t what fucking happened. Money is 
the only way you can convince those fuckers.” Bocchino noticed that Arcades was looking at the 
ground instead of him, “Hey asshole! Hey shit for brains! Listen to me...” Bocchino grabbed 
Arcades’ muzzled face, and he forced the fox to look directly at him, “Your fucking sorry ass is 
the only damn reason why we’re all out here! All because of you and your fucking stupid 
decisions! And to top all that shit off, CDI is keeping all of those anthros to themselves. We 
don’t even get to see what happens to them!” 

Still in a fit of anger, Bocchino grabbed Arcades’ shoulder, and the cat shoved the fox. 
Arcades staggered, and he tried to regain his balance after being shoved. However, his hands 
were unable to help them since they were now locked behind his back. The leg restraints around 
the fox’s ankles were not helping him either. Bocchino shoved the fox again, and this time 
Arcades fell to his knees, “This shit is all your fucking fault! You damn foxes are all the same! 
You dipshits do nothing but cause problems. You know that right?” When Arcades fell to his 
knees, he had accidentally tightened the shackles around his feet, and this caused them to dig into 
his ankles. Arcades was now afraid that the cat was going to inflict actual harm to him, and he 
knew that there would be absolutely nothing he could do in order to protect himself. He was 
entirely at the mercy of an angry Italian cat. 

Bocchino moved behind the fox and came very close to stepping on Arcades’ tail. The cat 
considered stomping on Arcades’ tail, but he wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to hurt the fox that 
bad. After all, Bocchino knew that Arcades was completely helpless in his current state. Instead 


of hurting the fox, Bocchino grabbed Arcades’ shoulders, and he pushed the fox down flat on his 


stomach. The cat stood up, and he could see a few tears running out of Arcades’ eyes, “You 
fucking dumbass. You’re a real fucking shitbag, you know that?” Bocchino raised his boot to 
kick the downed fox, but he stopped himself from kicking Arcades at the last moment. Instead, 
Bocchino took another deep breath, “Your fucking joke of a PMC went down the shitter too. All 
because you had to fucking pursue this Omega Foundation bullshit! Now you’re fucked! You are 


'”? 


so fucked you damn fucking idiot! Son of a bitch!” Bocchino did not stop his rant. The cat 
watched as his captive was still lying flat on the ground with tears rolling from his eyes, “Don’t 
just lie there! Do fucking something!” The fox did not do anything, and he continued to lie on 
the ground. In the silence, Bocchino could hear a few sniffles that were emanating from Arcades. 
The cat’s hand balled into a fist, and it began to shake as he began to grasp tighter and tighter, 
“This is all your fucking fault! We shouldn’t be out fucking here in the middle of the fucking 
ocean with a dumbass Anglo on some fucking sea fort!” 

Arcades had nothing to say to Bocchino, and he knew that even if he wanted to say 
something, he lacked the means of doing so. Bocchino squatted down, and he grabbed Arcades’ 
head before pulling it upwards. The cat shouted in Arcades’ face, “I should have never worked 
for you, you fucking idiot! I should have fucking left when I had the damn chance to! Now I’m 
fucking out here with a retarded idiot fox, a faggot-ass fudgepacking wolf, psychotic Anglo- 
Saxons, and a fucking Illuminati pilot. Get fucked you complete and absolute dumbass!” 
Bocchino suddenly released Arcades’ head, and this caught the fox off guard as his face collided 
with the ground. When Arcades turned his head back to the side again, he could feel the wetness 
of his tears in his fur. Since he was muzzled, Arcades could only sniffle and endure Bocchino’s 
seemingly endless ranting. The cat stepped away from the fox, and he sat up against the wall 


while facing Arcades. Bocchino buried his face in his hands, and he shook his head, “Damn...” 


As the cat sat in silence, he could still hear several sniffles coming from his captive, and he 
began to wonder if what he did was actually necessary. As the cat looked back to the restrained 
fox, he began to regret his actions. Bocchino began to realize that taking his anger out on 
Arcades actually did not change the fact that he was still practically stranded at Sealand. 

“This is Alpha 1, we’ve planted the GPS device on the transport, and we have secured 
one anthro. Requesting exfil and ETA on extraction. Over,” the Omega operative spoke after the 
squad retreated to a safe location to speak aloud. A voice quickly sounded over the radio, “Alpha 
1, this is Ghost 1-Actual. We are en-route to return to deployment LZ. ETA five minutes. Be 
ready for pickup. Out.” Alpha 1 remembered where the squad was dropped off at, “We gotta get 
back to where they dropped us off at. That’s our LZ. Come on, and make sure she doesn’t get 
lost out here.” Alpha 1 had pointed to the gray wolf whom the operatives restrained with zip-ties 
since the operatives did not bring any other items they could use with them. To prevent the wolf 
from shouting, the operatives even zip tied her mouth closed. Alpha 3 tugged on the wolf to 
motivate her to get moving, “Come on bitch, you heard them. Let’s fucking go already.” The 
wolf reluctantly complied with the operatives, for she knew that she was in no position to escape 
seven deadly humans all armed with experimental rifles. Alpha 1 briefly turned to face Alpha 3, 
“Make sure you hold onto her the entire time. You don’t wanna lose her out here.” Alpha 3 
nodded to acknowledge his squad leader, and he brought his left arm around the wolf’s right arm 
in order to make sure that he would not lose her. The wolf was terrified; she didn’t know where 
the humans were planning on taking her. All she could do now was continue. 

“Look, Kurt... Maybe all of that wasn’t really the best thing I could’ve said to you,” 
Bocchino spoke after he gave the situation a decent moment to cooldown. The cat took another 


deep breath to calm himself, “I admire that you cared enough about those anthros to make an 


attempt to rescue them, but I really don’t think you would’ve made it out of there by yourself. 
Especially given the amount of manpower that Omega had in there.” Arcades was still unable to 
reply due to the fact that Bocchino still had not removed the muzzle from the fox’s face. The fox, 
however, was still watching the cat speak because he was still able to turn his head to look at 
Bocchino. Arcades blinked away his remaining tears a few times before the cat replied, “I know 
you’re probably really mad at me too, but just give this a little thought, will ya?” Bocchino took 
another pause, “Going from one continent to another and then back to that continent again kinda 
fucks with ya. You know what I’m saying?” 

Bocchino waited a few seconds, but he realized that he had muzzled the fox and left him 
in such a state of forced silence. The cat continued to expect replies to his own questions, but he 
knew that he had prevented this by silencing the fox himself. The cat stood up and approached 
Arcades, “Alright, here. I’ll let you say whatever it is you want to say to me now. I know you’ve 
gotta be pissed, so I'll still leave you chained up for now.” Bocchino unbuckled the muzzle from 
the fox before he detached it completely. Arcades still lied in silence as he looked at Bocchino. 
The cat was not expecting this, “You gonna say something?” After an even longer period of 
silence, Arcades finally began to speak, “It wouldn’t be right.” The cat was confused, “What? 
What are you talking about?” Arcades spoke again, “I’m not mad at you, Bobby. I understand 
where you’re coming from, and I’m really sorry that all of this had to happen in this short period 
of time.” Bocchino looked directly at Arcades, “You’re not mad? Even after I did all of that?” 
The fox replied, “Why would getting mad be helping anything? What type of example would I 
be setting if I were to get mad at you? We wouldn’t be getting anywhere. We would only be 


getting stuck in the same place.” The cat was having a hard time believing what he was hearing, 


so he said, “I was fully expecting you to want to fight me after that little event.” Arcades replied 
to Bocchino by saying, “You’re forgetting one important thing about me. J turn the other cheek.” 

“Ts this going to turn into a Bible lecture or something?” Bocchino asked as he sat back 
on the floor again. Arcades answered, “I mean, that kinda happens when you base your whole 
life around the teachings of Jesus Christ.” Bocchino sat in front of the fox, and he tugged on one 
of the restraints, “Oh yea? How do you explain this?” The fox knew what Bocchino was asking 
about, “That has nothing to do with anything. That’s just something that I choose to do. I mean, 
it would be a problem if I did it sexually, but I don’t. ’'m not doing anything wrong by doing 
what I’m doing.” Bocchino was partially in disbelief, “Uh-huh, sure. I suppose it’s a problem for 
Jason then?” Arcades replied, “Yeah, but I don’t really wanna talk about that specifically.” 
Bocchino did not observe what Arcades requested, “Why did you let him stay with us? After 
what he tried to do. Why didn’t you kick his ass out to the curb? You know you should’ve done 
that.” The fox replied, “Everybody gets a second chance. God is so patient that He will give us as 
many chances as it takes until we repent of our sins while we’re still living. I wouldn’t be truly 
representing Christ if I didn’t forgive Jason. He was genuinely repentant, so I let him stay. He 
genuinely wants to make things right, and I trust that he will stay repentant.” Bocchino asked 
another question, “Is that why you’re not mad at me?” 

Arcades looked at the cat before speaking, “It wouldn’t be right for me to get mad at you. 
Why shouldn’t I give you a chance to change your mind too?” Bocchino shook his head as he 
closed his eyes, “Ahhh, I’m not sure how often I meet somebody like you.” Arcades replied as he 
moved to sit on his knees, “Probably not too often.” Bocchino was beginning to feel guilty for 
what he had said to the fox, “Kurt. I hope you know that I didn’t really actually mean all of that, 


what I said.” Arcades formed a genuine smile, “Don’t worry Bobby, I forgive you. I also don’t 


see you any different than I did before. To be honest, I probably should have been more prepared 
for a situation like this.” The cat shook his head with a smile as he took another breath, “What 
ever happened to an eye for an eye?” Arcades replied, “Already been fulfilled. The New 
Covenant commands us to turn the other cheek.” 

Bocchino looked at Arcades, ““Why did God give us rules to follow anyways?” The fox 
gave a reply, “Because God knows what is truly best for us. God is Holy, and He demands us to 
be Holy as well if we want to live with Him in eternal paradise. Sin separates us from God, and it 
has always been that way since the Fall of Man.” Bocchino looked at Arcades’ tail which was 
curling around and coming over to the fox’s side, ““Are you sure that anthros can get salvation 
like humans can? Jesus Christ was a human, not an anthro. Right?” Arcades took a breath before 
responding, “Salvation is available to all sapient beings. We are sapient beings just like humans 
are. We’re almost the same as them. We do look quite different from then, but we all still have 
souls. That’s the most important part. It doesn’t matter what Christ looked like. That doesn’t 
change a thing.” 

The cat ran his hand through the fur on his head, “You’ve got more faith than I do, that’s 
for sure.” The fox replied, “Bobby, I promise you... It doesn’t matter what you’ve done. You’re 
not out of the reach of salvation. All you have to do is repent of your sins and trust in Jesus 
Christ for eternal forgiveness. You’re not out of reach, and neither is Jason. Though Jason may 
have homosexual tendencies, it is completely possible for those to be removed through the Grace 
of God. He doesn’t have to be like that.” Bocchino raised his eyebrows, “Is that true now?” 
Arcades nodded, “Yes, that is true. I promise you I am not lying. I know I am a fox, and that you 
probably expect foxes to lie... But please, you need to take my word on this for once. I promise 


you that I’m not lying to you. Hell is real, and there are people on their way to eternal suffering. 


You don’t have to join them, and Jason doesn’t have to join them either. There’s a chance for 
everybody. Salvation is a gift, and it’s eternal.” 

Bocchino decided that he wanted to change the subject, “Do you want out of those cuffs 
now?” Arcades shrugged, “I don’t have the key, so I kinda have to wait for you to either give me 
the key or to release me yourself.” The cat repeated his question, “Do you want out or not?” 
Arcades replied, “Ill take the key if that’s what you’re asking me.” Bocchino stood up, and he 
went over to Arcades’ bag again. This time, the cat removed a keyring which carried multiple 
keys hanging off of it. The longest key appeared to be a standard handcuff key, but the rest of the 
keys hanging off of the ring had different bits. The cat dropped the keyring in front of the 
kneeling fox. Arcades looked down at the keyring which was a few feet out of his reach, “Not 
like I can reach that, but alright.” Bocchino shook his head and shrugged, “You’ll figure it out, 
now won’t you?” Arcades was already shifting his body while still on his knees in order to grab 
the keyring lying on the floor, “I’ve had to get out of worse. This is nothing new for me.” The cat 
watched as Arcades turned himself around to get into a position to pick up the set of keys. 
Arcades picked up the keyring without looking at it, and the cat decided to ask another question 
as he watched several odd keys jiggle from the keyring, “Why do you have so many keys on that 
keyring?” The fox replied as he began to unlock the handcuffs which bound his wrists behind his 
back, “I have one key that’s supposed to be compatible with most American made brands, and 
then I have other keys that are compatible with international brands. This keyring opens all 
variants I know of that are currently used by military and police forces.” 

Bocchino watched as Arcades placed the Safariland restraints on the floor after freeing 
his wrists and asked, “If you had to take a wild guess, how many times have you locked yourself 


up with your little collection?” Arcades began to free his ankles as he answered the cat, 


“Probably at least a few hundred times. I have been doing this for years though. However, I don’t 
do this daily. I mainly do it some weekends if I’m feeling up to it. Otherwise, I just don’t.” 
Arcades freed his ankles, and he laid the shackles on the floor next to the Safariland restraints. 
The fox stood up, and he looked at the mess of restraints all over the floor, “Looks like I better 
get this all cleared up.” Bocchino forgot what Arcades already asked him in the first place, “Say, 
why did you come here to find me in the first place anyways?” Arcades remembered what his 
original question for the cat was, “I wanted to ask if you wanted to go to the Congo with us. 
We’re going to find out who bought those two foxes from Omega, and we need your help. You’d 
be very valuable to us and our mission.” 

The cat groaned, “Ugh... Well, that shithole is probably better than this shithole. At least 
there’s more land there... I guess I'll be coming with you.” Arcades smiled, “Good, now if we 
didn’t have that little episode earlier, then we would have been able to speed things along a little 
bit. Now wouldn’t we?” Bocchino shrugged, “Well, I guess my anger was going to come out 
some time or another. I fucking hate small places.” The fox began to pick up the restraints that 
Bocchino left on the floor next to his bag, “Not really the best decision to take it out on others. 
You could’ve had worse results if you did that to someone who doesn’t have the patience I do.” 
Bocchino watched the fox as he placed the various metallic restraints back into his bag, “Where 
did you get your patience from?” Arcades returned with a simple response, “From God. The 
Holy Spirit provides you with many blessings. Patience is only one of them. You can read all 
about that in the Book of Galatians if you’re interested.” 

Bocchino thought about what Arcades had said before disregarding it, “Hmm... Sure, 
alright. Whatever.” The fox finally finished packing his bag back up, “You can at least be glad 


that you won’t have to stay here for too much longer. As soon as we get the helicopter refueled, 


we're leaving. We’re going to take it all the way to Africa. That means we’re gonna have to take 
a few stops along the way. I just want to let you know that.” Bocchino asked one more question, 
“So who’s all coming?” Arcades replied, “Me, you, Jason, and Jim. Jim is going to be our pilot.” 
The cat sighed and spoke sarcastically, “Sounds like quite the team.” Arcades stood behind the 
cat, “Come on Bobby. They won’t see us coming. Omega probably thinks I’m dead anyways.” 
Bocchino turned around to face Arcades, “I guess we'll be sure to see what happens. Off to 


Africa I guess... The sooner the better.” 


Chapter 3 


African Arrival 


“Kurt, where are we supposed to sleep over here anyways?” Jason asked a question to the 
fox. Arcades smiled and looked to the wolf as he adjusted his Rhodesian Brushstroke boonie hat, 
“We'll have to cross that bridge when we get there. We’ll figure something out.” Bocchino 
turned around in the co-pilot seat of the HH-60 when he heard the fox speak, “Well damn, I was 
hoping they’d have at least one good place to stay in this shithole of a country.” Arcades turned 
towards his left to face the cat, “Come on Bobby, it can’t be that bad now can it?” The cat sighed 
as he turned back around to look out the cockpit of the helicopter, “I’m not doing this shit 
today.” Jim held the flight stick as he flipped up the visor of his black Gentex HGU-56P, “Never 
actually been here in person. Omega never sent me down here, so I never had a chance to visit 
any of their facilities or their affiliates.” 

Arcades became curious as he thought about the mission, “Hey Jim, the guy who bought 
the anthros is not actually part of the Foundation itself, right?” Jim nodded as he kept his 
attention at the flight controls, “That’s right. The guy we’re looking for has his own compound 
or estate of some sorts, but that’s all I heard. I have no idea where he is, but I guess we could 
probably figure that out when we get there. What I can tell you is that I do have a rough location 
as to where Omega’s facility is, and that’s where the anthros go before they go to the people who 
buy them. They don’t simply send anthros to people. The buyer has to come to the facility and 


pick the anthro up. I can probably take you guys close to that facility, but I can’t bring you too 


close. We might be able to figure out something when we land there.” Arcades gripped his 
Salient GRY rifle with his left hand as he tried to get comfortable in his seat while using his right 
hand. The fox briefly looked through the L3Harris EOTech EXPS3 Holographic Sight to make 
sure that it was not enabled. He only had a few spare batteries for it, so he did not want to use 
one battery before the main operation started. Arcades also tugged on the sight and made sure 
that the magnifier behind the sight was not loose, either. Since both optics were firmly mounted 
on the rifle, it was likely that they still held their proper zero. The fox felt that it wasn’t too bright 
in the cabin of the helicopter, so he placed his Oakley M2 glasses on his boonie hat facing 
upwards so the frames themselves wouldn’t rub up against the hat. 

The wolf caught the fox’s attention, “Say, Kurt. What language do they speak here? Or at 
least for the country we’re going to?” Arcades replied, “The Democratic Republic of Congo 
speaks French, and I’m pretty sure none of us speak French.” Bocchino voiced his concern, 
“Well that’s just all fine and dandy now isn’t it? Another thing that’s stacked up against us.” 
Arcades took a moment to exhale before saying anything back to the cat, ““We’ll make it through 
alright. Can’t you at least trust me once?” The cat spoke again, “Yeah, like I'll ever trust a damn 
fox.” Arcades did not bother saying anything back in response to Bocchino’s statement. Jason 
noticed how the fox did not reply to Bocchino, so he decided to talk to Arcades instead, “So, uh - 
- Who do we expect to actually see out here while looking for the Omega guys?” Jim 
immediately remembered something, “Oh that reminds me, a couple of weeks ago, I heard on the 
news that several South African defense firms began operating here in the Congo. We may or 
may not see them out here.” 

Arcades was intrigued, “Is that right? That’ll be interesting if we run into any of them. A 


higher chance of somebody speaking English.” Jason asked the fox a question, “Mate, do you 


think any of them are with Omega?” The fox shrugged, for he did not know the answer to the 
question. He relayed it to Jim, “What do you think Jim? Did Omega call them up from South 
Africa for this?” Jim shook his helmeted head, “That’s highly unlikely. I didn’t hear anything 
about that at all. I’m pretty sure they’re there just to do their regular contract work. Skirmishes 
and small battles happen all the time in Central Africa nowadays, so it would probably be that 
kind of stuff. You should be familiar with it.”” When the human pilot finished, the fox looked 
back at the wolf, and he waited for Jason to ask something else. However, Jason did not have 
anything else that he wanted to ask Arcades. 

As the fox redirected his attention to his equipment, he began to wonder about what was 
happening to the anthros which he had helped to liberate. He also wondered what would have 
happened to him if he faced capture by Omega during his infiltration operations. Arcades 
reminded himself of the two Omega Facilities that he visited, and he knew that nothing good 
would have happened to him if he was subdued. The fox then remembered the coyote that he 
encountered at Facility Eleven. He knew what would have happened to him if his escape attempt 
proved unsuccessful. Merely thinking about the event evoked the fox to close his eyes and 
slowly shake his head to rid his mind of the memories of what happened at Facility Eleven. Even 
though Arcades was able to escape practically untouched, he knew that if he failed, he would 
certainly be in a significantly different situation. He also knew that nobody would be able to help 
him in that type of scenario since hardly anybody outside of Omega knew where their facilities 
were. Many people don’t know Omega even exists. 

The wolf noticed that the fox appeared visibly distressed, “Mate, is something wrong 
with you?” The fox opened his eyes as he heard Jason speak, “Oh, I-I was just thinking about 


what happened the past week. I’m very blessed to have made it through all of that in one piece. 


Not everybody ended up that fortunate.” Jason replied, “Then I hope we can make it in and out 
of the Congo in one piece.” Arcades looked out the window as he spoke, “Place your trust in the 
Lord, and He will guide us through with what we need to do. The Lord will protect us and help 
us out with our endeavors.” Bocchino was skeptical, ““Are you sure about that, Kurt? How many 
times did God supposedly help you out in the last two weeks?” The fox let out a deep breath as 
both of his eyebrows raised, “Phew, more times than I can count. You didn’t even see half of it, 
Bobby.” 

“Get in there,” an Omega Internal Security Group member shoved the female wolf into a 
small cell. The wolf staggered as she was not expecting the guard to use such force to shove her 
into the cell. Unable to catch her balance, she fell on the floor, and she was particularly unable to 
catch her fall due to the fact that her hands were still restrained behind her back. The wolf turned 
to the door that was quickly shut, and she realized that she was now a captive of the Omega 
Foundation again. Desperate to escape, the wolf stood up, and she attempted to kick the door. 
This attempt was quickly shut down due to the fact that the wolf was wearing carbon steel 
shackles around her ankles which featured a very short chain. All the wolf could do was groan to 
herself, since she was not even able to speak since Omega also gagged her. The wolf sat in the 
middle of the cell, and she attempted to pull her hands apart, but the rigid ASP handcuffs 
prevented this as well. With no choices remaining, all she could do now was wait for Omega to 
return. 

“Looks like we’ll be touching down in a few minutes,” Jim announced to the passengers 
of the helicopter. Bocchino was the first to comment, “Fucking finally. I’m sick of being 
cramped up in this piece of shit.” Arcades replied to the comment, “It’s not like these are meant 


to be comfortable.” The cat found this as an opportune time to make a remark back to the fox, 


“Neither are those handcuffs that you put yourself in, Kurt.” Arcades shook his head while 
feeling slightly embarrassed, “We’re not doing this, Bobby.” Bocchino was still irritated, “Get 
fucked, asshole!” The fox only sighed; he knew that there was no diffusing the situation at the 
current point in time. Jim eased up on the throttle as he pulled the flight stick aft, and the 
helicopter leveled out as it began to descend. Jason watched out the window as the HH-60 slowly 
approached the ground, and he briefly looked to see what Arcades was attentive to. The fox was 
only holding onto his rifle; he was ready to disembark from the helicopter after the long flight. 
Arcades knew that Bocchino just needed some time to himself in order to return to a more 
positive attitude, so he decided to give the cat some space for the time being. The fox also knew 
that Bocchino did not actually mean the things he was saying during his moments of irritation. 
Arcades could agree with the cat on one aspect: flying in the HH-60 was definitely not a 
comfortable experience. 

The Pave Hawk’s landing gear finally touched down on the ground after the long flight, 
and Arcades stood up in order to open the side door that he and Jason were currently facing. Jim 
had already begun to disable the helicopter’s engines, and he even removed his Gentex pilot 
helmet. Eager to stretch his long legs, the fox was the first to exit the helicopter. Jason followed 
suit, and the wolf began walking off and following Arcades. After making sure that he had 
successfully disembarked from the helicopter entirely, Arcades let go of his Salient GRY, and he 
let his olive drab sling hold his rifle for him. The fox also adjusted the olive drab Condor H- 
Harness that he was wearing since it was becoming slightly uncomfortable. Realizing that he did 
not need to actually wear his equipment at the moment, Arcades began to remove his tactical 


equipment. 


The fox unbuckled the belt that the harness was connected to, and he also disconnected 
the buckle that held the harness on his chest. Arcades placed the equipment on the ground, and 
he sat his rifle on the ground next to the OD green gear as well. Jason watched the fox as he 
placed his gear on the ground and asked, “Why didn’t you leave that stuff in the chopper?” 
Arcades removed his hat as well, and he placed it directly on top of the Salient GRY’s receiver 
group. He then replied to Jason, “I could have done that, but I just didn’t think about it. 
Shouldn’t make any difference leaving it here in the dry dirt, anyways.” Jason looked around at 
the surroundings, and he was able to notice that they landed right outside of a very lightly 
wooded area. The helicopter landed on a large flat mound of sand that was surrounded by tall 
grass. 

The fox began to stretch now that he had doffed all of his equipment. All Arcades was 
wearing now was his Rhodesian Brushstroke combat shirt and his shorts that were of the 
matching camouflage pattern. Jason examined the fox as he stretched, and the wolf noticed one 
noteworthy piece of apparel that Arcades was wearing. The wolf pointed to Arcades’ left ankle, 
“Ts that a bracelet you’re wearing on your ankle?” Arcades paused momentarily, and he looked at 
the olive drab bracelet on his left ankle. Arcades replied, “That is indeed a paracord bracelet. My 
wrists are too thin to wear that, so I have it on my ankle.” Jason had another question; he was 
curious as to the paracord’s function, “What is it for, mate?” Arcades answered, ““Paracord has 
many uses. One reason in particular that I have it is in case my chest rig ever rips or tears 
significantly. I can use the paracord to repair it out in the field so that I can still use it until I can 
find a suitable replacement.” 

“T think it looks nice on your ankle,” Jason commented again. Arcades exhaled as he 


halfway closed his eyes, “Well, you are the first to say that, so I'll give you that.” Arcades began 


to sit on the ground, and Jason kept his eyes trained on the fox’s bare legs. The wolf asked 
another question, “So how come you’re wearing shorts out here?” Arcades replied, “Well, Africa 
is kind of a hot place. Especially where we are, for we’re practically right next to the equator. 
When the humans from Rhodesia fought in the Bush War, they often wore similar shorts. I don’t 
blame ‘em.” The wolf nodded, “Right. I suppose it is important to stay cool out here.” Arcades 
nodded in agreement, “Oh yeah, especially given the fact that we’re in Africa. It’s important to 
look after yourself because help isn’t readily available out here. Water can be pretty scarce, too. 
We should be careful.” 

“Then I guess we’ll have to stick together,” Jason spoke in response to Arcades. The fox 
looked past the wolf to watch Bocchino finally disembark from the helicopter along with Jim. 
Arcades spoke while still watching the cat, “Cooperation amongst ourselves is an absolute must 
out here, and that’s why we have to make sure Bobby keeps his cool. We can’t afford to have 
him getting mad in a scenario like this. I don’t want something bad to happen way out here.” The 
fox focused back on the wolf after finishing his statement, “If events turn for the worse, can I at 
least trust that you will have my back?” Jason nodded, “Mate, Ill always watch your back.” 
Jason was surprised that Arcades was already willing to trust him again given the events which 
occurred in the previous week. 

As they were moving some equipment out of the helicopter, Bocchino was speaking with 
Jim, “And then Kurt says that he’s planning on moving ahead, so he would be able to have a 
headstart in the morning when the German Army decided to push further into the city.” Jim 
continued speaking with the cat, “Is that when he was attacked?” Bocchino nodded, “Yup. That’s 
right. He doesn’t wear helmets too often, so one of the NSS dudes whacked him in the back of 


the head. Motherfucker went out like a light.” Jim placed a tactical MOLLE backpack on the 


ground, and he proceeded to return to the HH-60 to see if there was anything else currently 
needed, “So, how did Kurt escape the NSS after that?” Bocchino continued, “He used his 
Houdini escape artist tricks I suppose. I’m tellin’ ya, that fucker’s got a key to every single one 
of those damn restraints.” Jim was mildly intrigued, “Heh, I remember that Omega mentioned 
that they were going to use restraints with unconventional keys in order to prevent someone from 
freeing the anthros they were going to catch at Berlin.” Though Jim did not participate in the 
Siege of Berlin himself, he knew about the event before it happened. Bocchino was reminded of 
the events that did happen, “Oh yes, that’s right. Kurt just happened to have the keys to those 
when we all got to the train station.” Jim chuckled, “Hah, I guess that fox sure knows a thing or 
two about restraints.” Bocchino replied, “Don’t even get me started. He has a fuckton of them, 
and he wears them semi-regularly.” 

Jim asked for more information, “Oh really? How’d you come about knowing that?” 
Bocchino gave his information, “Those things make noise mind you. I can hear him messing 
with them when I walk by his room.” Jim then asked, “So, he put those on in the middle of a 
workday or something?” Bocchino shook his head, “Nah, he would only do that on weekends. 
He lived at that one place Omega destroyed, and practically everyone would be gone during 
weekends. I would always keep my tactical gear there rather than at my house, but I would often 
leave some other stuff there such as guns since I can’t own fully-automatic weapons. Not legally 
at least, but Kurt technically can... Anyways, it was almost like having storage that I wasn’t 
paying for.” Jim asked the cat, “Did you ever give him some sort of heads-up before you would 
show up?” Bocchino shook his head, “Sure didn’t. I would just show up whenever I needed 


anything. One time I knocked on his door, and he answered it with leg shackles locked around 


his ankles. I also saw multiple pairs of handcuffs on his bed. I pretended like I didn’t notice 
anything. He was probably hoping that I didn’t notice.” 

Jim continued the conversation, “So you’ve known about him doing this for a good while 
or so?” Bocchino replied, “Yeah, but I’m glad he doesn’t do that stuff while we’re conducting 
our business and all.” Jim looked at the gear that was still left inside of the helicopter, “Do you 
think he brought all of them with us?” Bocchino grabbed the bag that contained the restraints, 
“He sure did. However, I don’t think he plans on returning to Sealand, so that’s probably why he 
brought them with us. I can’t really see him comfortable with using them out here at least. I’m 
pretty sure he’d rather be alone while doing that.” Jim was curious, “So, does he ever bring any 
of those on missions?” Bocchino shook his head, “Nope. He only brings the keys. I’m telling ya, 
he literally just has these for himself. If you were to ask him, he would tell you that.” 

“T would call that rather odd if I never worked for the Omega Foundation,” Jim spoke. 
The human continued after a short moment of silence, “Can I look and see what he’s got in 
there?” Bocchino handed the bag over to the human, and he immediately felt the weight of the 
metallic contents, “Yeesh, this bag is pretty damn heavy.” The human sat the bag on the ground 
before attempting to unzip it. After placing the bag on the ground, Jim revealed the bag’s 
contents. The human rummaged through the bag, and he soon noticed a few similarities, “Say, 
these are just like the ones that Omega uses.” Bocchino watched the human, “I bet you he 
probably purchased those from the same exact store.” Jim shrugged as he zipped the bag back 
up, “Eh, Omega buys these in wholesale. Kurt does buy all of the same manufacturers Omega 
buys from, though.” 

Jason was now sitting down with the fox, and the wolf was speaking with Arcades, “I just 


really didn’t know what to say at all. I remembered that you did end up sleeping there for a little 


while.” Arcades examined his Oakley gloves he brought with him before placing them back 
down with the rest of his equipment, “For a moment, I kinda wasn’t even sure if you spoke 
English when I first found you.” The wolf continued after the fox finished, “You know I am 
surprised that you did feel comfortable enough to sleep right next to someone you found in a 
room splattered with blood all over the walls.” Arcades smiled, “Well, I guess that was a risk I 
was willing to take. I could have died there if you really wanted to kill me.” Jason raised his 
eyebrows, “I wouldn’t kill you, mate.” The fox nodded, “Yeah, I know you wouldn’t. However, I 
know some people wouldn’t hesitate to end the life of a fox like me.” 

Jason frowned as he placed his left hand on the fox’s right shoulder, “What can you do 
mate?” Arcades looked up at the sky, “I can’t do anything, and that’s what bothers me. Being in 
a State of helplessness is something that I never like to be in. I hate when there’s nothing I can do 
about a situation. I'll be honest with you, it’s definitely one of my greatest fears.” Jason frowned 
as he continued to hold on to the fox’s shoulder, “Ah, that makes me regret what I tried to do 
even more. I’m really sorry I put you in that kind of situation.” The fox looked down at the 
ground as he remembered the ordeal, “I know you’re really sorry, and I already forgave you for 
that. The best thing we can do now is move forwards if you’ve already asked the Lord for your 
forgiveness. I'll admit, I was absolutely horrified, but I’m willing to forget all about it if you 
are.” The wolf smiled. 

“And then I heard him scream. He was fuckin’ pleading with all that he had to make that 
motherfucker stop,” Bocchino was explaining the ordeal to Jim. The human was listening, “So, 
you're telling me that wolf was planning to rape Kurt?” Bocchino nodded, “That’s right. I dunno 
why he fucking stopped at the last second. I guess Kurt’s screaming really got to him or 


something. Fuckin’ unbelievable if you ask me.” Jim looked at the wolf sitting with the fox, 


“You're telling me that’s him over there?” The cat replied, “Sure is. That’s Jason. I have no idea 
why Kurt decided to forgive him for even attempting that. I know I wouldn’t forgive him for 
that. If it were up to me, that shitbag would be six feet underground right now. He wouldn’t even 
get a chance to plead. I’d fuck that bitch up in a heartbeat.” Jim wanted to clarify what the cat 
was saying, “Kurt forgave him?” 

“But you have to remember one thing. This is not an important issue at all. It doesn’t 
make sense to put too much thought into it. We should be focusing on other things instead. For 
instance, the reason why we came out here in the first place,” Arcades spoke to the wolf. Jason 
looked back at the ground, “Oh, I’m sorry mate.” The fox continued speaking, “The reason why 
we came out here was not to discuss why I do what I do in my free time. We came out here to 
find the anthros Omega sold out here. We’re also looking for the guy who bought them as well.” 
Jason looked back at the fox and nodded, “Alright.” Arcades still was not finished, “I only 
brought the bag with me because I do not plan on returning to Sealand to retrieve my things. I 
put everything I have on that helicopter. I’m not going to use anything in that bag out here. So if 
that’s what’s on your mind, then save it for later. We’ve got bigger problems to worry about. 
This time is not our free time.” 

Jason replied finally, “I understand, Kurt. I'll keep the mission the priority.” Arcades then 
said, ““That’s right. If we don’t keep the mission in mind, then how would we ever complete it?” 
Jason realized that Arcades was practically restating the same point he had already mentioned, “I 
think I get it, Kurt.” Arcades was quick to respond, “I’m sure you do. I just want to make it 
absolutely clear that there will be no further mention of my off-duty activities until we get off of 
this continent. Can we both agree on that?” The wolf nodded. Arcades smiled, “Right. Then let’s 


get back on with the mission. Shall we?” The fox stood up, and he began to collect the 


equipment he laid out on the ground. Arcades threw the olive drab tactical harness over his 
shoulders, and he buckled the chest strap as well as the outer belt. The fox then placed his boonie 
hat atop his head before moving his Oakley M2 frames in front of his eyes. Arcades put on his 
Oakley gloves, and he then reached down to pick up his Salient GRY that was still lying on the 
ground. Once the fox held his rifle, he made sure that it was still set to safe before reattaching his 
sling to his body. After finishing, Arcades let the sling hold the rifle for him. The fox looked at 
Jason, who was still sitting on the ground, “No sense of staying here. We better get going.” 
Arcades outstretched his right hand towards the wolf while using his left hand to prevent his rifle 
from swaying away from his body and colliding with Jason. With a firm grip, the wolf grabbed 
the fox’s hand, and Arcades helped Jason stand up. 

“Are we going to take those two blokes with us?” Jason asked as he pointed in the 
direction of Jim and Bocchino. Arcades replied, “I don’t think we’ll need them right now. They 
probably want to take a minute to rest after we’ve been flying all day.” Jason then asked, ““Where 
are we going to go then, mate?” The fox looked up at the sky, and he tried to figure out which 
direction was north. Since the sun was not obstructed by clouds, Arcades was able to determine 
his bearings. Arcades turned to face the eastern direction, “How about we go this way for a little 
bit and see if there is anything that sticks out?” Jason looked back at the helicopter, ““What if we 
need to talk to them?” Arcades communicated his answer by pulling his Kenwood NX-5400 
from his chest carrier’s radio pouch, “They’ve got one of these as well. We’ll be fine. They even 
have built-in GPS just in case we need it.” Arcades did not proceed until Jason agreed, “Right. 
This shouldn’t take too long I reckon. Now should it?” The fox shook his head reassuringly, 


“Nah, we’ll be fine. Let’s go.” 


Jason inspected the HK433 he was carrying as he walked with Arcades, ““When did you 
buy this gun?” Arcades briefly looked at the rifle, “I’ve had that one for a few years now. It’s not 
as good as my GRY, but it’s still a very decent rifle. Heckler & Koch makes some pretty quality 
weapons, but they do come with a hefty price tag sometimes. If I’m not mistaken, the special 
forces from your home country use the Heckler & Koch 416.” Jason did not know if the 
Australian Special Air Service used the HK416, “I wouldn’t be able to tell you.” Arcades smiled 
as he continued walking, “Not many people could, really.” Jason looked back at the rifle, “So 
does this thing use the same ammo as your rifle?” Arcades pulled the magazine out of his GRY, 
“Not only do they share the same chambered cartridge, they are both STANAG compliant. If 
need be, I can give you some of my magazines or vice versa, but I’m not really expecting an 
outcome like that.” 

Both anthros were now standing at the top of a hill. Arcades looked down at the ground 
below, and he could see a small encampment. The fox pointed at the encampment, “Look at that 
down there. You think that’d be a place worth checking out?” The wolf squinted as he looked 
where Arcades was pointing, “How often do you see just one little campsite out here anyways?” 
The fox shrugged, “I have no idea. Maybe the people down there are friendly. What do you 
think?” Jason was somewhat reluctant, “I dunno mate. What if they don’t take too kindly to us 
coming in there?” Arcades replied, “If you ask me, I’m pretty sure it’s abandoned from the looks 
of it. Why would anybody stay in there anyways? You know what? That could actually be a 
place for us to stay.” The wolf was reminded that the collective group of four currently had no 
idea where they would be sleeping, “There would be better than nothing.” Arcades took his 


hands off of his rifle, “Then I say we should go down there.” Jason decided to trust the fox, 


“Alright. Pll follow you then.” Arcades began making his way down the hill, and he briefly 
stopped to face Jason, “Let’s get moving down there. Shall we?” 

After a brief trek down the hill, the two anthros were now meters away from the 
encampment. Arcades looked at the front entrance, “I guess this’ Il be our way in. Provided it’s 
open, that is.” The wolf looked at the corners of the small building, but he didn’t see anything 
that was out of the ordinary. From the exterior view, the small encampment looked as if it was 
completely abandoned. After all, the crude building probably served as temporary shelter 
anyways. Arcades approached the right side of the door, and Jason followed behind the fox. 
Arcades took a deep breath, and he quietly counted down aloud, “Five, four, three...” Jason held 
his breath as his partner was preparing to make an entry. Since he was not wearing gloves, he 
could feel that his hands were having a slight difficulty firmly grasping the handguard of the 
HK433. Even though the fox was wearing gloves, he was practically sweating through them. 
Arcades was not sure if he would be able to even hold his weapons at all if he didn’t wear 
gloves. After all, the lack of footwear did not stop the fox’s feet from sweating either. As the two 
anthros were now ready to enter the shelter, Arcades pushed the door’s handle down, and he 
realized that the building was not locked. Arcades watched the doorway as he pushed it open 
with his left hand. While his Salient GRY was lighter than other AR-15 derivatives on the 
market, the fox sometimes struggled keeping it held upright with one hand. The L3Harris-made 
devices that Arcades attached to his rifle were not helping either. 

After waiting a few moments for something to happen in the open doorway, Arcades 
turned to his right and nodded to Jason. Since the interior of the shelter looked relatively dark, 
Arcades moved his Oakley glasses on top of his boonie hat again. Arcades considered that 


having tinted lenses in an already dark room was not the best idea in the world. Jason was not 


wearing any eyewear, so he used the brief moment of downtime as an extra moment of 
preparation. After the fox successfully moved his eyewear out of the way, he gripped the Magpul 
angled foregrip of his rifle with his left hand, and he took a stance that would provide him with 
the best balance to move inside of the building. Jason noticed what the fox was planning, so he 
took up position behind the fox. 

Arcades did not know if he wanted to enter the building with his weapon raised or not. 
He knew that his training would tell him to have his eye trained on the sightlines with his 
holographic sight, but he really did not want to shoot anybody. The fox decided to shoulder his 
weapon, but he would keep the weapon’s selector switch on safe. The fox pressed the up-arrow 
on his holographic sight, and the button enabled the sight to display the reticle. Jason patted the 
fox’s back once he saw that Arcades was looking down the rifle’s sights. Arcades began moving 
forwards into the building while Jason followed right behind. The fox cleared the first room of 
the building by sweeping his weapon’s barrel around to make sure that the room was completely 
absent of hostile forces. After clearing the first room, Arcades lowered his weapon since he knew 
that there were no hostiles in sight. The fox turned around to face Jason, “Phew. I’m glad nobody 
was here.” The wolf gave a smile of relief as he turned around to view the open door that was 
still letting sunlight enter the room they were in. Arcades began looking around the room some 
more, and he could see something that looked oddly unfitting for the Democratic Republic of 
Congo. The fox spoke as he recognized what he was looking at, “Huh? There’s a Blaser R93 
sniper rifle sitting on a mat in here.” Jason looked at the fox, and then he noticed the rifle 
propped up with a bipod, “Is that what that is?” Arcades squatted down to inspect the rifle 
outfitted with modern tactical furniture, “That’s right. It’s a German made rifle. I really don’t see 


how one of these got all the way to a place like --” 


The fox jumped back as his speech was interrupted. Arcades looked up, and he realized 
that he was staring down the barrel of a Glock G18C. The fox yelped, ““W-Woah! Hey!” As 
Jason turned to face the source of the disturbance, three more figures popped out from behind 
cover, and they were all holding weapons of their own. The wolf did not have a chance to raise 
his weapon, so he merely held it downwards as he stared down the receiving ends of various 
firearms he could not identify by himself. The figure holding the Glock G18C stepped forwards 
as Arcades began to scoot backwards. The figure stepped into a sufficient light source, and Jason 
realized that another anthro was holding the fox at gunpoint. Arcades noticed this as well, “Hey! 
Hold up now! We’re anthos here, aren’t we?” 

“You're not the UN...” the figure finally spoke. Arcades was surprised to hear that the 
voice sounded as if a female was speaking. The fox was left in confusion, however, “The UN? 
What?” The female anthro spoke again, “Stand down you all.” The three other armed figures all 
lowered their weapons. Arcades tried to draw a smile in order to diffuse the situation as much as 
he could, “Glad to see that we’re not quick to shed blood here.” The female anthro spoke again, 
“Sure. I’m not sure what event brings a fox and a wolf all the way out here. You don’t even 
sound South African.” Arcades did not want to stand up yet, “Are you guys South African?” The 
female replied, “You could say that. We’re up here doing some mercenary work, but then these 
humans wearing blue UN helmets started opening fire on us. We’ve been hiding here for the past 
day. We’ve seen some anthros go in and out of their little complex they have, but we don’t know 
what’s really happening to them. I’ve never seen POWS treated like that.” 

The reported situation was intriguing to Arcades, ““You’re telling me that members of the 
United Nations are taking anthros into some sort of prison that’s around here?” The female 


replied after she pulled down some cloth covering her face, “That’s right. We didn’t even know 


there were any UN forces currently deployed to this area. Not sure why a contractor would hire 
us if the UN is already out here.” The fox’s eyes were now adjusting to the lighting, and he could 
see that the female anthro standing before him was a medium-gray cat wearing a Soldier 2000 
combat shirt with matching pants. Arcades eyes shifted towards the other figures in the room. 
The fox could see the tail of the female cat, but he could not see any tails on the rest of the 
people in the room. They had their faces covered up as well, and they were all wearing MICH 
2000 helmets with goggles. None of them had their sleeves rolled up either, so Arcades couldn’t 
see any of their fur. 

“Are you with CDI?” Arcades asked the female cat. The female replied, “Nope. We’re 
with one of the independent South African firms. How about you two? I can tell you’re definitely 
either an American or a Canadian.” Arcades replied, “I am an American. I used to have a 
company named Fox Security, but...” The fox paused to sigh as he remembered what had 
happened to his home, “It’s honestly a long story.” The female cat holstered her handgun, and 
she looked to Jason, “How about him, he’s with you, right?” Jason silently nodded. After a small 
moment of silence, Arcades spoke for the wolf, “He’s an Australian. He was in my company 
when it was still a thing. Now, we’re kinda just operating together.” Arcades began to slowly get 
to his feet since he did not want to cause undue alarm for the strangers in the room. The fox 
looked at the other three people standing behind the female cat, “Are those guys anthros as 
well?” After the fox asked the question, the three masked operatives began to pull the goggles 
off of their eyes, and they also pulled the masks down below their faces. Arcades could see that 
the three were all black cats, and they were all male cats as well, “You’re all anthros here? Why 


are you three hiding your tails?” The female cat spoke for the other cats, “They’re not hiding 


their tails. They were born without tails. Except for one of them, he’s got a very short tail, but he 
doesn’t get any pants that have a tail-hole.” 

“That’s very interesting. Mind us ask for a name we can call you?” Arcades asked, for he 
did not know what the cats wanted to be called. The female cat pushed the brim of her Soldier 
2000 boonie hat upwards. She also adjusted the khaki-colored lightweight chest rig that she was 
wearing. After briefly adjusting her gear, she spoke, “You can call me Spectre.” Arcades nodded, 
“Pleasure to meet you, Spectre. My name is Kurt Hofmeier, but I sometimes go by Saint 
Arcades.” Spectre slightly smiled, “Saint Arcades? Why that title?” Arcades adjusted the battle 
belt he was wearing, “Anybody who has been born again is a new creation of God. For no man 
can enter the Kingdom of God unless he has been born again. That’s the difference between a 
sinner and saint.” Spectre was not entirely impressed, “Spare me the preaching... I really don’t 
want to hear about your religion out here.” Arcades replied, “It’s not religion. You cannot gain 
salvation by doing a certain amount of work or anything such as that. Salvation is a free gift that 
is given by the Holy Spirit to whom repent and trust in the complete work of Jesus Christ for 
eternal salvation and forgiveness of sins. A true relationship with the Living God of Israel and 
religion are two entirely different things.” 

The female cat was still not impressed, “Sure... Anyways, who are you supposed to be 
over there?” Jason realized that Spectre was motioning towards him, “Oh, right... My name is 
Jason Barter. I’ve known Kurt for a fair while now. He saved--- erm... rescued me in Alaska.” 
Spectre noticed the difference in Jason’s accent, “You sure are Australian enough. Well then,” 
the cat turned to face the three black cats, “Now, how about you boys introduce yourselves?” 
The three cats were all wearing Soldier 2000 combat uniforms with Pattern 83 battle jackets, so 


they were practically impossible to tell apart. The cat holding a Vektor R6 spoke first, “I’m 


Kohei. I’m the rifleman.” The cat wielding a Vektor Mini SS Compact spoke next, “Name’s 
Koh-Koh.” Arcades studies the two cats that spoke, and he turned to face the final cat that was 
holding a Milkor BXP outfitted with a Trijicon red dot sight and a suppressor. The cat spoke, 
“T’m Kitchi.” 

The fox nodded, “It’s really nice to meet you four. Do you have any other friends around 
here?” Spectre answered, “We don’t. Unless we can count you two.” Arcades smiled, “I suppose 
you can count us two. It’s probably for the better anyways.” The fox looked back at the Blaser 
R93 still lying on a mat on the floor, “Is that supposed to be your rifle, Spectre? You’re wearing 
a sniper’s kit.” Spectre looked at the weapon and then looked back at the fox, “Yes. That’ ll be 
my rifle. It’s chambered in .338 Lapua Magnum. What is that thing you’re carrying supposed to 
be? I’ve never seen an M4 with a front-end that looks quite like that?” Arcades replied, “That’s 
my Salient Arms International GRY rifle. It’s a custom M4, basically.” Spectre looked the fox up 
and down, and she recognized the camouflage pattern he was wearing, “Are you supposed to be 
dressed like the Zimbabwean Army or something?” Arcades replied, “Well, this is supposed to 
be Rhodesian Brushstroke, but I guess you could say that the Zimbabwean Army still uses this 
pattern anyways.” 

Jason took the pause as an opportunity to make a suggestion, “How about we take this 
conversation back to the helicopter? We can all get acquainted with everyone there.” Spectre’s 
face indicated that she was mildly impressed, “You brought a helicopter with you? Who’s the 
pilot here?” The fox replied, “I can fly, but I had someone else fly us here. He’s still probably 
waiting by the helicopter. You all should come with us and meet them.” Spectre was not sure if 
she was ready to move out, “You didn’t see any UN guys on the way here, now did you?” 


Arcades shook his head, “We didn’t. The way back should be pretty safe. Unless you’d rather us 


bring them here?” Spectre made her decision, “I guess we should be alright if you said that they 
were gone. You know, I’ve never seen those guys before. They had this patch on their right 
shoulders. It looked like a blue and yellow wheel that had a large yellow omega symbol in the 
middle. The wheel had this design which looked almost like teeth. Weird.” 

Arcades’ eyes widened as he heard Spectre describe the emblem that the “peacekeepers” 
were bearing. The fox looked to the wolf, and Arcades could tell that Jason was on the same 
page he was on. The fox replied, “That was not the United Nations.” Spectre was partially 
confused, “Hm? What do you mean they’re not the United Nations? They had the blue helmets 
and everything.” Arcades shook his head, “Did you hear about the NSS attack that happened last 
week?” Spectre nodded, “Of course. Even us South Africans heard about it. That was an 
international headline.” Arcades replied, “What if I told you that the NSS was a front 
organization that is headed by the same people who sent those fake UN troops out?” Spectre 
shrugged, “Here probably isn’t the best place to discuss this. We should really get going.” The 
gray cat bent down to collect her Blaser R93 that was on the mat. After folding the bipod 
upwards, Spectre slung the two-point sling over her left arm, and she then proceeded to roll up 
the mat and deposited it in her backpack. Spectre then looked towards the other three anthros, 
“Right then. Show us the way, Saint Arcades.” 

Jason held the door open as he let the anthros out of the small building. Arcades put his 
sunglasses over his eyes when he stepped into the sunlight, “Gosh, it’s brighter out here than I 
remember.” Kitchi was the one to reply, “You better get used to it. The equator isn’t that far 
from here. The six anthros began making their way up the hill, and Spectre was following 
Arcades’ lead. As the fox continued up the hill, Spectre now noticed that the fox was the only 


anthro that was not wearing any shoes. She commented on this, “Kurt. Why aren’t you wearing 


any shoes?” Arcades had a feeling that somebody would ask this question sooner or later, “Ill 
make it simple: it’s an outward display of humility.” Spectre was not entirely satisfied by the 
fox’s answer, “Any reason in particular?” Arcades decided it was time to go Biblical again, 
“Humility is a very important virtue to have. After all, the Lord resists the proud, and He raises 
up the humble.” 

The gray cat looked at her own boots as well as the footwear of the rest of the group. 
“T’m sure there’s other ways of showing humility that don’t involve getting your feet all scuffed 
up,” Spectre commented. Arcades spoke again, “Perhaps, but we anthros have better feet than 
humans do. We technically don’t need shoes.” Spectre had another objection, “I’d rather have 
shoes and stay in the fight than not wear shoes and get my feet hurt. Regardless, we only have 
two of them anyway.” Arcades shrugged as the group was almost at the top of the hill, ““That’s 
your choice. I choose to not wear shoes. I believe there are other ways of winning wars. We are 
all sapient beings after all. Sometimes it just takes humility to reach a person.” Spectre was not 
entirely convinced by the fox’s rhetoric, “I guess that’Il be your opinion, Kurt.” Though the three 
black cats did not pay much attention to the conversation, Jason had been paying close attention 
to the exchange of words. One phrase that Arcades’ said stuck out to the wolf, “After all, the 
Lord resists the proud, and He raises up the humble.” Jason couldn’t help but be reminded of 
how Arcades treated him compared to how his brother, Jack, treated him. Jason couldn’t help but 
repeat the phrase over and over in his head. 

Bocchino could hear the anthros approaching the helicopter from behind, “Is that you 
Kurt? I was beginning to wonder --” The tabby cat was caught off guard by the sight of four new 
anthros that were with Jason and Arcades. Bocchino was confused, “Who the fuck are these 


guys?” Arcades introduced the unit to Bocchino, “They’re South African PMCs. They’ve come 


into contact with Omega Foundation personnel masquerading as United Nations peacekeepers. 
We’re going to work together and get to the bottom of this.” Bocchino shook his head, “Well Pll 
be fuckin’ damned. Where the fuck do you keep finding people to take with you anyways, 
Kurt?” Arcades replied, “Hey, they were held up in a small encampment just down the hill from 
where we landed. Apparently Omega is close enough around here.” 

Jim overheard what was said, and he exited the HH-60’s cockpit, “Then I’d say my guess 
on where Omega was held up wasn’t too far from correct. I flew here using only what I 
remember from the locations of a few facilities that ’ ve picked up from listening to some ISG 
personnel.” Arcades questioned the human, “Is that why you took us here specifically?” The 
human nodded, “That’s right. I heard the location when it was mentioned once or twice before, 
but I didn’t know exactly where it was. I guess my estimation was pretty spot-on.” Spectre was 
confused upon seeing the human, “One moment. Who is this human here?” Arcades spoke to 
Spectre, “That’s Jim MacReady. He’s our pilot. He also used to be part of the Omega 
Foundation.” Spectre was still confused, “What even is the Omega Foundation supposed to be?” 
Arcades tried to find the best way to word his description, “The Omega Foundation is an 
international secret society that aims to capture anthros in order to sell them to the financial elite 
of this world. They’re basically an anthro trafficking organization, but they do a lot of... not 
good things to the anthros they capture.” Spectre was skeptical, “And you’re supposed to know 
all this how?” The fox took a deep breath as he remembered what he went through, “I’m a 
witness.” 

“What did you witness?” Kohei asked the fox. Arcades looked to the black cat who was 
holding a Vektor R6, “I’ve witnessed stuff I wish I never had. Omega destroyed my home. They 


destroyed my company. They destroyed so much. Not even to mention all of the lives of anthros 


they’ve destroyed. We’re out here because we are going to take the Omega Foundation down. 
Though we may not have the manpower that an international secret society has, we have one 
thing that most people don’t. We have knowledge of the Omega Foundation.” Kitchi made a 
slightly rude comment, “Heh, this is what you get when you trust a fox.” Arcades knew that 
Kitchi didn’t believe him, “You have to believe me.” Koh-Koh was the next to speak, “How is 
an international secret society supposed to function anyways? You’d think that one of them 
would try and expose them.” The fox turned towards the only human of the group, “Here’s our 
living proof.” Jim looked at the fox before looking back at the cats. Jason had an idea, “Jim, 
show them your Omega patch. They’ve seen it before.” Jim pulled one of the zippers down on 
his flight suit, and he pulled out a blue and yellow Velcro backed patch with a large yellow 
omega in the center. Spectre’s eyebrows raised upon seeing the patch. She spoke, “That is the 
patch that we saw on those UN guys.” Jim nodded, “Sounds like those peacekeepers aren’t really 
from the United Nations, and they ain’t really looking for peace either.” Spectre asked, “So, why 
are those Omega guys out here anyways?” Arcades required the female cat to answer a different 
question before he would be able to answer her question, “Have you seen a bunch of those UN 
guys concentrated in any one particular place?” 

The cat gave some thought, and then she spoke her answer, “Now that you mention it, 
yeah. There was a little site that was all fenced off with barbed wire and everything. It had a few 
buildings, but we kinda assumed that was the UN’s field HQ or something like that.” Arcades 
realized that Spectre had seen one of the Omega Foundation’s facilities, “Do you remember how 
to get there? That may be exactly one of the places we came out here to look for.” Spectre then 
said, “Is that right? Well we aren’t really in a position to finish our contract at this current point 


in time. How about we help you take down that Omega place, and then you give us a way out of 


this country or something else in return?” Arcades looked around at the human and anthros in 
case one of them had an objection of some sort. After a decent amount of silence, the fox said, 
“Well, I guess that means we’ve got a team now. A skeleton crew and a half. That’s like, what? 
Eight people total?” 

“For an organization of the size you’re telling us about, you’d probably need a lot more 
than eight people to do anything effective,” Kohei spoke. The fox commented on his past 
experiences, “I’ve broken into a couple of their places before. You’d sure be right about that, 
though. This sure ain’t gonna be fun with only eight people on our side.” Spectre then said, “I 
guess I could see why not too many people would join you. How many of them actually believe 
this Omega Foundation exists? I’ve never even heard of it until you told us today.” Jim answered 
the question, “One of Omega’s main goals is to make sure as little of the general population 
knows of their existence. Secrecy is probably their greatest asset. Bar none.” Arcades mentioned 
one of his raids on Facility Five, “I even took a video of one of their compounds, and it still was 
extremely difficult for me to convince people of the Omega Foundation’s existence.” Kitchi was 
the one to reply next, “I’d say half of that is probably because you’re a fox. Who even trusts 
foxes anyways?” 

Arcades frowned. Though he knew what Kitchi said wasn’t the nicest thing in the world 
to say to his face, he knew that the cat was indeed right. Arcades took a sigh before he continued 
to speak, “Yeah... I know... I think it’s rather unfortunate how some people think foxes are 
better off shut up and locked up. However, I don’t really get to make that decision... ” Jason 
winced upon hearing a certain phrase the fox said. The wolf was not entirely sure if Arcades was 
directly referring to what the wolf did, or if Arcades was indirectly mentioning other people who 


had attempted similar things on him. After all, Jason was not a witness to Arcades’ intrusion at 


Facility Eleven. Jason was not quite sure what he wanted to think. Spectre returned the 
discussion to the mission, ““We can show you where their compound is. I’m not sure how we’d 
be able to take it down, but you probably know something since you know what they’re not 
really the United Nations.” The fox nodded, “We’re also looking for a few of the anthros they 
have captured. We’re looking to free them and extract them out of this country if they’re still 
there, that is. We don’t know if they’ ve been extracted yet. We plan on using our helicopter for 
exfil once we’re done.” Spectre raised an eyebrow, “So, how much are you guys getting paid to 
do this job?” Arcades shook his head, “We’re not being paid anything. We’re trying to stop the 
Omega Foundation whatever the cost may be.” The female cat took a deep breath before 
exhaling, “Some dedication you guys got. More than we have, that’s for sure.” Bocchino made 
the next comment, “Though sometimes I wish I didn’t come with this damn fox.” 

Arcades disregarded Bocchino’s statement, “If we’re lucky, we’ll also be able to find 
some information regarding some of Omega’s other facilities that they have. So far, we know 
about three of them. I’m not sure how many they have in total.” Jim provided input, “Omega has 
at least thirty facilites worldwide. I know that for a fact. I haven’t been to that many of them, 
though. The ones that I did visit, they never let me see much.” The female cat looked around in 
order to take a mental inventory of all of the resources the crew had available for use, “It’s going 
to take a lot more than what we have here to take down thirty facilities.” Bocchino spoke with 
another comment, “You got that for damn sure! At the last one we went to, we needed CDI to 
help us take it down.” 

Spectre asked a question, ““What about the anthros that were at that facility? Where did 
they go?” Arcades answered the question, “CDI has them. We’re not really sure where they took 


them. Unfortunately, we had no say in the matter.” Spectre slowly shook her head, “That’s 


rough. What are you going to do if you find anthros that need freeing here?” The fox turned 
around to look at the HH-60 that was still parked in the middle of the grass, “We’ll have to take 
them with us. I’m pretty sure this helicopter can hold up to eleven people and two people in the 
pilot seats. Well, assuming all of us leave with this helicopter, we would have only room for five 
anthros.” Spectre frowned, “Five anthros? That’s very unfortunate. I saw those UN guys take 
more than five anthros into their building. How would you go about getting them out?” 

Arcades knew that he did not have another helicopter with him to extract more anthros, “I 
really don’t know about that. We might have to cross that bridge when we get there.” Spectre 
shrugged, “You still plan on doing this mission, right?” Arcades nodded, “Of course. We didn’t 
come all the way out here to just simply do nothing.” Jim looked to the anthros, “We should 
attack tomorrow. That'll give us plenty of time to prepare and everything. I’ll be on station for a 
quick exfiltration just in case things get hairy over there. If there are more anthros there, then we 
can extract them in waves to some temporary place. You guys would have the same amount of 
personnel as the Alpha-Omega squad when their team had eight members.” Koh-Koh asked, 
“What’s the Alpha-Omega squad?” Jim answered, “Omega’s most elite group of operatives. 
They’re previous DEVGRU and Delta Force operators. Jason over there killed one of them.” Jim 
had pointed to the wolf, and this action prompted all of the anthros that were gathered to look at 
him. Kitchi broke the brief moment of silence, “Sounds like you’re deadly.” Jason only produced 
a smile of embarrassment in response. 

“Do you mind if we stay here tonight with you guys?” Spectre asked. Arcades looked at 
the parked helicopter, “Sure, but this is where we would be staying. Probably best to let you 
know that now instead of later.” The female cat then said, “Do you guys not have a place you 


decided on staying?” The fox shook his head, “We do not. We only arrived here about an hour 


ago. Unless you’d rather us all stay in that little encampment we found y’all in?” Spectre turned 
around to view the hill, but she could not see the encampment from the helicopter, “Yeah, I don’t 
think so now. I say we best stay here. I feel safer up here anyways. Tomorrow, we’ll all head out 
to that ‘United Nations’ compound, and we’ll see what we can all find.” 

Arcades looked at the R93 that was hanging from Spectre, “Would you be providing 
sniper support with that?” The cat nodded, “I plan on it. I have a suppressor that I can attach to 
it.” The fox nodded, “Alright. How do you contact the rest of your team when you’re far away 
from them?” Spectre answered, “I have a radio. Kohei has the other one, so he can relay 
whatever he needs to say to me.” Arcades looked at the other two cats that were wearing Soldier 
2000 uniforms, “You two don’t have radios?” The two cats shook their heads, and Kitchi spoke, 
“Nope. We three stay pretty close together, so we’re never really separated from one another.” 
Spectre then had a question for the fox, ““What do you expect to find in that compound, 
anyways?” Arcades began to remember what he saw in Facility Five and Facility Eleven, “I can’t 
be one-hundred percent sure, but I know that we definitely won’t be looking at anything good in 
there. That’s what I know for a fact.” Arcades took a deep breath when he finished his rather 
vague statement. Bocchino finally had something else to say, “I guess we all should start 
preparing now. It’s already getting close to sundown. We want to be sure that we’re ready 
tomorrow.” Arcades replied, “That’s probably our best option. We’re going to need all the 
preparation we can get.” 

“What have you found from the anthro Alpha-Omega recovered from Facility Five?” The 
Site Director of Facility Nine spoke. An Internal Security Group member replied, “Anthro OF- 
3812 was successfully interrogated. We found out that CDI apparently did not tell the anthros 


where they were going to be taken. We don’t have any reason to believe that the recovered 


anthro is withholding information from us. Even though she was in the orange tier, she was 
relatively cooperative in the interrogation. We only had to use a few techniques on her.” Nine 
turned around in his chair to face the ISG member. The ISG member was wearing a uniform in 
the Universal Camouflage Pattern as did the other ISG personnel. Nine then spoke, “So 
basically, she knows jack shit. Is that what I’m hearing? This one knows fuck all...” The ISG 
member nodded, “That’s right, sir.” Nine was relatively frustrated with the news, “Damn... 
Well, shit.” The ISG member then asked Nine, “Sir, what would you like to happen to the 
recovered anthro?” The site director replied, “We’re going to hold her here for a little while until 
we figure out where we should take her. It would probably be best to keep her separated from 
other anthros in this facility for the time being. We can’t risk the anthros here knowing that CDI 
has liberated a facility already. I don’t want any anthros starting a rebellion.” The ISG member 
acknowledged the director, “Yes sir. We'll keep an eye on her.” Nine had an idea in mind, “Say, 
she was in the orange tier at Facility Five, that’s correct?” The ISG member replied, “That’s 
right. When we scanned the number on her collar, she apparently had only recently been 
promoted to orange tier from red tier.” Nine was taking note of the information, “How long has 
she been under Omega’s control?” The ISG member responded, “Only about a month and a half 
now at Facility Five. She had spent all of her time at Facility Five after being brought in from 
Facility Eleven. It’s a typical path for an anthro to take.” 

Nine considered the information, but he had one question in his mind that he wanted to 
ask, “You said she only took a few interrogation methods before she was willing to disclose all 
of the information to you guys?” The ISG member nodded, “Yes sir.” Nine pressed for more 
information, ““What techniques did you use on her? What finally made her break?” The ISG 


member described the interrogation to Nine, “We first started with forced oral. After that proved 


to be ineffective, we proceed with anal. That didn’t work either, so we did anal and vaginal at the 
same time. We were then about to try all three at the same time, and that was about the point 
where she decided to finally cooperate with us. It could’ve been worse for her if she didn’t speak 
up.” Nine was intrigued, “Not bad for an orange tier. That’s something you’d expect from a 
yellow tier. However, a yellow tier would probably be more willing to give the information 
upfront before any techniques were even commenced.” 

Nine then had another question in mind, “She’s still in that holding cell right now?” The 
ISG member replied, “Yes sir. It is not equipped like a regular cell is. Do you wish to have her 
moved to another cell?” Nine shook his head, “Nah, nah. Keep her there for now. One thing I 
have in mind is that we can try some experimental training methods on her. However, I’d have to 
fill you all in on exactly how that would work. But first, I need to know how much resistance she 
put up.” The ISG member replied with some details, “She was unwilling to cooperate with oral at 
first, so we had to put a ring gag on her. She also proceeded to squirm the entire time, but the 
restraints we had her in prevented her from resisting too much.” Nine considered the 
information, “Alright. That seems about right for someone in orange tier. She probably hasn’t 
been in orange tier for that long at all. I know you said she was recently promoted, but that’s still 
on the lower end of orange tier.” Nine looked down at his desk as he thought for a moment. He 
finally looked back up at the ISG member, “I'll see to this anthro personally. Keep her in the 
holding cell for now, and I'll let you know what I want to happen to her. You’re dismissed.” The 
ISG member nodded as he turned to take his leave. Nine sat back in his seat as he watched the 
other human leave his room. Nine turned on his computer’s display, and he went to access 
Omega’s database. The human inputted the anthro’s Omega Foundation number into the 


computer, and he pulled up her file before examining it. 


Arcades looked up at the night sky as he was getting comfortable in his sleeping bag. The 
fox looked to his right, and he saw that Jason was still awake in his own sleeping bag. The wolf 
noticed that Arcades was looking back at him, so he decided to speak quietly enough, “Kurt? Are 
you still awake?” The fox replied, “Yeah, I am awake. What’s up?” Jason decided to tell Arcades 
what was on his mind, “I remember when you were talking to Spectre earlier, and you mentioned 
how some people think foxes deserve to be locked up and shut up...” As Jason trailed off into 
silence, Arcades already had an idea of where this was going, “I wouldn’t use the word deserve. 
Everyone deserves to die because we have all sinned and fallen short of the Glory of God. I think 
you'd better say some people think foxes should be like that.” 

Jason replied, “Right... I mean should... Anyways, what I’m getting at here is that I’m 
still feeling pretty guilty for what happened before... You know?” Arcades looked back up at the 
night sky, “Jason, you’ve already repented of that, right?” The wolf nodded, though Arcades 
could not see this while looking at the sky, “Yeah. but I still feel guilty about it and all.” Arcades 
replied, “Why are you still feeling guilty? You’ve already repented of that. Don’t forget that 
Jesus is willing to forgive you of that sin. That’s not an unforgivable sin. I’ve already forgiven 
you for that as well if that’s what you’re worried about.” The wolf shook his head as he buried 
his face in his hands, “Kurt, you see... The thing is that I still feel like I am unworthy of God’s 
forgiveness.” Arcades looked back at the wolf, and the fox noticed that Jason was noticeably 
distressed, “Jason, what you need to remember is that none of us are worthy of God’s grace. He 
loves us enough to give it away to us for free.” Jason still had his face buried in his hands, 
“Yeah, but what I did was so bad!” 

Arcades sat up as he scooted himself closer to the wolf, “The Lord didn’t drop you dead 


on the spot. God is obviously still willing to forgive you for that. What matters isn’t what you 


did. What matters is that God is willing to give His grace and mercy for you.” Jason finally 
uncovered his face, and he realized that Arcades was all but embracing him, “How can I be as 
good as you are, Kurt?” Arcades shook his head, “No, I am far from good. There is none good 
but Jesus Christ. We are all wretched sinners without the healing and gifts from the Holy Spirit. 
It is through His power that we are given new life. Not a physical new life, at least not really... 
But we are given new life internally: a new spiritual life. When we are born again, we go from 
living in sin to living in righteousness. You go from being a sinner to being a saint. You can 
thank God for even allowing sapient beings like us to receive salvation in the first place. None of 
us deserved it. Nobody deserves to live in eternal paradise.” 

Jason then spoke in response, “What bad have you done, Kurt?” Arcades gave a soft 
smile as he placed his right hand on the wolf’s back, and he helped Jason sit up. The fox then 
said, “I promise you, I’m guilty as charged with all sorts of things. I definitely do not deserve to 
be saved.” The fox stopped talking, and he took a moment of time as he considered his own past. 
The fox spoke again, “You know, in a way, I used to be just like you.” Jason was curious, “What 
do you mean by that, mate?” Arcades sighed as he remembered past events, “Jason, a very long 
time ago, I used to hold different feelings towards what I do with the stuff in that bag. 
Thankfully, the Lord healed me of that. However, that’s not all I am guilty of. I’ve probably 
broken the Ten Commandments more than I'd like to have before the Lord cleansed me.” Jason 
remembered one of the Ten Commandments, “You’ve killed somebody before?” Arcades smiled 
as he looked at the wolf, “Whosoever hateth his brother is a murderer: and ye know that no 
murderer hath eternal life abiding in him.” 

Jason frowned as he looked downwards, “Aw, Kurt... How can I know God like you 


do?” Arcades brought the wolf in closer, and he began to embrace him, “All you need to do is 


ask God yourself. He’ll tell you everything you need to know, and I can promise you that. You 
put your trust in the power of the Holy Spirit, and you won’t ever be left in the dark. You will be 
led to the light by the power of God’s righteousness.” Jason buried his face in Arcades shoulder, 
but the fox continued to speak, “The devil is out there to condemn you, but you must remember 
this very important quote: ‘There is therefore now no condemnation to them which are in Christ 
Jesus, who walk not after the flesh, but after the Spirit.’” Jason began to sob quietly in Arcades’ 
chest. The fox continued again, “You need not hold onto past sins since Jesus has already paid 
the price for all sins. When you repent and trust in Christ, you shouldn’t hold on to your sins. 
Imagine if I always did that. I would still be a lying, thieving fox. Amongst other things, of 
course. I’d be fitting multiple fox-related stereotypes. I’m sure you know many of them already.” 

Jason was still holding onto the fox, and he still continued to weep in Arcades’ arms. 
Arcades was hoping that the wolf was still listening, “Ask God to remove these condemning 
feelings. The Holy Spirit will convict you of wrongdoing, but the devil is the one that convinces 
you that you cannot be forgiven by God. The only unpardonable sin is blasphemy of the Holy 
Spirit, but you have not committed this. To my knowledge, I don’t believe it is possible to 
commit that sin given the current circumstances we are in. You’d have to read about that for 
yourself, so don’t take my word for that. Don’t take my word for anything, really. If you want 
the truth, you’re supposed to ask Jesus to reveal it to you and listen to God’s Word.” The wolf 
was finally beginning to calm down, but Arcades was not going to let go until Jason was ready. 
Arcades then finally said to the wolf, “I still love you Jason. I’m not going to give up on you, and 
God surely isn’t going to give up on you if you follow in His ways.” The wolf did not return any 
response to the fox that wasn’t entirely composed of more weeping. Arcades then said, 


“Brethren, if a man be overtaken in a fault, ye which are spiritual, restore such an one in the 


spirit of meekness; considering thyself, lest thou also be tempted. Bear ye one another's burdens, 


and so fulfil the law of Christ.” 


Chapter 4 


Uninvolved in Peace 


“Are we all ready for this?” Arcades asked the group. All seven of his allies gave some 
form of affirmative response to indicate they were indeed ready for operations. Spectre checked 
her R93 rifle, and she made sure that a round was already loaded in the chamber before she 
inserted a full magazine into the rifle to give her one extra round she would otherwise not have if 
she chambered a round after inserting a full magazine. The female cat also felt the pouches of her 
South African Defence Force Pattern 90 Webbing to make sure that she was still carrying all of 
her necessary equipment for the mission. Bocchino toggled the sight on the XMP-1, and he 
pulled the weapon’s main charging handle to chamber a 5.56x45mm round into the rifle from the 
KE magazine. Bocchino lacked ammunition for the integrated airburst launcher, but he felt that 
he wouldn’t need to use the feature anyways. The sight which the XMP-1 currently had installed 
already came bundled with a ballistics tracker operating with both of the weapon’s modes of fire. 

The fox stepped inside of the helicopter, and he could see that Jim was already starting 
the Pave Hawk’s engines. The fox asked the human, “Are we ready to get going?” Jim turned to 
face Arcades, and he raised the visor on his helmet, “Yeah, I'll drop you down close, but not too 
close. Omega will automatically attack anything that is within 500 meters of a facility. Some 
facilities even have AA defenses that would be definitely able to take down your helicopter. Il 
make sure to drop you guys off out of sight, though. AA turrets shouldn’t be a problem if we’re 


out of sight.” Spectre then came up to the helicopter to speak with Arcades, “Kurt, where are you 


guys going to drop?” Arcades replied, “I’m going to try and sneak in through the back with Jason 
and Bobby.” Spectre looked at the rest of the members in her fireteam, “Does that mean we’re 
going to have to deal with those Omega guys?” Arcades stepped out of the Pave Hawk, “Unless 
you have a better idea. Given their numbers compared to ours, we would be quickly overrun.” 

Spectre wasn’t entirely sure how she felt about the fox’s plan, but she knew that the odds 
of a successful mission were going to be even lower if the entire unit was bunched together. 
Arcades reassuringly spoke to the female cat, “Just keep your ears open so you can hear Jim tell 
you guys to move in. Until then, we’re going to need you guys to keep the heat off of us as we 
make our entry.” The cat held her sniper rifle upwards, “Then you’re going to need me out there 
with this.” Arcades nodded, “Make sure that your own team stays safe. Don’t worry too much 
about us down there.” Spectre watched as the Pave Hawk’s rotors started spinning at a higher 
rate, “You sure about this?” Arcades smiled, “Yeah, I sure am. We’ll make it out of this in one 
piece.” Jim turned around once more, “Okay, we’re about to get going. Kurt, tell everyone it’s 
time to hop in the helicopter.” Arcades acknowledged the pilot, “Alright.” The fox moved over 
to where Jason loaded a magazine into his HK433, “It’s time for us to get moving. Get aboard 
the helicopter. We’re going as soon as everyone gets on.” The wolf nodded and began making 
his way to take a seat in the helicopter. 

Arcades then noticed that Spectre already gathered the rest of her fireteam with her, and 
Arcades watched as the three black cats placed their somewhat bulky ESS goggles over their 
eyes to disguise themselves from being identified as anthros. Arcades figured that a passive 
disguise would be the best course of action since Arcades believed Omega did not have any 
business capturing humans rather than anthros. At a first glance at the three tailless cats, Arcades 


couldn’t even tell that they were anthros since they had even covered up the lower part of their 


faces with khaki balaclavas. As the cats wearing Soldier 2000 boarded the helicopter with Jason, 
Arcades noticed that Bocchino also got the message that they were leaving. Bocchino held his 
XMP-1 in one hand as he stepped aboard the helicopter. Arcades now realized that he was the 
only one who was not seated in the helicopter. The fox made sure that his GRY was set to safe 
before he proceeded to enter the helicopter. Arcades began to jog in order to reach the Pave 
Hawk a bit quicker since the fox did not want to keep the anthros held inside of the compound 
waiting for freedom longer than they needed to wait. After hopping aboard the helicopter, 
Bocchino closed the helicopter’s side door and tapped on Jim’s shoulder to signal for takeoff. 
Jim gave the helicopter’s main rotor more power, and Arcades could feel that he was 
about to take flight yet again. The fox looked around the cabin, and he could see that Jason and 
Bocchino were sitting down while Spectre’s fireteam was standing up. The fox took his seat next 
to Jason, and he gave a nod to the wolf in order to lighten the mood. The wolf perked up a small 
smile in response, but he was visibly anxious. Jim flipped down the visor of his pilot helmet, and 
he began to push the stick forwards in order to make the helicopter move in the corresponding 
direction of the stick. As the helicopter began to move at an angle, the South African cats all held 
onto the frame of the helicopter so that they would not lose their balance. Spectre had already 
told Jim where the Omega facility was ahead of time, so Jim was following the cat’s instructions 
as a mental flight plan. The Pave Hawk’s avionics did not include the locations of Omega 
facilities. Jim figured that it would take no more than ten minutes to fly to the landing zone. 
Bocchino spent most of his time getting used to the ergonomics of the XMP-1, for it was 
a weapon that he was not too familiar with using. He also practiced shouldering the rifle while 
pointing it down at the helicopter’s floor in order to figure out the best way to hold the weapon 


that would be both most comfortable and most stable. He also spent a moment looking down the 


scope to judge how close his eye needed to be in order for the scope to properly magnify and 
display the crosshair clearly. Though Bocchino would not be able to test the focus of the scope 
inside of the helicopter, he did want to make sure that he was accustomed to the eye relief of the 
scope. 

Arcades watched Bocchino as he tried out the XMP-1, and the fox was reminded of the 
optic which he had on his own rifle. The fox looked down at the L3Harris EOTech EXPS3 
tightly mounted on the top rail of his Salient GRY’s upper receiver, and he visually inspected the 
sight and magnifier combination on his weapon. Arcades pressed the up button on the left side of 
the holographic sight in order to toggle the reticle; the fox then looked down the sight in order to 
assure that the proper reticle was being displayed. After seeing the reticle, Arcades knew that his 
expensive holographic sight was indeed functioning properly. The fox then looked at the G33 
STS magnifier situated directly behind the EXPS3. Arcades figured that he would not be too 
bothered with longer ranges, so he decided that he would not lock his 3x magnifier upwards to 
meet his holographic sight. Since the fox was sufficiently satisfied with his primary weapon 
system, he then checked that all of his magazines were properly secured on his chest rig. On the 
left and right sides of his OD Green Condor Battle Belt, Arcades carried a double-magazine 
pouch that was similar to HSGI TACO magazine pouches. The fox favored such pouches 
because they utilized a bungee cord retention system so that larger magazines could be 
accommodated. 

Jason sat in his seat holding the HK433 as he was waiting for the helicopter to reach the 
first destination. Jim was preparing to drop Spectre and her fireteam in front of the compound 
first before dropping the remaining three anthros off behind the compound. While Spectre’s 


fireteam would draw out the ISG personnel, Arcades would be able to enter the compound 


through the back with Jason and Bocchino with less resistance from on-site ISG personnel. 
Spectre’s fireteam would move inside of the building once Arcades made his entrance first. Jim 
would then return to pick up any anthros that were rescued from the compound after the area was 
completely secured by the infiltrating anthros. The wolf went over the plan again in his mind, 
and he knew that he just had to follow Arcades’ lead and be mindful of any ISG personnel within 
the compound. 

“Approaching the first LZ. Be advised,” Jim spoke to Spectre’s fireteam. Spectre 
acknowledged the human, “Right. We’ll be ready.” The human made sure that he did not fly too 
close to the facility, for he knew that Omega would not hesitate to fire upon their helicopter even 
if they lacked dedicated AA defenses. Jim was doing his best to make sure that Omega did not 
know they were soon to be under attack. The human began lowering the helicopter’s altitude, 
and Jim prepared to deploy the first fireteam due south of the compound. Spectre opened the 
helicopter’s main door, and she prepared to disembark from the HH-60. Once the helicopter was 
close enough to the ground to safely exit, the four South African cats leaped from the helicopter 
and landed safely on the ground. Bocchino watched the fireteam to make sure that they had all 
safely exited the helicopter. Once he visually confirmed their deployment, he tapped Jim on his 
shoulder again to let him know that the first team had successfully exited the helicopter’s cabin. 
Once Jim knew that Spectre’s team was on the ground, he gave the main rotor more throttle in 
order to distance the helicopter from the ground. The human did not want to fly too high because 
he did not want to risk being seen by Omega patrols which might be near the facility. 

Spectre grabbed the Blaser R93 she carried on her back, and she made sure that a round 
was already chambered by pulling the bolt halfway back. The chamber would be exposed just 


enough to look inside while the extractor would be unable to remove the chambered round from 


the rifle. Spectre drove the bolt forwards to close the chamber again. The other three cats already 
began moving forwards; their weapons were more or less oriented for close range combat. 
Spectre gave the other three cats the go-ahead, “See what’s going on over there. I’ll try to find a 
good sniping spot.” While the three cats began moving forwards, Spectre turned around to see if 
there was an elevated area that she would be able to utilize in order to maintain the best possible 
support vantage point of the area. The cat held her sniper rifle in her arms as she began to ascend 
a small hill. While she knew that suppressed weapons were still audibly heard within a certain 
distance, she was aiming to find an area that was far enough away to mitigate this effect. She did 
not want to alert hostiles as to where she was firing on them from. 

Kitchi, Koh-Koh, and Kohei all moved together as they continued moving in on the 
Omega facility. From where they were currently positioned, they were able to partially see the 
roof of a building, but they could not see anything else. From what they were able to see, the roof 
building appeared to be a light gray color. The cats recognized the building since they previously 
assumed it to be a United Nations outpost. However, due to the insight Arcades gave regarding 
the complex, they now realized it was not really the United Nations who operated from within 
the compound. The cats continued to proceed, and they made sure that their fur was entirely 
covered; they did not want to be recognized as anthros. As the small fireteam proceeded, they 
heard Spectre’s voice over the radio, “I’m in position. I have a clear view of the facility. You’re 
going to need a way to get past their outer wall. Perhaps use some plastic explosives to clear a 
path.” 

Jim was now approaching the second landing zone from which the three remaining 
anthros would deploy from. As the human began leveling out the helicopter for the second 


descent, the three anthros inside of the cabin readied themselves for deployment. Arcades stood 


up, and he helped Jason stand up as well while Bocchino moved to the door in order to open it. 
When Bocchino opened the door, Arcades and Jason could now see that the helicopter was close 
enough to the ground to let the small fireteam exit. Bocchino leaped out of the helicopter first, 
and Jason was quick to follow. Arcades was the final anthro to disembark, and the fox made sure 
to close the helicopter door once he exited the Pave Hawk since the helicopter was close enough 
to the ground for the fox to reach the door handle. The fox then walked to the pilot side door of 
the helicopter, and he gave a thumbs up to Jim in order to indicate that the entire crew was now 
safely on the ground. Jim returned a nod in affirmation, and he proceeded to egress from the 
landing zone to allow for the mission to officially commence. 

Jason watched as Jim exited the landing zone, but Arcades caught the wolf’s attention by 
speaking, “We just need to head south, and we’ll find the facility. I heard that Spectre already 
has a confirmed visual of the compound. She said that there is an outer wall that we need to get 
past. If there is a door with a lock, I'll probably be able to get that open if you give me some 
time. If it requires a keycard, I can use the one I got from Utah.” After the brief mission briefing, 
the fireteam of three began making their way to the Omega facility. Within a few minutes of 
walking, Arcades heard Jim over the radio, “Successfully exited the AO. Currently on standby. 
Over.” The fox replied to the pilot, “Solid copy. We’ll let you know when we need you. Out.” 
Bocchino looked at the fox as they continued to move forwards, “If Spectre and her team gets 
overrun, you do realize that we don’t stand a damn chance on our own, right?” Arcades knew 
that Bocchino was correct, but he didn’t want to currently consider such an outcome, “We should 
cross that bridge if we ever have to get there. I’m sure they’ Il be alright.” 

Kitchi, Koh-Koh, and Kohei were now in front of the outer wall of the facility. The 


facility’s wall was colored half sky blue and half gray. Several United Nations flags were flying 


above the facility, but the three cats did not currently see any patrol units that they were at risk of 
alerting. Koh-Koh knelt down, and he removed his tan backpack. The cat unzipped one the 
zippers, and he removed a plastic demolition charge from his pack. The charge even had a 
detonator directly wired to the plastic explosive. The cat removed the covers from the adhesive 
points on the charge, and he affixed the charge itself on the lower part of the wall while his two 
brothers watched. Once Koh-Koh successfully planted the charge, he signaled his brothers to 
move to a safe location whilst carrying the detonator to the charge. Kitchi and Kohei all 
maintained a high level of situational awareness in order to watch to make sure that nobody 
noticed them planting the explosive device. 

Koh-Koh moved behind a medium sized boulder he figured would provide sufficient 
protection against the plastic explosive’s blast and associated shrapnel. Koh-Koh’s two brothers 
soon joined him behind the boulder, and the cats now prepared to detonate the explosives. Koh- 
Koh flipped the safety lever on the detonator, and he contacted Spectre with the radio, “Spectre, 
we’re in position, and the explosives are armed. Over.” Spectre answered the transmission, 
“Copy. I have a confirmed visual on multiple armed personnel within the compound. Ill contact 
Arcades. Standby.” The cat switched her channel on her radio, and she contacted the fox, 
“Arcades, this is Spectre. We are in position, and we have explosives set to detonate when you 
are ready. Tell us when you’re ready to begin the assault. Over.” The fox heard the transmission 
as he saw the wall that his crew was approaching, “This is Arcades. We are approaching the 
wall. We will let you know when to detonate. Hold your fire until the assault begins. Out.” 

The fox, wolf, and cat were now in front of the wall. Arcades noticed the wall’s color 
scheme, “Looks like they wanted to make this look as much like the United Nations as possible. 


I'd say it deters people from snooping around.” Jason pointed out a small gate towards one of the 


corners of the wall, “Mate, check that gate out over there. Looks like an entry point we can use.” 
Arcades looked towards the gate which Jason was diverting his attention to, “Alright, how about 
that? Let’s have a look. On me.” The trio made their way to the gate. After a brief moment of 
walking, the fireteam arrived at the gate, and Arcades inspected the locking mechanism. The fox 
noticed that the gate featured a familiar keycard slot, “I think this one uses the keycard I 
grabbed.” Bocchino was somewhat skeptical, “Are you sure that one will work? You grabbed it 
from Utah, and we’re in the Congo.” Arcades readied the keycard in his hand, “Well, there’s 
only one way to find out. I hope this card doesn’t trigger any alarms.” 

Arcades inserted the keycard into the slot, and a small light changed from red to green. 
The fox pushed down on the gate’s handle, and the gate proceeded to open. Arcades held the 
door open to let his comrades enter first before moving inside himself. The rear courtyard 
seemed to be clear of guards, and there were no visible security measures presented in the rear 
courtyard either. Arcades spoke on the radio to the other team, “Spectre, this is Arcades. We 
have entered the courtyard. You are cleared to engage any targets at your own discretion. Over.” 
The female cat replied, “Affirmative, Arcades. This is Spectre. We’ll watch out for you. Do you 
want us to make our entry yet? Over.” Arcades made a suggestion while still standing still, “You 
can use your suppressed weapon to eliminate the guards in the courtyard. When you are 
discovered, detonate the explosives. Over.” Spectre sighted in one of the ISG members, 
“Affirmative, Kurt. This is Spectre. We will detonate upon alert. Out.” 

Arcades heard the transmission, and he silenced his own radio since he took it that the cat 
would not speak to them within the foreseeable future, “When we hear an explosion, we can 
move inside the main building. If we can find an entrance before that happens, we’ll be able to 


slip in during the confusion.” Bocchino held up his XMP-1 with one hand, “Ill make sure none 


of them get the drop on us.” Arcades nodded his head, “Sounds good. Come on, let’s get going. 
The sooner we get to an entrance, the easier it’ll be for us.” The trio began moving closer to the 
main building contained within the outer walls, and Arcades looked up and down the building 
while trying to locate an entrance that wasn’t likely to be heavily guarded. The fox was already 
surprised by the lack of armed personnel stationed around the exterior walls, but Arcades figured 
that not too many people would try to infiltrate a supposed United Nations facility in the Congo 
of all places. 

Spectre had a clear shot of an ISG guard. The guards that Spectre could see were all 
wearing modern M81 woodland patterned combat uniforms, OD green load bearing equipment, 
and blue Enhanced Combat Helmets with white ‘UN’ lettering printed on the sides. Spectre also 
noticed that the guards were wielding a peculiar weapon which she was not familiar with. 
Though the cat did not know about the XMP-1, Spectre did remember that Bocchino carried a 
weapon which appeared identical to the rifle the ISG carried. The female cat made sure that her 
rifle’s bipod was stable on the ground, and she used her left hand to hold the stock firmly on her 
right shoulder to prevent the rifle from rocking too much. While trying to keep her rifle steadily 
trained on the guard she was looking to fire at, she looked at foliage closer to the ISG operative 
in order to judge how strong the wind was blowing. She did not want to have her shots blown 
off-course by the wind, for this would risk the guards becoming alert to the sharpshooter’s 
presence. 

Spectre placed her crosshair slightly above the guard’s blue helmet in order to 
compensate for the distance that she was away from her target. Since the light wind did not pose 
too much of an issue at the current distance, she placed one of the lower bars of her crosshair 


directly in the middle of her target’s head to compensate for the distance she was firing from. 


The cat’s scope was not zeroed to strike her target at the distance she was at. Though the guard 
was standing completely still, Spectre was still waiting to make sure that nobody was 
approaching the guard from either side. The cat disabled the weapon’s safety, and she placed her 
finger on the trigger. Spectre did not wear gloves, so she was able to feel the trigger and pull it in 
a more smooth manner. The cat slowed down her breathing, and she was now preparing to pull 
the trigger. After making sure that her weapon was as stable as it was going to be, Spectre took 
in a deep breath, and she let it out very slowly. After she let out her breath, she held what breath 
she had left as she applied pressure to the trigger. Spectre pulled the rifle’s trigger. 

The bullet landed directly in the forehead of the ISG member. The bullet passed through 
the helmet, and it entered the head of the human. The round did not exit the ISG member’s head. 
Rather, the .338 lapua magnum round left significant deformation on the back of the Level INA 
rated helmet. The ISG member immediately collapsed to the ground with no idea of what hit 
him. Luckily for Spectre, she was far enough away from the ISG members so that they did not 
hear the sound of her suppressed rifle. The female cat cycled the rifle’s action, and she 
chambered another round into the rifle. Spectre then looked around the courtyard to locate her 
next target. Since her first target was standing alone, there were no witnesses that could see the 
first ISG member fall down, but she hoped that the noise generated by the bullet’s impact would 
not alert any personnel adjacent to her first target. 

Spectre noticed another ISG member that was standing alone in the courtyard, and she 
took notice of how far away the man was standing relative to the distance that the scope 
currently held as its zero. Since this target was closer than the last, the cat did not aim as high as 
she did before. Spectre placed one of the bars closer to her crosshair directly on the man’s helmet 


this time, and she once again prepared to take the shot. She took in another deep breath, and she 


still used her left arm to stabilize the stock of the rifle on her shoulder. The cat began to slowly 
breathe out, and she held her breath once she was ready to take the shot. Spectre squeezed the 
trigger again, and she watched as another man collapsed from a .338 Lapua Magnum round to 
the head. Spectre chambered another round into the rifle, and she began the search for her next 
target. 

“This looks like an entrance we can use,” Arcades spoke as he stood in front of a 
backdoor which appeared to lead into the facility. The fox removed his keycard from his pocket 
again, and he prepared to swipe it. However, Arcades was not sure if he was ready to enter the 
building or not. Since the building did not have any visible windows, the fox could not see if 
there was anybody standing in the general vicinity of the door that he wanted to open. Arcades 
knew that he would be able to enter the building if the explosives were detonated, but he did not 
know if he should enter before the assault started. 

“Did you hear something? Sounded like an impact,” an ISG member spoke to one of the 
other members in the courtyard. The second ISG member spoke, “I heard it too. That was the 
second one actually...” The first member said, “I’m gonna go check it out. Maybe something fell 
from above?” The ISG member began ascending a small flight of steps before reaching a higher 
level on the courtyard. He immediately noticed a body on the ground and spoke over the radio, 
“This is Theta 2-7, we have a body in the courtyard! We are under attack!” Immediately, the ISG 
member hid himself, for he knew that there was a sniper somewhere that was able to shoot at 
men in the courtyard. Several more ISG members assumed an alert stance, and they all made 
haste to get out of the way of the sniper. 

“They’re onto us. Detonate the explosives now,” Spectre said over the radio as she saw 


the ISG members retreat. Koh-Koh spoke to his brothers, “Here it comes. Watch out!” All three 


cats hid behind the boulder, and Koh-Koh pressed the button on the detonator. Immediately, the 
plastic demolition charge detonated, and there was now a clear hole that was blown in the wall. 
The three cats stood up, and they readied their weapons to fire at any human personnel within the 
walls. Since Kitchi used a submachine weapon, he was the first to approach the newly formed 
hole wall. Using the smoke caused by the explosion for visual cover from the ISG, all three cats 
moved inside the walls of the compound. Kitchi was the first to come in contact with an ISG 
member, and he held the trigger down to fire upon the guard. The guard lacked torso armor, so 
the 9mm rounds fired by the Milkor BXP easily tore through the flesh of the human. 

Though Kitchi’s weapon was suppressed, it was audibly heard by all nearby ISG 
members. The three cats could hear several of them shouting, “Intruders attacking the facility! 
They’ ve blown a hole in the wall, and they’re in the courtyard!” Kohei moved in front of Kitchi 
as the cat checked the remaining rounds in his weapon’s magazine. Kohei pushed forwards into 
the open, and he could see a few ISG members were running down the stairs. Kohei used this 
opportunity to fire on both ISG members with his Vektor R6. Though the humans wore plate 
carriers fitted with Level III+ plates, the sheer impact of the 5.56x45mm rounds was enough to 
make them fall over. Koh-Koh knew that the two men were still alive, so he used his Vektor 
Mini-SS Compact to place more rounds into the humans. The two ISG members screamed out in 
pain as they felt the bullets rip through the flesh in their arms and legs. One of the humans 
looked directly at the three cats, and he was only met with a round that landed directly in his 
face. 

Arcades was the first to realize the sound that he heard was indeed the explosion he was 
waiting for. Upon hearing the initial blast, the fox swiped the keycard, and he barged his way in 


the facility. When Arcades entered the building, he could see several confused ISG members that 


were already scrambling to grab their weapons, “Woah! We’re compromised! Anthros breaking 
in!” Bocchino immediately rushed in, and he squeezed the trigger of his XMP-1 to dispatch the 
Omega operative that was within the room that they had entered. The Omega member took three 
rounds to the chest which knocked him down. Since the operative was not wearing a plate 
carrier, the three rounds fired by Bocchino was enough to fatally wound him. The human was 
left squirming around on the ground in pain from his fatal injuries. The cat rushed up to the 
dying human, “Die you motherfucker!” Bocchino squeezed the trigger once more, and he 
watched as the bullet tore through the human’s face. A small pool of blood soon formed on the 
ground, but blood from the headshot already smeared on the floor. 

Arcades was dumbfounded from what he had just witnessed. The fox looked directly at 
Bocchino as the cat turned around to face Arcades and Jason. Arcades reviewed the last few 
seconds in his mind over and over again. Jason looked to the fox, and he noticed that Arcades 
was Clearly showing the thousand yard stare on his face, “Kurt, come on!” Arcades was staring at 
the lifeless body that was now bleeding a sizable puddle on the floor. Arcades’ stare was broken 
by a hail of gunfire he heard directly above the floor he was standing on. The fox’s head 
immediately shot upwards at the ceiling, “Gunfire? How could they be here already?” Arcades 
knew that he should not waste anymore time, “We gotta go up there now!” Jason ran towards the 
stairwell, and he opened the door since it did not require a keycard to enter. All three anthros 
entered the stairwell, and they began proceeding upwards. 

Kohei moved up the steps as he kept his rifle trained on what was higher than him. The 
cat was anticipating more humans emerging, but he was surprised to see that no more had 
emerged to fight him. Kohei was soon joined by his two brothers, and all three cats were now 


climbing up the steps to the main building. Spectre was also searching for more ISG personnel to 


fire at, but she did not see any emerge from the building. She assumed that reinforcements were 
all waiting for the three cats from inside the windowless building. The three cats now reached the 
top of the flight of steps, and they checked their flanks to make sure that there were no ISG 
members sneaking up on them. All three brothers were surprised to see that there were no other 
operatives present to confront them. After they were entirely sure that they had control of the 
courtyard, the three brothers stacked up at the front entrance to the building, and they now had to 
decide how to make an entry. 

Jason was the first to reach the top of the stairs, and what he saw was shocking. Jason 
froze and watched in horror as several ISG members were executing collared anthros that were 
restrained. The wolf snapped out of his shock, and he immediately began to fire on the humans. 
The ISG quickly responded by returning fire of their own. Bocchino soon came to join the wolf, 
and he also used his own weapon to fire upon the ISG members. Several anthros in the room had 
not been killed yet. Some of them cowered in fear, while some of the others merely stood on 
their knees as if a gun battle was not being fought in front of them. Though some of the ISG 
members returned fire and fired back at Jason and Bocchino, the others continued to execute the 
remaining anthros which they held at the facility. Jason continued to fire his HK433 in full-auto, 
but he aimed too low, and he accidentally shot a few of the anthros that the ISG was trying to 
kill. 

Arcades raised his GRY to his shoulder, but he couldn’t raise the barrel of his rifle 
upwards to aim at the ISG. The fox watched as Jason accidentally shot and killed several of the 
anthros that they were supposed to rescue. Arcades then looked to Bocchino, and he saw much of 
the same. Bocchino was the first to run out of ammo for his XMP-1, and he immediately sought 


cover to reload his rifle. As he dropped the magazine currently in his weapon, he heard a scream 


of an anthro followed by a gunshot. Bocchino remembered that the ISG was in the process of 
executing the remaining anthros. In his own rage, the cat dropped his XMP-1, and he drew his 
combat knife. Bocchino sprinted out into the open room, and he slashed the throat of one human 
with his knife. Another human turned around, and he was met with a knife that was quickly 
planted between his eyes. The cat twisted the knife before pulling it out, and he searched around 
for another target. Bocchino spotted an ISG member retreating while holding onto a restrained 
anthro to use as a shield. The cat held the handle of the knife, and he threw it at the ISG member. 

The ISG member saw the knife coming, so he moved the anthro that he was holding in 
front of himself in order to block the incoming knife. The knife landed right in the chest of the 
captive anthro, who then proceeded to yelp in pain. Bocchino, realizing what had just happened, 
scrambled to pick up another weapon from off the ground. The cat located an FNP-45 that was 
lying on the ground, and he immediately began shooting through the captured anthro to kill the 
human. Jason attempted to shout at Bocchino to make him stop, “Bobby! Hold your fire! You’re 
gonna kill that ---” The wolf’s words were cut short by the gunfire from the handgun. The anthro 
fell limp first, but Bocchino continued to shoot in hopes that he would kill the human holding the 
anthro. 

After five more shots fired from the FNP-45 landed in the anthro shield, the handgun’s 
slide was locked to the rear. Bocchino looked at the weapon’s chamber, and he realized that the 
weapon was now out of ammunition. The cat threw the handgun at the human, but it fell short by 
several feet. Bocchino then sprinted towards the human, and he grabbed his own knife that was 
still lodged within the chest of the anthro which the ISG operative still held on to. The cat held 
the human up against the wall, and he began stabbing the human’s throat multiple times. The cat 


looked directly into the eyes of the human as he continued to stab the Omega operative. Blood 


continued to pour from the human’s gaping wounds, and this blood began to cover the cat’s 
gloves and shirt. Blood from the now deceased anthro also began to spill on the floor as well. 
Arcades pushed Bocchino aside, “Stop it!!”” Both the anthro and human collapsed from their 
combined injuries once the human was unable to hold onto his meat shield any longer. Bocchino 
struggled in the grasp of Arcades, and he was easily able to push the skinny fox aside. Arcades 
shouted, “Bobby! Don’t do that!” 

Without speaking further, Bocchino placed the well-bloodied Case XX bowie knife back 
into his sheath, and he went to grab one of the several XMP-1s lying on the ground. Upon 
picking up one of the rifles, Bocchino removed the magazine to make sure that there were rounds 
still in the rifle. Jason also dropped his empty magazine and placed another one inside the 
magwell before pulling the charging handle to chamber a round into the empty HK433. As 
Arcades’ ears began to stop ringing from the indoor gunfire, the fox began to hear some noises 
behind the door that the dead ISG member was lying in front of. Bocchino heard the noise as 
well, and the cat grabbed the door handle. Bocchino shoved the door open to make his way 
inside with his newly procured weapon at the ready. Jason followed next, and Arcades decided to 
enter and not to take a second look at the massacre which he just had to witness. 

Upon entering the next room, Bocchino immediately raised his weapon upon realizing 
what he was looking at. Jason also realized what the problem was as well, and he raised his rifle 
just as Bocchino did. Arcades heard Bocchino yell, “You damn motherfucker! I’m gonna kill 
your fucking ass! You hear me, bitch?!” Arcades took in the sight of what he was looking at. The 
fox found himself standing in a room that featured several cages. Most of the cages were empty, 
but only two were still occupied. One cage featured a female red fox. She was lacking any 


clothing besides a yellow collar around her neck and her restraints. All she was able to do was 


cower in fear of the entire situation. In the other cage was a male red fox and an anthro 
doberman. The doberman was currently in the process of having anal sex with the red fox. In one 
hand, the doberman was holding a knife, and in the other hand, he was holding the red fox’s tail 
up while he proceeded with his deed. 

The doberman brought the knife to the red fox’s throat, and he began to make a deep cut 
into the fox’s throat. Though he was in the process of killing the red fox, he still was not going to 
stop his rough anal sex with the restrained fox. Bocchino watched as blood began dripping on the 
ground, and he could not hold himself any longer. The cat aimed directly at both anthros, and he 
pulled the trigger while not letting go. Though the steel bars on the cage diverted the path of 
several rounds, most of the rounds tore through the flesh of the doberman, while some of the 
other rounds fired by Bocchino tore through the red fox’s head and torso. Both anthros collapsed 
to the ground, and the doberman’s penis started squirting out semen everywhere. Arcades began 
to feel sick once more, but he did not know what to do. Bocchino did not stop firing until the 
XMP-1’s magazine was completely empty. 

Arcades could not believe what was happening. The fox realized that the anthros that he 
wanted to rescue were now all dead except for one. The fox moved towards the caged vixen 
while trying to not think about the events that had just occurred in the last three minutes. When 
Arcades approached the exterior of the cage, he could see that the vixen inside was desperately 
trying to hold her eyes shut as if she was trying to wake herself from a bad dream. Unfortunately 
for both foxes, this was not a bad dream, but it was rather a reality. Arcades inspected the lock 
that was on the cage, and he figured that he would be able to pick the padlock that kept the cage 
closed. The fox pulled out his various lockpicking tools, and he began to pick the lock. After a 


moment of fiddling with the lock with a wafer rake and trying to ignore the events that recently 


occurred, Arcades was finally able to remove the padlock from the cage. The fox removed the 
padlock, and he opened the cage in order to rescue the vixen. 

When Arcades made his entry into the cage, he saw the vixen look at him, and something 
about the vixen was very familiar to Arcades. After a couple seconds of remembering past 
events, Arcades was struck with a realization. When Arcades removed the muzzle from the 
vixen’s mouth, she spoke to him, “It’s you?” Jason was confused, “What? What is she talking 
about?” Arcades replied, “Are you the fox I rescued from Las Vegas last year?” The vixen 
nodded her head, “Y-Yes... That was me.” Arcades was surprised for multiple reasons. He was 
surprised not only to find the same vixen, but he was also surprised to know that she was 
captured by Omega. Arcades tugged on the vixen, “Here, I'll have you free in no time.” After 
dragging the vixen out of the cage, Arcades took out his keyring, and he looked at the restraints 
that the vixen was put in. Since the vixen was restrained using Smith & Wesson restraints, 
Arcades knew that his main ZAK Tools key was compatible. 

After freeing the vixen from the restraints, Arcades was reminded that she was 
completely naked minus the yellow collar, “Does Omega have any clothes for you anywhere?” 
Jason spoke up within the next couple seconds, “Kurt, someone’s trying to talk to you on the 
radio.” Arcades’ train of thought was lost, “Huh? What?” Jason repeated what he was saying, 
“Turn your radio volume up. Someone’s trying to talk to you. The screen’s lighting up.” The fox 
twisted the volume knob on his radio, and he began to hear Spectre’s voice, “Arcades, this is 
Spectre. Do you copy? Over.” Arcades held the PTT button down on his radio, “Spectre, this is 
Arcades. Send traffic. Over.” Spectre soon replied, “Have you gained access to the main 
building? Over.” The fox replied again, but with some hesitation as a result of what just 


happened, “A-Affirmative...” Spectre then said, “Kitchi, Koh-Koh, and Kohei are all outside the 


front door. Can you let them in?” Arcades replied once more, “Affirmative... We’ll let them in 
through the front door. Out...” Arcades removed the keycard he was carrying, and he handed it 
to Bocchino, “How about go and let them in? Jason and I will stay here.” The cat received the 
keycard from the fox, and he wasted little time exiting the room Jason and Arcades were 
standing in after leaving his XMP-1 in the room. Arcades looked around the room, and he knew 
that the mission did not go as planned. Arcades shook his head before speaking to the wolf, “I 
didn’t think they’d start executing them.” Jason reminded Arcades of what had happened mere 
days ago, “Omega probably ordered those guys to execute the anthros to prevent us from 
rescuing them. They didn’t want to lose all of their live anthros like they did to CDI.” 

Arcades sighed, “It’s very unfortunate. Omega doesn’t want to give the anthros freedom 
at all. They’d rather kill them than risk their freedom.” The vixen that Arcades rescued spoke 
next, “How did you guys find me again?” Arcades looked back at the vixen, “Honestly, it’s a 
long story...” Jason was confused, “Wait, Kurt. Is this the same fox that you rescued from Las 
Vegas before you met me?” Arcades nodded as he checked the vixen’s body for signs of recent 
injuries he could attend to, “Yeah. We rescued her from this organized crime group that was 
operating out of Las Vegas.” Arcades finished checking over the vixen, “Alright. You don’t look 
like they didn’t shoot you before we got here; you’re not bleeding. Have you been hurt in any 
other way?” The female fox frowned as she looked downwards. Arcades knew that something 
had happened, “Hey, if you’d rather not give any specifics right now, then you don’t have to. All 
I gotta know is if you have any immediate injuries that we need to treat right now. I don’t want 
you in a constant state of pain.” 

After a brief moment of silence, the female fox gave an answer, “No, there’s nothing you 


need to treat.” Arcades then replied with a nod of his head, “Alright, then. We can get you out of 


here; we have a helicopter that is going to come and pick you up. We won’t let Omega catch you 
again. There won’t be a third time.” Arcades could see the vixen’s face conveyed an emotion of 
relief, but the fox also knew that she was still traumatized over what Omega had done to her. As 
a matter of fact, Arcades was still aware that the vixen was not wearing any clothing at all, “Do 
you want us to find you some clothes?” The female fox answered Arcades, “Yes, please.” 
Arcades stood up, and Jason looked at the fox before he spoke, “I can stay with her if you want 
to look, Kurt.” Arcades agreed with Jason, and he left the room. 

Bocchino traveled down the hall, and he couldn’t help but look at the corpses of the 
deceased anthros and humans that littered the floor. The cat knew that he was the reason several 
of the anthros were dead, but he knew that he wasn’t able to bring them back to life. After 
stepping past most of the bodies, Bocchino looked down at the floor, and he noticed that he was 
trailing bloody boot prints on the floor. The cat wiped his boot off on the floor in order to get 
some of the blood off, but he was only able to smear the blood further. Feeling impatient, 
Bocchino decided that now was not the best time to clean the blood from his boots. After all, he 
had no way of knowing if the blood belonged to the humans or the anthros he killed. 

Ignoring the spoils of the mission for the rest of his walk, Bocchino finally found the 
door Spectre’s fireteam was waiting in front of. The cat slid the keycard Arcades gave him into 
the slot, and he watched as the sliding door opened automatically. Bocchino was met with three 
anthros dressed in Soldier 2000 standing in front of the opening. The cat watched as the other 
three cats moved their goggles from their eyes to their helmets, but Bocchino noticed that the 
group’s marksman was not with the rest of the fireteam, “Where’s Spectre supposed to be?” 
Kohei gave an answer when he pushed his balaclava down, “She’s still watching for any 


approaching hostiles. We can help you guys if there are any more in there.” Bocchino looked 


behind himself, and he remembered that the building contained more dead bodies than living 
beings, “Yeah, there’s nobody left alive in there.” 

Koh-Koh then asked, “Oh, really? What happened to Kurt and Jason?” Bocchino realized 
that he wasn’t understood correctly, “No, no, no. They’re fine... Look, how about you guys 
come in and see for yourselves?” Koh-Koh said, “Alright, sure then. What’s in here anyways?” 
Bocchino stepped aside to let the other three cats in, but he did not answer Koh-Koh’s last 
question. The first floor was not much to see since the ground was littered with minimal 
casualties. Only two ISG personnel were lying dead on the floor, and they were fully equipped 
and armed with XMP-1s. Kitchi spotted one of the strange rifles, and he stepped aside to inspect 
the weapon. The cat stowed away his Milkor BXP, and he unclipped the XMP-1 from the fallen 
Omega operative’s sling. Kitchi held up the rifle to show the other members of the unit, “Look at 
this. It’s just like the gun that you were carrying, Bobby.” Bocchino stopped to look at the 
weapon that Kitchi was holding up, “That’s because it is the same as the weapon I brought here. 
The one I used originally belonged to Omega.” Kitchi looked back at the weapon he was 
holding, “Hmm... I don’t suppose you don’t mind us taking one of these with us?” Bocchino 
shrugged, “I don’t think dead men can answer.” 

Kitchi picked up the sling that was left on the ground, and he made sure that it was not 
covered with blood before he clipped it to the rifle and slung it over his opposing shoulder. Now 
carrying an additional primary weapon, Kitchi rejoined the rest of his unit. Bocchino approached 
the staircase, but he did not want to ascend. After a brief moment of reluctance, the cat 
proceeded first while the rest of the fireteam followed. Kohei noticed Bocchino’s brief pause of 
reluctance, “Is there something up there?” Bocchino replied as he continued, “Erhm... You'll 


see.” As the group reached the next floor, Bocchino could once again see the fruits of his labor. 


Kohei sharply exhaled as he looked at the bodies, “Phew... Damn, what all happened here?” 
Bocchino did not take credit for what he had done, “Omega started executing all of the anthros. 
It was too late to save them. They must’ve started when you guys made your entry.” 

Koh-Koh called Bocchino’s bluff, “Really? I don’t see any windows in here. Would be 
rather reckless of them to start killing the anthros off when they first heard an explosion.” 
Bocchino shrugged as he realized Koh-Koh did not believe his story, “Too late to save them 
anyway.” Kitchi remembered the mission’s objective, “So, where are the anthros that you guys 
could rescue?” Bocchino briefly looked at the anthro who he had thrown a knife at. The cat 
immediately looked back at Kitchi to answer his question, “Oh, Kurt and Jason did manage to 
save one.” Kohei raised an eyebrow, “Just one? There’s at least a dozen anthros in here that were 
killed.” Bocchino remembered that he was responsible for at least a few of their deaths, “Well, 
um... How about you guys talk to Kurt? He’s the one who saved the anthro anyways.” Kohei 
looked around for the fox, “Yeah, sure... Where is he?” Bocchino looked at the door that was 
cracked open, “He should be in there. Why don’t you guys go and talk to him?” 

Kitchi knew that something was not adding up, “Bobby, what happened to these 
anthros?” Bocchino stuck with his original story, “I told you, Omega killed them all.” Kitchi 
moved over to one of the corpses of the anthros, and he inspected it. The anthro had three 
gunshot wounds in the chest and one in the arm. Kitchi realized that Bocchino’s story did not 
make any sense, “Why would they shoot the anthro three times in the chest and once in the 
arm?” Bocchino struggled to come up with an answer that was anything but the truth, “Um, 
well... You see -- The thing is... Um...” Kitchi knew very well that Bocchino was lying, 
“Alright. Which one of you guys killed them?” At first thought, Bocchino wanted to blame the 


deaths on Kurt, but he knew that the fox had not fired a single round out of his weapon. The fox 


would be able to prove his innocence by the lack of gunpowder residue left on the barrel of his 
Salient GRY. 

Bocchino decided to push the blame on the third member in the party, “It was Jason who 
killed them.” Kitchi did not believe this either, “Yeah, nah. You killed them, didn’t you?” 
Bocchino still did not want to admit what he did despite the fact that Jason did shoot a couple of 
the anthros himself, “I’m telling you, it was Jason who killed them!” Kitchi paused for a 
moment, and he realized that he had neither seen Jason nor Arcades since they were together in 
the helicopter. The black cat removed a Vektor SP1 from his holster, thumbed away the 
weapon’s safety, and he pointed the handgun at Bocchino. Kitchi accused the other cat in front of 
him, “Where are Kurt and Jason’s bodies? You have five seconds.” Bocchino looked back at the 
door, “They’re in there. They’re not dead.” Kitchi nodded to Kohei to check the door, “Go and 
see if they’re in there.” Kohei stowed away his Vektor R6, and he moved towards the door in 
order to see if Kurt and Jason were indeed alive. Bocchino then remembered that Arcades was 
planning on removing the vixen from the room, and he was not sure if either of the anthros were 
still inside. Bocchino knew he would surely be killed if Kurt and Jason were not found in the 
room. The cat had to act fast. 

Bocchino looked at Kitchi, and he noticed that he was only using one hand to hold the 
Vektor SP1. He then saw that Kitchi’s left hand was busy keeping the XMP-1 from falling off 
his shoulder. Bocchino looked at Koh-Koh, who had placed the barrel of his Vektor Mini SS 
Compact on the floor so he wasn’t burdened by the weight. Bocchino noticed that Kitchi’s 
attention was shifted towards the XMP-1 as it started to slide down his left shoulder. Bocchino 
saw this moment as the perfect opportunity to make a move. Even though he was currently 


unarmed since he left his XMP-1 in the room with Arcades, he figured that he should be able to 


grab Kitchi’s SP1. Bocchino waited until Kitchi’s head turned to view the XMP-1 sliding off his 
shoulder. Bocchino took this opportunity as the time to make a move. Bocchino quickly grabbed 
Kitchi’s wrist with his right hand while he grabbed the slide of the handgun with his left hand. 
The cat pulled his right hand to the left and pulled his left hand to the right in order to disarm the 
cat. Taken by surprise, Kitchi dropped the XMP-1 that was on his shoulder, and the weapon 
produced a metallic thud as it landed on the ground. Koh-Koh was taken off-guard by the 
surprise as well, and he found that he was not able to grab his weapon. He had accidentally 
knocked his knee into the receiver, and the Vektor Mini-SS Compact was now lying on the 
ground. “Oh fuck!” Koh-Koh shouted as he began the process of switching to his secondary 
weapon. Kohei’s process of traveling to the door was also interrupted by the noise of the 
weapons falling as well as Koh-Koh’s shout, and the cat quickly turned around to view the 
disturbance. After viewing the situation for a split second, the cat raised his Vektor R6 to his 
shoulder, and he pulled the trigger after immediately sighting in Bocchino with his rifle. 
However, the rifle did not fire since it was still set to safe. Bocchino heard the click of the fire- 
selector switch, and he squatted down to avoid an incoming attack by Kitchi. 

Bocchino quickly viewed Kohei in his sights, and he pulled his trigger. While Kohei was 
in the process of aiming at the cat again with his Vektor R6, he was immediately knocked 
backwards by the 9mm round that landed directly in the middle of his helmet. Since the cat’s 
helmet was an MICH 2000 rated to stop handgun rounds, he was not seriously injured by the 
incoming round, but the cat was now disoriented from the round hitting his helmet. Koh-Koh 
found that he was able to remove his Mossberg M590, and he racked the pump action to chamber 
a round before raising it at Bocchino. Bocchino heard the rack of the action, and he turned to see 


that the M590 was now aimed straight at him. The cat also noticed an unfired round that landed 


on the ground, and this was indicating that the shotgun already had a round chambered before 
Koh-Koh racked the action. Bocchino pushed himself forward since he knew that Koh-Koh was 
prepared to fire. 

Bocchino landed a few feet in front of where he was originally squatting, and he heard 
the blast of the shotgun fill the hall. The #000 buckshot round fired from the .12 gauge shotgun 
impacted the wall right behind Bocchino, causing considerable damage to the wall itself as dust 
kicked up from the impact location. Koh-Koh quickly went to chamber another round in his 
shotgun by racking the action, but he saw that Kitchi was standing in his way. Kitchi finally was 
able to grab the Milkor BXP he was carrying on his main sling, but the blast of the shotgun 
startled him greatly. Kitchi jerked his head backwards in surprise, and this caused the brim of the 
MICH 2000 to move downwards and cover his vision. While Kitchi tried to push the brim back 
up, he accidentally performed this action while trying to fire his weapon at the same time. Kitchi 
pulled the trigger of his Milkor BXP, and several rounds impacted the wall that Koh-Koh just 
finished shooting at. Since the submachine weapon was set to fully automatic, the entire 
magazine of the weapon was depleted within a couple seconds. None of the shots had hit 
Bocchino. 


1? 


“Hey, hey! What’s going on?! What’s happening?!” A surprised Arcades was standing in 
the stairwell. The fox was not holding on to his Salient GRY, but he was not sure if he should 
have been holding it. Koh-Koh pointed the shotgun at Arcades once he had finished chambering 
around. Bocchino was still lying on the ground holding the SP1, and Arcades could not see 
Bocchino since Kitchi was currently standing in front of the tabby-patterned cat. Arcades then 


looked down at Kohei, who was in the process of grabbing the weapon which he had dropped 


when he was shot in the helmet. Kitchi quickly removed the empty magazine from his BXP, and 


he chambered another round into the weapon once he loaded a new magazine. The cat pointed 
the submachine gun at the fox instead of the cat, “Don’t you move!” 

Arcades was still confused, “What? What are you guys doing?!” Kitchi quickly moved to 
the fox, and he grabbed the Salient GRY that was being held by Arcades’ sling. Kitchi unbuckled 
the rifle from the sling, and he dropped it on the floor. Arcades now was able to see Bocchino 
laying on the floor, “Did you guys shoot Bobby?” What the fox had failed to notice was that 
Bocchino was playing dead hoping that Kitchi and Koh-Koh believed they killed him in the 
confusion. Bocchino had the SP1 lying on the ground, but his hand was still over the handgun’s 
grip. His face was also on the ground since he was hoping that the three other cats wouldn’t be 
able to see that they did not really kill him. Kitchi unbuckled the fox’s chest rig and battle belt 
before removing his equipment from his person and dropping it next to the Salient GRY. Kitchi 
spoke to the confused fox, “Don’t you make a move now.” The black cat pulled the now 
unarmed fox aside, and he pushed Arcades down to the floor. Arcades was now on his stomach, 
and he had a clear view of Bocchino. 

“What are you guys doing?!” Arcades said once more. Arcades could see Koh-Koh walk 
up, and the cat aimed his M590 at the fox. Kitchi finally spoke again, “What the fuck happened 
to all of those anthros?” Arcades was not sure what to say next, but he did not hear the previous 
conversation, “They were killed!” The fox then felt the barrel of the BXP being pushed up 
against the back of his head, “Who killed them?!” Kitchi asked the fox the question that he asked 
Bocchino already. Arcades gave the answer, “Omega started executing them -- ” the fox was 
interrupted by Kitchi smacking him with the BXP. The cat had lost his patience, “First the cat 
lies, and now of course the fox does. Which one of you motherfuckers really killed them?” 


Arcades spoke again, “I’m telling you guys, Omega started killing them!” 


Jason slowly emerged from the door with the barrel of his HK433 pointed at body-level. 
The wolf silently shouldered the rifle, and he aimed it at Kitchi, who was still pointing his BXP 
at Arcades. Koh-Koh had not seen the wolf because he was still pointing the M590 at Arcades. 
Kohei was still trying to recover from the impact of the 9mm round to the front of his helmet 
since the angle that the round struck the helmet caused moderate backface deformation which 
injured Kohei. Jason was not sure what to do. He did not want to kill the three cats, but he also 
did not want to let them kill Arcades. Jason did hear what the cats had asked Arcades, so the 
wolf slowly lowered his rifle before speaking, “Some of them got caught in the crossfire.” Upon 
speaking, Koh-Koh stepped aside to aim his shotgun at the wolf. Kohei turned around as well, 
and he aimed his Vektor R6 at the wolf as well. Bocchino finally stopped playing dead, and he 
aimed the SP1 at Kitchi, who was still aiming his weapon at Arcades. Kitchi looked to his left, 
and he could indeed see that Bocchino was not actually dead. 

Arcades spoke in hopes of diffusing the situation, “Can we put the guns away?” The fox 
was silenced when Kitchi grabbed the fox’s mouth. Kitchi then pointed his BXP at Bocchino 
with his free hand. Arcades tried to speak again, but he was unable to produce intelligible speech 
due to the fact that the cat was still holding his mouth shut. Kitchi also shifted more of his weight 
on the fox’s back with his knee in order to keep him down. He placed one of his boots on 
Arcades’ left hand while he placed his other boot on the fox’s right hand. Kitchi unfolded the 
weapon’s stock without the use of his support hand, and he shouldered the submachine weapon 
while still aiming at Bocchino. Kitchi briefly looked to his left to see that Kohei was still aiming 
his rifle at Jason as well. The cat spoke, “The mission was to rescue the anthros. Not to kill them. 


What did you guys do?” 


Bocchino did not let Jason answer the question. Instead, Bocchino started to berate the 
other cats in the room, “Come on shit-for-brains, you guys are fucking dumbass! Those Omega 
shitheads fucking executed them. You fucking pieces of shit!” Jason knew that Bocchino was not 
helping, “Dammit Bobby! Let me handle this.” Bocchino was not happy with what Jason said, 
“Fuck you, damn faggot. You didn’t even do anything to help us, you piece of fucking shit!” 
Arcades tried to speak once again, but Kitchi was still not letting him say anything. Jason let 
some of his frustration out on Bocchino, “Hey shit cunt! Your dumbass was the reason why most 
of the anthros were killed. Don’t try to pin this shit on me now. Fucking cunt!” Bocchino 
continued to argue, “You fucking shot some of them, you piece of shit! Son of a bitch, I should 
just fucking kill you instead!” Arcades tried to yell, but all that could be heard was a muffled 
noise. Bocchino looked down at the fox, “Fucking let Kurt talk! Fucking dammit! Son of a 
fucking bitch... ” 

Kitchi was reluctant to let the fox speak, “How can I be sure that this fox isn’t going to 
fucking lie to us?” Arcades let out a couple muffled noises, but his unintelligible speech was not 
enough to answer Kitchi’s question. Bocchino spoke for the fox, “He’s not going to fucking lie 
to you! Damn fucking bitches! Damn you all to hell.” Kitchi looked to his left, and he could see 
that Arcades was wearing a paracord bracelet around his right ankle. Since the cat still did not 
trust Arcades, he wanted to make sure that the fox would not be able to make a move against the 
fireteam. Keeping his BXP pointed at Bocchino, the cat reached over to Arcades’ right ankle, 
and he removed the paracord bracelet after removing his hand from the fox’s mouth. Kitchi 
began unspooling the paracord that was currently in the form of a bracelet. Kitchi also had to let 
go of his weapon in order to proceed with this process. Bocchino still kept his weapon pointed at 


Kitchi, but the room was otherwise kept in silence. 


Arcades found that his mouth was now uncovered, “Please, you guys gotta listen to us. 
We came in here, and Omega started to execute the anthros. Some of them got caught in the 
crossfire, but I promise that we did everything we could.” Kitchi did not seem to be listening to 
what the fox was saying. When the cat finished unspooling the paracord, he looked down at the 
fox, “Uh-huh. You did everything you could? That doesn’t explain why there are so many of 
them dead in here.” The fox continued, “They already had a few of them killed. There wasn’t 
anything we could do after that.” Kitchi removed Arcades’ gloves, and he tossed them where the 
rest of the fox’s equipment was. The cat then pulled the fox’s wrists behind his back before tying 
them together with the paracord. 

When Kitchi finished binding the fox’s wrists together, he noticed that he still had a 
decent amount of remaining paracord that was not secured to anything. The cat looked back to 
see Arcades’ bare ankles, and he looked back at the remaining paracord before making a 
decision. Kitchi moved off of Arcades’ back, and he pivoted the fox’s legs upwards until they 
met with his wrists. Bocchino continued watching what was happening, and he briefly looked up 
to see that Koh-Koh was now aiming the shotgun directly at him. Though Bocchino still held the 
SP1, he did not have it pointed at anybody. Jason. on the other hand, was still holding Arcades’ 
HK433, but he was still held at gunpoint by Kohei with the Vektor R6. Jason and Bocchino were 
practically forced to watch Arcades become subdued yet again. 

As Kitchi finally finished binding the fox, he stepped back to make sure that he did not 
miss anything. Arcades was now effectively hogtied with both his wrists and ankles crossed. The 
fox started to speak, “Can we please lower the guns? Pointing them at each other isn’t helping.” 
Kitchi sighed, and he turned to Koh-Koh in order to signal him to lower his weapon. Koh-Koh 


reluctantly lowered his M590 that he still had trained on Bocchino. Kohei briefly looked at 


Kitchi to see he was signaling him to lower his weapon as well. Kohei finally lowered his 
weapon as well, and he stepped away from Jason to give the wolf some space. Bocchino slowly 
began to stand up as well, but he kept the SP1 pointed downwards so as to not cause any further 
alarm. Apart from Arcades, everybody in the room was now standing. 

Kitchi decided to cut to the chase, “Is the mission a failure, then?” Jason shook his head, 
“Tt’s not a failure. We’ve managed to sa-... I mean, rescue an anthro.” Koh-Koh looked at the 
bodies that also occupied the hallway, “Oh really? Where is the anthro you managed to save?” 
Jason slowly turned towards the door he had emerged from, “She’s still here. Kurt got her out.” 
Koh-Koh briefly looked down at the captured fox before looking back at the door. The cat was 
feeling impatient, “Well then. Go on and show her to us!” Jason slowly moved back inside of the 
room he had emerged from, and he returned moments later with a vixen. Kitchi asked as to why 
the vixen was completely naked, “Where are her clothes?” Arcades answered the question from 
the ground, “I went to go and see if I could find any. I came back, and I wandered into this 
ordeal.” 

Kitchi was still impatient, “Oh yeah? The only ordeal here is the fact that you guys 
massacred these anthros.” Arcades spoke once more, “We’ve already told you guys what 
happened: Omega started to execute the anthros--” Kitchi did not want to hear what Arcades had 
to say, “Shut the fuck up now. You damn foxes are all the same. Can’t trust fucking foxes...” 
Jason looked at the vixen that had been rescued, and then the wolf looked at Arcades before 
looking back at Kitchi. The wolf asked Arcades a question, ““Were you able to find any clothes 
for her, Kurt?” Arcades waited a moment before he replied, “Yeah, I left them halfway down 
that staircase. I put them down to see what the commotion was about.” To Arcades’ surprise, the 


mercenary fireteam had no further comment to make. 


The vixen began to speak in order to try and defend Arcades, “Kurt was the one who 
rescued me back in Las Vegas over a year ago. He’s not like those foxes you’re talking about.” 
Kitchi disregarded the vixen, “First one fox makes shit up, and then another one comes in and 
does the same. Typical. It’s all the fucking same.” Bocchino looked at the Vektor SP1 that he 
was still carrying, and he was glad that he was not a fox. He really did not want to be in the 
position Arcades was. Jason looked at the staircase Arcades mentioned, “So, if nobody minds, 
I'll just go and grab the clothes for her.” Kohei turned to face the wolf, and the black cat carried 
a suspicious look on his face, “You better not try anything like your friend here did.” Jason 
assumed the group was talking about Arcades, “What did Kurt do to you guys?” Kohei shook his 
head, “No, I’m talking about Bobby. Motherfucker shot me right in the damn helmet.” Jason 
looked at Bocchino, and he could indeed see the handgun that the cat used to fire upon Kohei. He 
was surprised that the cats let Bocchino keep the handgun. The wolf began to wonder why it was 
Arcades that was restrained, “Why is Kurt tied down then?” Koh-Koh was also impatient, “The 
fox stays like that. Just go and get her fucking clothes already. Stop wasting our fucking time.” 

Jason silently turned away from the rest of the anthros in the room, and he briefly 
traveled halfway up the stairs until he could see the clothes in question. Jason picked up the 
clothes, and he started traveling back down the staircase while making sure his HK433 was not 
bumping into anything on his way down. After all, the weapon belonged to Arcades. The wolf 
reached the floor where the rest of the anthros were at, and he held the clothes out for the vixen 
to grab. The clothes consisted of a navy blue flight suit and black combat boots. The vixen 
received the clothes, and she immediately started the process of clothing herself. Bocchino 


turned to Kitchi, and he offered the Vektor SP1 to the other cat, “You’ll want this back, won’t 


you?” Kitchi snatched the handgun from Bocchino before he spoke, “Sure thing. Or else that’ ll 
be another thing you’ll be paying for.” 

Arcades’ attention was caught by Kitchi’s last statement, “Another thing we’ll be paying 
for?” The black cat looked down at the black and white furred fox, ““Yeah. You didn’t think we’d 
go on this mission with you for free, did you?” Arcades did not remember the anthros ever 
mentioning there would be a payment required, “What? You guys didn’t say anything about --” 
The fox was interrupted by Kitchi, “We’re fucking mercenaries, fox. We do our job, and we get 
paid. You guys are in debt to us for this failed operation of yours.” Jason stood in silence as he 
looked at the three frustrated South African mercenaries in the room. The wolf then asked, “So, 
how much money is required?” Kitchi looked at the wolf and replied, “I’d say about three 
hundred thousand rand.” Jason did not know how much money a rand was in neither United 
States dollars nor Australian dollars, “How much is that in Australian dollars?” Bocchino 
commented as well, “Uh, how about United States dollars?” 

Arcades spoke in the middle of the brief silence, “Let’s just say that three hundred 
thousand rand is more than we have access to right now.” Kitchi looked down at the fox, “If you 
fucks can’t pay, then we’ll have to take some collateral instead.” Arcades was wondering where 
the mercenaries were taking this, ““What do you accept as collateral?” Kitchi looked at the vixen, 
who had just finished clothing herself, and said, “She looks like she would fetch a decent price. 
We could take her off your hands and you all can consider the debt paid.” Arcades could not 
believe what he was hearing, “Hold on now. Why would you ever se// an anthro that you just 
worked to rescue?” Kitchi then said, “We only came because we believed you were going to pay 
up. We’re just doing what has the best monetary benefit for us. If we need to sell her to 


reimburse ourselves, then that’s what we’ ll have to do.” 


The vixen began to plead, “Don’t let them take me!” Jason and Bocchino both looked at 
the vixen before they looked at the mercenaries. Arcades then spoke, “You guys are not going to 
take her.” Kitchi looked down at the already captive fox, “Alright, then how about we take you?” 
Arcades did not like what he was hearing either, but he felt that it would be better for him than 
the vixen. After a moment of reluctance, Arcades spoke, “F-Fine... T-Take me if you have to.” 
Jason shook his head, “No, don’t do it, Kurt.” Arcades replied to the wolf, “Jason, we don’t 
really have much of a choice here. We did not come all the way here to have all of the anthros 
from this facility lost.” Jason frowned as he remembered the mission again, “Kurt... You don’t 
have to do this.” Arcades replied again, “I am not going to leave you guys stranded out here in 
the middle of Africa. Take our rescue and get her to safety. That’s the mission.” 

Jason’s frown only grew larger, “K-Kurt... I... When would I even see you again?” 
Arcades laid his head on the ground on its side, “You shouldn’t worry about me. I promise I will 
see you again.” Jason was now considering a very drastic choice. After a moment of 
contemplation the wolf spoke, “If Kurt’s going with you guys, then take me too!” Kitchi 
displayed a look of surprise on his face; he was not expecting the wolf to offer himself as well, 
“Tn that case, you guys could consider the debt paid, then.” Arcades asked Jason for 
confirmation, “Jason, are you completely sure you want to do this?” Jason replied, “I am 
completely sure, mate. I can’t just leave you out here.” Arcades focused his attention to 
Bocchino, “Bobby, I’m gonna need you and Jim to get her out of here. Take her to a place where 
you know Omega won’t find her again.” Bocchino looked down at the fox, still in awestruck of 
what was happening, “Uh... Yeah, sure. We’ll figure it out...” 

Kohei moved over to Jason to take his HK433 from him as well as confirm that the wolf 


was not carrying any other weapons else on his person. Though the wolf was initially feeling 


uneasy at the thought of being disarmed, he came to accept the choices which he made. Kohei 
placed the rifle on the ground along with all of Arcades’ gear, and he pinned the wolf’s wrists 
behind his back. Kitchi squatted back down, and he began to untie the fox’s ankles. The room 
was completely filled with silence as Kitchi worked on untying Arcades’ ankles. Once the black- 
furred cat finished, he forced the fox to stand up. Arcades noticed that there was now a decent 
length of paracord dangling from his wrists. In fact, the paracord was long enough that a few 
inches of its length sat on the ground. Kohei guided Jason to stand next to Arcades while the cat 
kept the wolf’s wrists pinned behind his back. 

Once Jason was standing next to the fox, Kitchi moved in, and he began to tie the 
dangling length of paracord around the wolf’s wrists. Bocchino and the vixen could only stand 
and watch; they would not be able to do anything even if they wanted to do something. After all, 
Koh-Koh had just finished picking up his Vektor Mini-SS Compact from off the ground. After 
Kitchi finished binding the wolf’s hands together, the cat stepped away from the two captives 
while Kohei stood behind them. Kitchi looked down at the collective equipment of the fox and 
the wolf that was on the ground, “Alright Bobby, you can grab that stuff. Call your helicopter, 
and we’ll be on our way after these two drop off all of their stuff. Do not come and try to find us 
after you leave. We won’t let you go twice.” Bocchino silently moved over to the equipment, and 
he picked up the two weapons as well as Arcades chest rig. Once Kitchi saw that Bocchino was 
carrying the equipment, the cat spoke, “Alright. Let’s get going then. Call your helicopter.” 

Bocchino pulled out his own radio as the group began to move out, “Jim, it’s Bobby. 
We’ve got a little situation. Land in the courtyard of the compound for pickup. We’ve got one 
anthro that’s coming with us. Over.” Jim soon replied, “Roger, Bobby. Say again, what is the 


situation? Over.” Bocchino spoke into the PTT again as the group proceeded down the stairs, 


“T’'Il tell you when we get there. Just land in the courtyard. Out.” Kitchi commented, “Damn right 
you’ve got a situation.” Bocchino did not return a comment to the black-furred cat. Kitchi then 
pulled out a radio of his own, “Spectre, the mission is over. Come to the courtyard. We’ve got a 
group refusing to pay up.” The open speaker broadcasted the response, “Copy. On the move. 
Out.” 

Reaching the main exit of the facility, the group could hear the helicopter was now 
preparing to land in the courtyard of the compound. Kitchi looked at the keycard scanner before 
looking at Bocchino, “Scan the keycard.” Bocchino reached into his pocket and he scanned the 
keycard Arcades gave him before the door would unlock itself. When the door opened, Koh-Koh 
was the first to emerge, and the black cat gestured with his light machine gun for the rest of the 
anthros to exit the building. When Bocchino exited, he placed his hand on top of his forehead to 
prevent the sun from blinding him. When the cat’s eyes adjusted to the light, he could see that 
Jim had already landed the helicopter in the courtyard, and he had even started the process of 
powering down the helicopter’s engines. As the group of anthros approached the helicopter, Jim 
moved from the cockpit to the cabin. 

The human noticed that both Jason and Arcades were restrained, “What happened in 
there?” Though Jim’s question was directed towards Bocchino, Kitchi spoke instead, “You guys 
decided you weren’t going to pay for our services, so we’re taking them for collateral.” Jim’s jaw 
dropped slightly, “Pay up? Hold the fuck up now. What do you bastards think you’re doing?” 
Kitchi replied, “We’re mercenaries, remember?” Jim shook his head, “You guys never fucking 
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asked us to pay anything!” Kitchi shrugged, “Too late now. Anyways, here is your anthro that 
you wanted.” Jim looked over to the vixen, and something about her seemed somewhat familiar 


to the human pilot. The vixen, on the other hand, did not seem to recognize Jim at all. Jim then 


spoke to the mercenaries, “Where are you gonna take them two?” Kitchi looked at Jason and 
Arcades before replying, “They’re coming with us. We’ll sell them to the highest bidder, and 
then we’ll consider the debt paid.” 

Jim shook his head, “You’re no better than the Omega Foundation at that point!” Kitchi 
shrugged again, “Hey, we’re just going where the money is. Don’t follow us now. Take your 
anthro and leave, and we’|l take our anthros.”” Bocchino began to place Arcades’ equipment 
along with his weapon in the helicopter. The cat then placed Jason’s weapon inside of the cabin 
as well. Once Bocchino was empty handed yet again, he turned back to face the cats, “Well, 
what are you guys waiting for?” Kitchi looked at Arcades before speaking to the fox, “Put your 
stuff in the helicopter.” Arcades was confused; he did not have any more equipment on his 
person, “I’m not carrying anything else. That was all of my stuff.” Kitchi shook his head, “Nope. 
You’ve still got the clothes you’re wearing.” Arcades was mildly shocked, “Are you asking me 
to strip?” Kitchi replied, “I’m not asking you. I’m telling you.” Jim still couldn’t believe what he 
was hearing from the anthros, but he figured that the mercenaries would not be willing to listen 
to him. 

Kitchi began to untie the fox’s hands so that he would be able to remove his shirt. As the 
cat was in the process of freeing Arcades’ wrists, he spoke, “Don’t try anything funny.” Arcades 
acknowledged the mercenary by his silence, and he then staggered as he was shoved forwards by 
the cat holding him captive. As Arcades stood still in reluctance, the fox could see Spectre 
approaching, and the gray cat was holding her Blaser R93 rifle. Spectre spoke, “You guys taking 
the fox as collateral?” Kitchi nodded, “Yes. We’re also taking the wolf as well.” The female cat 


then asked, ““What are we going to restrain them with?” Kitchi held onto the paracord that was 


still tied around Jason’s wrists, “We’re using paracord for the time being, but we don’t have 
anything else that’s sturdier.” 

Spectre thought as she visually inspected the interior of the helicopter, “You guys 
wouldn’t happen to have anything of the like in there, do you?” Jim did not say anything, but he 
knew all about Arcades’ bag of restraints the fox used on himself. The fox pulled out the keyring 
that he had in his back pocket, and he tossed it in the cabin of the HH-60. Spectre picked up the 
keyring, and she recognized what the keys were for, “Hmm... Looks like you have the keys here. 
You don’t happen to have the actual cuffs nearby, do you?” The fox was still silent as he tossed 
his boonie hat and glasses into the cabin as well. The hat landed right on top of his tactical tool 
bag. Spectre spotted the bag, and she pushed the hat off of it before she unzipped it. After taking 
a quick look inside of the bag, Spectre knew that she had found what she was looking for, “Oh 
wow, how convenient.” The cat began to shuffle through the collection of restraints Arcades 
owned, “Seems you’ve got quite a lot in here. What do you use these for?” 

Arcades did not want to answer the question. Bocchino, Jason, and Jim were silent as 
well since they did not want to give the mercenaries any ideas. The vixen was also standing back 
as she did not want to be part of the event, either. After a brief period of silence, Arcades decided 
to surrender the information, “They’re for me...” Spectre raised an eyebrow, “Really? Here, I'll 
tell you what: Once you’re done stripping down to absolutely nothing, I’ll let you pick out which 
ones you want to wear.” It was clear to the rest of Arcades’ crew that it was not the mercenaries’ 
first time doing something like this. Jim shook his head as he retreated back into the cockpit of 
the helicopter. The human spotted a familiar Ruger Redhawk in the cockpit, and Jim 


remembered that the handgun formerly belonged to the Security Chief of Facility Five. Jim 


contemplated picking up the handgun and using it, but he knew that he would be no match 
against four armed anthros with only a handgun to defend himself with. 

The fox removed his combat shirt first, and he tossed it inside of the helicopter. With the 
fox’s white-furred chest revealed, he looked down to see that all he had left on were his 
Rhodesian Brushstroke shorts. Arcades’ hands began to sweat even more as he began to slowly 
pull his shorts down. Now, the fox was only wearing a black pair of underwear. The fox looked 
up at Spectre, and he was hoping that the cat would let him stay in his underwear at the very 
least. The cat shook her head, “Nope. That goes off as well.” Jim cursed under his breath, 
“Fucking shit... Motherfuckers... These fucking bastards...” Arcades reached down to his 
underwear, and he closed his eyes as he began to remove his last piece of clothing from his body. 
Arcades stepped out of his underwear, and he tossed it along with his shorts into the helicopter. 
The fox was now completely naked. 

Spectre displayed a malevolent smile, “That’s very good, fox. Now, I'll let you choose 
which restraints you want to wear. We’re not gonna let you take them off for a long while, so 
make sure you’re gonna be comfortable in those.” When Arcades opened his eyes again, he 
looked downwards, and he could indeed see his genitals. Arcades frowned, and he knew that 
everybody in the general vicinity was able to see him completely naked. Spectre was growing 
impatient, “Carry on now. We’d like to get moving.” Arcades began to shuffle around the 
restraints that were in his bag until he pulled out the Smith & Wesson Model 1850 transport 
restraint. The fox looked down at the leg shackles connected by a chain to the handcuffs, and he 
looked at Spectre. The cat spoke, ““You want to wear those? Put them on.” 

Kitchi voiced an objection, “He’d still be able to bring his hands in front of himself with 


those. Look how skinny he is.” Spectre then asked, “Do you have a waist chain to go with 


those?” Arcades sat the transport restraint inside of the helicopter for a brief moment, and he 
pulled out a Smith & Wesson Model 1840 waist chain that was also in his bag. Spectre nodded, 
“That’s more like it. Put it on.” Arcades grabbed the chain in the middle, and he positioned the 
Martin link so that it would be in front of himself. After getting the circumference of his waist 
with the chain, he pushed the Martin link through one of the links. Arcades noticed that he had 
quite the length of chain remaining, but the fox was not ready to secure it yet. Instead, Arcades 
cycled the action of the handcuffs that were connected to the chain before he pushed them 
through the Martin link. 

Once the handcuffs were brought through the Martin link, Arcades pushed the bow down 
until the pawl caught it in order to prevent the cuffs from falling out of the Martin link. Arcades 
then grabbed the remaining length of chain that was still dangling from where the Martin link 
passed through the chain around his waist so it would not come into contact with his genitals. 
The fox went back into his bag, and he pulled out a standard pair of Taiwanese thumbcuffs 
followed by a blue padlock. Arcades looked at the padlock, but he remembered that it required 
the handcuff key to open. The fox opened the front pocket of the Rothco tool bag, and he pulled 
out one of his many spare keys. Spectre saw the spare key, “Yeah, you’re not taking that with 
you.” Arcades stated his intentions, “I’ve gotta double-lock these if I’m going to be staying in 
them for an extended period of time.” Spectre decided to let the fox keep the key for the time 
being, “Fine. Just know that you’re not taking that key with you.” 

The fox unlocked the padlock with the key, and he threaded the shackle through the 
remaining chain before he locked the padlock with the chain directly behind him, right on top of 
his tail. The fox then started locking the shackles around his bare ankles. The fox had been so 


familiar with the Smith & Wesson shackles that he knew exactly how tight he wanted them 


around his ankles to provide him with the best comfort. When Arcades had both of the shackles 
tightened the way he wanted them, he pushed the double-lock lever upwards in order to prevent 
the shackles from tightening further. Arcades stood back up, and he felt the chains rub up against 
his genitals. As a result, the fox pushed the chains to the side away from his genitals so they 
would not collide. Arcades then placed his wrists inside of his own handcuffs, and he tightened 
them until he felt comfortable wearing them for an extended period of time. Since the handcuffs 
were linked by chain, the fox was able to easily use the key to double-lock the cuffs by pushing 
in the pins that were on the bottom of the frames. The Smith & Wesson Model 1850 was not 
consistent when the double-locking methods were considered. 

Once the fox was bound hand and foot, he picked up the Taiwanese thumbcuffs he had 
lying in the cabin, and he locked his thumbs in the cuffs. The fox then used the key and his free 
fingers to double-lock the thumbcuffs. Arcades finally put the key in the cabin, and he stepped 
away from the helicopter to indicate that he was now finished restraining himself. Spectre looked 
the fox over, “Nice. Foxes like you deserved to be naked and chained up like that anyways. 
Don’t look at me like you deserve any better.” Arcades frowned and looked downwards while he 
lightly tugged on his sturdy restraints. Spectre then looked at Jason, “Your turn, wolf. Strip.” 
Kitchi began to untie the wolf’s wrists. Once the cat finished, he tossed the paracord inside of the 
helicopter before giving Jason a shove. Jason started by removing the green hat that he was 
wearing. He placed the hat in the small pile of clothes that Arcades had left in the helicopter. 
While Jason was in the process of removing his clothing, Spectre came over and forced Arcades 
to his knees, “On your knees, fox.” Arcades had practically no choice but to comply at this point. 

While the fox was trying to get comfortable while kneeling completely naked, Jason was 


still removing what he was wearing. So far, the wolf had removed his hat, his load bearing 


equipment, and his combat shirt. The wolf then sat down in the helicopter’s cabin in order to 
remove his footwear. Once he was barefoot just like the fox, he unbuckled his belt and removed 
his pants along with his belt. Now only down to his underwear, the wolf took a long sigh before 
he removed his underwear to reveal his nakedness. Arcades was not surprised to see that Jason 
had an erection. Bocchino also noticed this, but he did not say anything aloud. From what 
Bocchino saw, he knew that Jason was still a homosexual, and he also knew that Jason was 
aroused at seeing Arcades completely naked. 

Spectre seemed to notice this earlier; she had been watching the wolf as he looked at 
Arcades while he was undressing. The gray cat developed an idea, “Alright fox. Chain him up 
exactly the way you are.” Arcades looked up at Spectre, “What?” Spectre pushed the fox 
forwards, and Arcades almost fell on his face, “I said go and chain him up exactly the way you 
are!” The fox slowly got to his feet, and he looked at the naked wolf that was standing in front of 
him with an erection. Bocchino shook his head and exhaled as he watched the situation. Arcades 
approached Jason, but he made sure to stay well clear of the wolf’s genitals. Since the fox’s 
hands were chained to his waist, he couldn’t grab things that were too far away from him. 
Arcades eventually managed to grab another long length of chain from his bag, and he pulled it 
by the Martin link it featured. The fox was struggling to figure out the best way to put the chain 
around Jason’s waist. Arcades handed the wolf the Martin link, “Hold this.” 

Jason complied with Arcades, and he held the Martin link right in front of his lower torso. 
The fox then slowly walked around the wolf while carrying the other end of the chain. Once 
Arcades was back in front of the wolf again, he made sure to be careful as to not let Jason’s 
genitals make contact with him as he threaded one of the links through the Martin link. Arcades 


was successful in doing so, and he handed Jason the chain once he finished, “Hold onto this too.” 


Jason silently complied with Arcades, and he was now holding chains in both of his hands. The 
fox returned to the bag, and he found another blue padlock he had. Arcades also picked up the 
key that was still in the cabin of the helicopter, and the fox opened the padlock. Now with an 
open padlock, Arcades moved back in front of the wolf, and he grabbed the extra length of chain. 
The fox said, “I'll take this. Keep holding onto that large link, and don’t let the smaller link fall 
off, either.” Jason listened, let go of the extra chain, and Arcades moved back behind the wolf 
again before he secured the chain to the link that was directly in front of the wolf’s tail. 

Once the fox finished, he moved back over the bag once again, and he soon returned 
carrying a set of Peerless Model 700CTC32 transport restraints. The restraints were 
fundamentally the same as the Smith & Wesson Model 1850s, but they were made by the 
Peerless Handcuff Company instead. Arcades carried the restraints back over to Jason, and he 
opened up one of the cuffs before he pulled them through the Martin link. After Arcades had the 
handcuffs threaded through the Martin link, the fox briefly looked down to see that the 
connecting chain had accumulated some of Jason’s fluids associated with reproduction since it 
had collided with the tip of his genitals. Though Arcades was exceedingly displeased with the 
sight, he knew that it would be currently pointless to comment on it given the circumstances. 
Ignoring the wolf’s throbbing erection, Arcades got down on his knees in order to lock the 
shackles around Jason’s legs. Arcades made sure to sit far enough away from the wolf to prevent 
any fluids from dripping on him. The fox spoke to the wolf, “I don’t know how tight you want 
these to be, so I’m going to use the two finger rule. Alright?” Jason did not reply. All the fox 
could hear was the wolf’s uneven breathing pattern. 

As the fox tightened the shackles around Jason’s ankles, he made sure to keep two of his 


fingers against the wolf’s ankle to make sure that he did not tighten them too much. After 


repeating the process for the second ankle, Arcades double-locked both of the shackles before 
standing back up. Once the fox was back on his feet, he opened both of the handcuffs, and he 
waited for Jason to place his hands against the frames before Arcades closed the bows. Arcades 
applied the same technique to make sure that the handcuffs were not applied too tightly around 
the wolf’s wrists. Arcades double-locked the handcuffs when he finished tightening them, and he 
remembered that he only had to apply thumbcuffs to the wolf now. Arcades returned to the bag 
one last time, and he returned with an identical pair of Tatwanese thumbcuffs. 

Arcades cycled the action of the thumbcuffs, and he grabbed Jason’s thumbs the best he 
could with his own heavily restrained hands. Since Arcades had spent many hours locked in the 
fashion he currently was in, he knew the best way he could still use his hands. After minimal 
effort from the fox, the thumbcuffs were locked around Jason’s thumbs, and Arcades used the 
key one last time to double-lock the thumbcuffs. Once the fox finished, he turned around to place 
the key back in his Rothco tool bag. He then closed the bag to indicate that he was finished. 
Spectre nodded, for she was impressed with how efficiently the fox was able to restrain Jason, 
“Very good. Now, you two come over here.” 

Jason and Arcades slowly walked to Spectre, and the cat looked at the two anthros. She 
then looked down at the genitals of Jason, and she watched as they continued to rub up against 
the connecting chain, accumulating even more reproductive fluid. The cat looked back up at the 
wolf, “Somebody’s excited.” Arcades looked back down at his own restrained body, and he 
wondered how long he was going to be staying in restraints that were designed to be temporary. 
Spectre then waved the rest of her men over, “Alright, I guess this is where we part ways. You 
two better not go and try and find these two.” Bocchino silently motioned for the vixen to board 


the helicopter while Arcades and Jason watched in silence. Spectre took out Arcades’ keyring 


again, and she examined all of the different keys the fox had on the ring. The cat then pocketed 
the keyring for herself, and she then tapped on both of the captive anthros’ shoulders, “Come on 
now. We’ve got some ground to cover.” 

Bocchino watched as Arcades and Jason slowly walked away with the four mercenaries. 
The remaining cat shook his head, “Motherfuckers...” Jim looked back at Bocchino as the cat 
boarded the helicopter, “Fucking just like Omega. Fucking sons of bitches. They’re no fucking 
different.” Bocchino slammed his fist on the side of the helicopter and shouted once the anthros 
were far enough away from him, “MOTHERFUCKER! DAMN IT! FUCK!” Jim spoke again, 
“Tt’?s a damn shame. We have to come back for them sometime.” Bocchino knew that this was a 
difficult task to accomplish, “How? They’re literally naked. We can’t track them down.” Jim 
shook his head once again, ““We’ Il figure out something.” Bocchino then remembered the whole 
reason why they went to Africa in the first place, “How are we supposed to stop Omega?” Jim 
looked at the cat, “Well, you’ve got me. That’s really about it for now.” Bocchino felt something 
in his pocket, and he pulled out the keycard that Arcades gave him, “Oh shit, I still have this. 
Kurt gave it to me.” Jim recognized the keycard, “Damn, that’s a Level 5 keycard!” Bocchino 
looked at the keycard, “Hm? What’s so special about it?” Jim replied, “That thing right there 
should open basically any Omega Foundation security door. You must make sure you hold on to 
that. That’s literally our ticket in if we reach a facility in the future.” 

Bocchino placed the keycard back in his pocket, but Jim soon noticed the collar that the 
vixen was wearing, “Oh damn, you’re in yellow tier?” Bocchino was unfamiliar with the term, 
“What’s yellow tier?” The human replied, “Omega uses a collar system to rate the anthros that 
they’ve got. Green is the best, then yellow, then orange, and finally red.” Bocchino was curious, 


“What are the colors exactly supposed to represent?” Jim then said, “I think I told you guys 


about this back at Sealand, but I'll go over it again. It’s a combination of how willing the anthro 
is to obey Omega, amongst other things...” Bocchino decided he did not want to ask anything 
further, and that was partially because he remembered the conversation from Sealand, “Alright. 
Sure... I’m about ready to get out of here now. I can’t fucking believe we lost Kurt and Jason.” 
Jim put his pilot helmet on, “Tell me about it. Hey while you’re at it, use your keycard to remove 
her collar. Omega can track it via GPS. It’s only a matter of time before they figure out that this 
facility has fallen.” 

The cat stood up from his seat, and he moved his hand to his back pocket to grab the 
keycard Arcades handed to him back in the building. Bocchino looked at the vixen, “Here, 
lemme get that collar off of you.” The vixen turned around in order to let Bocchino get a closer 
look at the collar. Jim had one other thing to say, “By the way, Omega probably tracked her 
walking out here. When they see that her collar has been removed, they’Il be sending somebody 
here to try and find her. We won’t be able to stay here for a while, so I’m gonna go ahead and 
start the engine. I have no idea where their closest facility is, but they’ll probably send somebody 
from there to come and find her.” The cat sighed, “Alright, I guess we’ll have to leave Kurt and 
Jason behind then.” Jim tried to view the anthros by looking out the window of the helicopter, 
“We'll find a way to get them back.” Bocchino was angry with himself, “Fucking... I should’ve 
killed those fuckers in there.” Jim did not witness what happened inside of the facility, “What 
happened in there?” Bocchino did not feel like answering the question, “It’s a long story. I don’t 
really want to get into it right now.” The cat aligned the keycard with the scanner on the collar 
the vixen was wearing around her neck, “Hold still...” 

Within a few moments, the vixen’s neck was now free from the collar. Bocchino tossed 


the opened collar outside of the helicopter, and the vixen watched as the collar landed on the 


ground in silence. Bocchino took a brief look outside of the helicopter, and he could see that the 
rotors were still spinning up. Jim took another look at the equipment that was piled in the cabin, 
“Where’s the XMP-1?” Bocchino looked at the equipment, and he did not see the rifle, “Shit, I 
think I left it in there.” Jim spoke as he strapped his pilot helmet on, “Go and get it. The chopper 
will be ready by the time you come back. Use the keycard Kurt gave you.” Bocchino turned to 
the vixen before disembarking from the helicopter, “Stay here. We’re almost out of this.” The cat 
hopped off of the helicopter, and he proceeded to make his way back to the facility. 

Taking the keycard out of his pocket, Bocchino swiped the keycard on the door’s scanner 
when he moved back to the building, and he was soon inside of the facility once more. The cat 
looked around the room, and he remembered the brief battle that had occurred earlier. However, 
he did not really want to think about the battle in general since he was just about ready to leave 
for good. Bocchino quickly made his way up the stairs as he did not want to keep Jim waiting, 
and he made it to the floor where he remembered that he dropped his XMP-1 on. Bocchino saw 
an XMP-1 lying on the ground next to a few deceased ISG personnel, and the cat bent over to 
pick up the rifle. Suddenly, the cat felt something grab his right leg. Turning around to view what 
had grabbed his leg, he could see an ISG member who looked mortally wounded. The human 
looked as if he was barely holding on to dear life, as he seemed to be pleading with the cat for 
mercy. Bocchino looked the human over, and he could see that the ISG member had been shot 
several times in the limbs and chest. The human was missing his combat helmet and weapon, but 
Bocchino did not have anything to say to the human. 

The cat pointed the barrel of his rifle at the human’s head, and he pulled the trigger. 
However, the rifle did not fire. Bocchino looked at the rifle’s chamber, and he could tell that it 


was already locked open. The weapon’s magazine was depleted. He dropped the magazine on the 


floor next to the human, and he pulled out another STANAG from a magazine pouch he wore on 
his equipment. Bocchino placed the magazine into the magwell, and he pulled the charging 
handle back to chamber a round. The human watched as the cat placed the barrel in front of his 
head before pulling the trigger. The human immediately went limp, and blood began to spill 
from the human’s nose and mouth. The blood was quickly accumulating on the floor and on 
Bocchino’s left boot. The cat kicked the human’s deceased remains off of his boot, and he 
witnessed the red blood soak his flat dark earth boot. 

Bocchino picked up the magazine that he had dropped before depositing it into his dump 
pouch and making his way back outside to finally leave. As the cat proceeded down the stairs, he 
noticed that he was leaving bloody boot prints, but he decided to pay no mind to the bloody 
prints covering the already bloody floor. Descending down the stairs, Bocchino was finally ready 
to leave the facility for good as the cat removed the keycard from his pocket to insert it into the 
scanner. The door opened for the last time, and the cat exited. Bocchino looked ahead, and he 
could see that the HH-60 was now ready to take off. The cat set the selector switch of the XMP-1 
to its safe setting before climbing aboard the helicopter. Right before the cat climbed aboard the 
cabin of the helicopter, he wiped as much blood as he could off of his boot. The vixen was 
already sitting down in the cabin, and Bocchino climbed aboard to place his weapon on the floor 
next to the other two rifles that the group had brought. The cat closed the helicopter door, and he 
took his seat right next to Jim. The human pilot looked towards Bocchino, but he did not say 
anything. Rather, Jim flipped down the visor on his helmet, and he gave the helicopter throttle. 
As the helicopter finally began to rise, all Bocchino had left to say was, “Let’s just get out of 


here...” 


Chapter 5 


Complications 


“Hop aboard,” Sentry 2 said as he opened the passenger door from the driver’s seat. 
Sentry 1 stowed away his weapon as he climbed aboard the CDI transport truck. As Sentry 1 
took his seat, Sentry 2 waited for him to buckle his seatbelt before he began to drive. As the flat 
dark earth KamAZ 43501 began to slowly accelerate, Sentry 1 removed his helmet from his head 
before placing it in his lap, “Are they sure they’ve searched the whole area?” Sentry 2 nodded as 
he took a left turn, “Yeah. They only found a bunch of dead anthros, though. Looks as if those 
NSS looking guys were the ones who killed them.” Sentry 1 then asked, “Did they ever figure 
out who were those guys? Are they with the NSS or what? They almost look the same.” Sentry 2 
shrugged, “There ain’t no telling. I mean, we don’t really think so right now, anyways.” Sentry 1 
looked outside of the windows and observed the wooded area, “I guess this really isn’t that bad 
of a place to hide such a facility.” 

Sentry | asked his colleague, “Any idea of what CDI plans to do with those anthros that 
we found?” Sentry 2 shook his head as he turned down another path, “Nope. All of them are 
going to CDI’s larger base in Nevada, and that’s exactly where we’re going. Then, it’s gonna be 
a matter of trying to sort everything out.” Sentry 1 looked at the other CDI vehicles that were 
travelling in the same direction, “What is CDI gonna tell people who ask about what’s going on? 
We surely can’t tell them about the anthros. Imagine how the public would react to that kind of 


event.” Sentry 2 continued to follow the other CDI vehicles on the road, ““CDI’s supposed to 


stick to the same story that they’ve been using since this whole ordeal started. It’s just a training 
operation.” 

Sentry 1 shook his head as he remembered the number of CDI trucks that came in to take 
up all of the anthros, “Are you sure people are going to believe that? Just think about the sheer 
number of resources that CDI used in the past two days.” Sentry 2 replied, “As long as there ain’t 
extra evidence floating around the internet or anything, the public shouldn’t know about this. 
CDI will hopefully have this cleared up before long.” Sentry | had an objection, “What about the 
anthros? Where are they supposed to go? Also, we don’t even know where they’re from in the 
first place.” Sentry 2 shrugged, “I dunno man, those questions ain’t for us. It’s up for the higher- 
ups to figure out all that shit. You know, right now, I’m kinda glad I’m not one of the higher-ups. 
I'd have no fucking clue of what to do with all those motherfuckers.” Sentry 1 nodded in 
agreement, “You could say that again. I definitely don’t want that to be my problem.” Sentry 2 
then remembered something else, “Oh, do you remember that terror attack that happened in 
England a few days ago?” Sentry | replied, “Yeah. They don’t know who was behind the attack 
still?” Sentry 2 shook his head, “Nope. I mean, they first thought it was the NSS. That didn’t go 
that far when they figured out that the terrorists were anthros themselves.” Sentry 1 asked, “They 
figure out a motive?” Sentry 2 replied, “Nope. Those anthro fucks even had a helicopter, so you 
know whatever group they’re with has resources.” Sentry | sighed, “Shit’s crazy.” 

“T need to speak with Alpha-Omega right now,” One said as he spoke over the phone. 
The person on the other end replied, “Sir, Alpha-Omega are still in transit from--” One cut the 
voice on the phone off, ““What part of Facility Twenty-Four was lost don’t you understand?! 
Someone fucking found out where Facility Twenty-Four is, and they killed everyone inside!” 


One considered that he did not need to say anything more, so he immediately disconnected from 


the call. One took a cigarette he had on his desk, and he lit it up before inhaling some of the 
smoke. One had no idea how he would be able to report the recent happenings to the Overseer of 
the Omega Foundation. One then noticed that his monitor lit up, and he saw that the Overseer 
was currently trying to contact him. One hesitated for a moment, but he accepted the 
communication. There was no video, but One could hear a distorted voice the Overseer used to 
disguise his identity, “Facility Eleven was infiltrated. Then Facility Five was overthrown. Now, 
Facility Twenty-Four is gone as well. Care to explain what happened?” One was not sure how to 
respond, “‘Zero, please. I can assure you that this had nothing to do with the NSS attack we 
staged.” Zero replied, “The timing lines up too well. Are you sure that nobody found any 
evidence linking the Foundation to those attacks?” One held his breath, for he did know that 
several NSS members carried information relating to the Omega Foundation. One then replied, 
“T can’t be entirely sure about that --” Zero interrupted One, “No, I want you to tell me how 
those facilities were compromised!” 

One hesitated again as he tried to figure out what to say, “Sir, the intruder at Facility 
Eleven was the same intruder who broke into Facility Five. He was able to escape both times.” 
Zero was skeptical, “Are you sure it is just this one fox?” One shook his head, though Zero was 
not able to see this, “No... Five told me that he was the owner of some private security firm. We 
killed him with the attack we staged in England. That was all before we lost Facility Five, 
though.” Zero wanted confirmation of Arcades’ death, “Has the body of said anthro been 
located?” One did not hear about such evidence being recovered, “No, sir. The building burned 
down, and it hasn’t even been officially investigated yet. We don’t have a total death toll.” Zero 


moved on to the more recent issues, “How did CDI know where Facility Five was?” 


“The fox must’ve told them where it was,” One answered the Overseer’s question. Zero 
came back with another question, “If the fox told CDI where Facility Five was, then how did that 
fox come about knowing the location of Facility Five in the first place?” One could think of a 
couple of possible sources, but he was not sure which one was the truth, “I mean, he could’ve 
seen it leaked on the deep web. There’s really no way of telling. We try to remove all of the 
evidence surrounding Omega as soon as it surfaces, but some evidence manages to stay up 
longer than others.” Zero was not entirely satisfied with the reply, “So if that fox learned where 
Facility Five was from the internet, who figured out where Facility Twenty-Four was? According 
to your report, that fox is dead.” One did not know the answer, “Sir, we don’t know. All we 
know is that the attackers were extracted by helicopter. Since the Facility Five attack, we’ve 
instructed all facilities to execute as many anthros as possible if they are compromised.” 

Zero proceeded to ask another question, “How many anthros were taken from Facility 
Twenty-Four?” One gave the answer since he did know it, “Only one. The rest were apparently 
killed by the ISG, but our tracking shows that one collar was removed right at the extraction 
point.” Zero asked more about the anthro that was rescued, “So, what was the anthro that was 
taken? What tier was that anthro in?” One replied, “The anthro that was taken was a female red 
fox in yellow-tier. We were keeping her at Facility Twenty-Four while waiting for a buyer to 
pick her up as well as a male yellow-tier red fox.” Zero asked about the financial status of the 
transfer, “Has the buyer demanded a refund?” One replied, “ISG reports that the buyer was on- 
site during the attack since he came that day to pick up the two anthros. His body was recovered 
next to the body of the male red fox.” 

Zero expressed his relief of at least one issue, “At least we get to keep the money. 


Anyways, have you spoken with Alpha-Omega yet?” One replied, “No sir. I was actually trying 


to contact them right before you called.” Zero replied, “Alright. Sure. When you do get ahold of 
them, I want you to tell them that they shall assume control of the Internal Security Group for the 
time being.” One was not sure why Zero ordered this, “Sir, may I ask why you are doing this?” 
Zero replied, “I’m meeting with the Trilateral Commission in a week, and I don’t want this 
episode to interfere with that. I’m giving Alpha-Omega control of the ISG until further notice. Is 
that clear?” One replied, “Yes, sir.” Zero thought that there was not anything to discuss further, 
“Unless you’ve got anything else to say, Ill leave you to deal with this mess. I don’t want to 
hear about losing another facility. Understand?” One acknowledged the Overseer, “Yes sir...” 
Zero was now preparing to disconnect, so he restated his last point yet again, “Good. I don’t 
want to hear about another intrusion again. Out.” As the Overseer disconnected from the call, 
One blew out more smoke from his cigarette. One shook his head as he inhaled more smoke in 
an attempt to relieve some of the stress he was feeling. 

“Hey Jim,” Bocchino spoke to the pilot since they were back in the air after refueling. 
Jim continued looking out the front window as he replied, “What’s up, Bobby?” Bocchino spoke, 
“You don’t suppose Omega knows about our involvement, right? Weren’t they mainly looking 
for Kurt?” Jim nodded, “I believe so, yeah. That’s what I heard at least. He was the one who 
broke into Facility Five and Facility Eleven.” Bocchino had another question for the human, 
“You don’t suppose that Omega had cameras in there that saw us?” Jim shook his head, “No, 
actually. Omega doesn’t use security cameras because they don’t even trust their own people 
with handling the footage. Omega is very paranoid about leaks from within facilities. Most of the 
leaks you see are done by outsiders, and they’re always fast to find and remove those leaks. 
Some leaks don’t last two minutes before being taken down. Other leaks get posted from 


multiple mirrors and hidden servers, so they get to stay up a bit longer.” 


The cat remembered that Jim used to work for Omega, “What would happen if Omega 
found out that you were helping us?” Jim’s eyebrows went up for a moment, “Yeesh. I’d be 
fucked... Let’s just say Omega has their own ways of dealing with people who leak secrets.” 
Given what the cat knew about the Foundation itself, he wasn’t quite sure if he wanted to ask 
about any specifics. Bocchino shifted the subject, “Do you think we’d be able to find them?” Jim 
remembered that they were going back to the town Fox Security used to be located in, “From 
what you told me about them, they sound like green-tier. It’s kinda a toss-up at this point. I 
dunno if we’ll be able to find them.” Bocchino remembered what Jim had to say about the way 
Omega rated their anthros, “So, green-tier means that they’re loyal to Omega or something?” Jim 
replied, “Yeah, that’s right. However, people who buy them are supposed to be able to tell them 
to do whatever they want. Green-tiered anthros are supposed to do anything. They’re almost like 
damn robots. It’s scary...” Jim paused to restate his thought before going too far off on a tangent, 
“T guess you could say that green-tier anthros are supposed to listen to whatever they’re told, 
basically.” 

Bocchino did indeed remember the two anthros he was looking for, “Alright, yeah I think 
I remember something like that happening. The thing is, Kurt kinda dismissed them before we 
left to go to England. How would they do on their own?” Jim thought for a moment while 
considering the fact that the two anthros were green-tier, “Hmmm... I’m not really sure, actually. 
Green-tier anthros are not supposed to make their own decisions, and anthros of that tier take a 
long time to be ‘trained’ by Omega. They’re also some of the most expensive anthros that 
Omega offers. Which race were they of, again?” Bocchino replied, “A coyote and a lynx. You 
took those two away from Facility Eleven, right? Before we attacked the train the next day?” Jim 


nodded, “Yeah, I did. I flew the helicopter, but I never got a look at them. The box they were 


transported in was completely covered. Omega doesn’t want their anthros to know where they 
are no matter how loyal they are to Omega themselves.” 

Bocchino knew that returning to the last known location would not guarantee to be met 
with a positive outcome, “I hope going back is not going to be a waste of a trip.” Jim assured 
Bocchino that even a negative outcome would not be the worst result, “Don’t think of it like that. 
Remember that we still have her on board, and we’re going to need to set aside some time to 
make sure that we know what we can do next after we find her a place for the time being. We’re 
down two men now.” Bocchino remembered his other two companions who were now lost, “But 
Kurt and Jason are still back in the Congo for who knows how long.” Jim reminded the cat of the 
vixen, “We should get her to safety first. It’s what Kurt would’ve wanted us to do. He can take 
care of himself. You should know that since he’s already successfully infiltrated three Omega 
facilities so far.” Bocchino sighed again, “But the problem is, he’s basically fucked. Think about 
it, we just saw him being led away with that faggot wolf while both of them were bumass naked. 
That’s not a fucking good sign.” 

Jim pushed the helmet’s visor upwards and sighed, “Bobby, I know it may look bleak, 
but we are going to come back for him eventually. We have to.” Bocchino remembered one thing 
that he did know about the fox, “Y’know, Kurt probably spends enough time locked up that he 
probably knows how to take someone on while still locked up. Whattya think?” Jim smirked 
slightly, “Welp, I guess that could be one way of looking at it. How often did you tell me he does 
that again?” Bocchino replied, “He’d do it pretty often during most weekends. I would come and 
pick stuff up from there, and I would either hear him or see him. I guess he just assumed that I 
couldn’t. I kinda pretended I didn’t see that anyways.” Jim nodded as he flew the helicopter 


through a few clouds, “Kurt’s going to be fine. We have bigger things to worry about, and he 


would want us to worry about Omega before coming back to save him.” Bocchino felt slightly 
relieved, “Well, I guess I’ll just have to trust a fox to get out alive. You know how it is when it 
comes to trusting foxes...” The human smiled, “Don’t worry, I know exactly what you’re talking 
about.” 

“Just keep moving,” Kitchi gave Jason a shove with the magazine of his Milkor BXP to 
motivate him to keep walking. Arcades briefly turned his head to look at Jason, who staggered 
forwards a bit before continuing. The fox wondered if the cats would prevent him from speaking 
to Jason, but he decided to take his chances, “We’re doing alright so far, Jason.” Kitchi chuckled, 
“Heh, I wonder if you’d still be saying that once we’re done with you two.” Arcades replied, “I 
guess we’re going to have to wait and find out, now will we?” Kitchi appeared visibly angered 
by the comment returned by the fox, but Spectre ordered the anthros to stop moving, “Knock that 
off. I’m going to have to climb up here and check our bearings.” The female cat turned around to 
face Kohei, “Make sure these two can’t get far.” Arcades looked down at his restraints before 
commenting, “I beg your pardon, but we wouldn’t be able to get far like this.” Spectre moved 
over to the fox, and she easily forced him to his knees, “Just stay there down, fox. It’s where you 
belong.” Arcades looked to his right, and he could see that Jason was now developing another 
erection from witnessing the fox as he was forced to his knees. The fox looked away from the 
wolf and impatiently spoke to the female cat, “Did you really have to get him excited by doing 
that?” Spectre disregarded the fox, and she began to walk away. Arcades sighed. 

The gray cat moved up ahead, and she began to climb up a small hill that she would be 
able to get a better vantage point from. When Spectre reached the peak of the hill, she opened up 
one of her pouches on her South African Pattern 90 webbing before pulling out a pair of tan 


binoculars. Making sure her rifle would not slide off her back, Spectre waited a moment before 


looking out from where she was currently standing. She recognized a few landmarks she had 
seen from when she was on the helicopter earlier in the day. Spectre looked through the 
binoculars, and she was determining the best route to take that would return them back to the 
shelter the unit had been staying in before meeting Arcades and Jason. Once Spectre felt that she 
knew where the group was going, she put away her binoculars before traveling back down the 
hill. “Are we on the right track?” Kohei asked the designated marksman when she drew enough 
to the group. Spectre nodded, “Yes. If we don’t take too terribly long, we should be able to arrive 
there within a couple hours.” Arcades raised his eyebrows upon hearing the last two words, but 
the fox remained silent. Jason looked down at the kneeling fox again, but this time he was trying 
to resist some more lustful thoughts. Koh-Koh tapped the wolf’s shoulder with the butt of his 
Vektor Mini-SS Compact, “What are you looking at?” Jason realized that he had been caught 
looking at Arcades, “Oh... Uh, P’ve... P’ve-- I’m just...” Arcades knew what was going on as 
well, “Jason, please. That’s enough. We’re not doing this now.” The wolf wanted to apologize to 
the fox, but he could only close his eyes and hang his head in shame. Arcades looked back, and 
he could recognize that the wolf was feeling guilty. The fox would be able to talk to Jason later. 
“We might as well get going then,” Spectre spoke again to the rest of her group. In 
response, Kitchi tapped the fox’s left thigh with his boot, “Stand up, brush off, and get moving.” 
Arcades got off of his knees, and he tried to keep his balance as he fully extended his legs to 
stand. Not even given another second extra to catch his balance, the fox was shoved by Kohei to 
get moving. Arcades staggered forwards and almost tripped yet again, but he managed to remain 
upright as he proceeded forwards. Jason began moving as well, for he knew that he would be 
given the same treatment by the cats if he was too slow to get going. As the two captives moved 


along, Arcades could hear Koh-Koh and Kitchi speak amongst themselves. “Look at him, he’s 


got to be no more than fifty-eight kilos. He’s the tallest one here, too,” Koh-Koh said. Kitchi 
replied, “Yeah, he definitely isn’t strong by any stretch of the imagination. This bitch’s got no 
business being out here.” Koh-Koh then asked his brother, “So, why do we have him all chained 
up? We both know that he can’t do shit to us even if he was completely free.” Arcades knew that 
what the cats were talking about was entirely true. Kitchi shook his head, “He’s a fucking fox, 
man. Did you forget that? They deserve to be chained up like that. They shouldn’t have freedom 
for nothing.” Arcades frowned since he internally felt that he did deserve to be deprived of his 
freedom and clothing. Koh-Koh then looked towards Jason, “I mean, I can understand why we 
have him locked up. He looks like he would be able to squish that fox easily. It wouldn’t even be 
a contest or anything.” Kitchi smiled and chuckled, “Heh, you know, I wouldn’t mind seeing him 
pummel that fox to a pulp.” Koh-Koh smiled back as he carried his Mini-SS Compact over his 
shoulders, “Too true. He’s also gay. Did you see the way he was looking at the fox? You know, 
we should put them in a room together tonight. Y’know? The fox can get started with what he’ll 
have to deal with for the rest of his life. Hell get fucked almost to death by that wolf.” Kitchi 
nodded, “Oh definitely. Look at him. He’s a black and white fox that’s patterned like a red fox. 
No doubt we’ll have him sold as soon as we get him out there.” Koh-Koh considered what his 
brother was saying, “I bet you he’ll fetch five hundred thousand rand easily. You really don’t 
encounter too many red foxes that look like that around here, and that’s for sure.” Kitchi looked 
over Arcades’ naked body, “Especially not that many who are as powerless as he is. He wouldn’t 
be able to fight to save his life. Somebody with that body would fetch a high price around here 
because most people would be able to do whatever they fuck they want to do with him.” 
Koh-Koh nodded in agreement, “Yup, it definitely wouldn’t be hard at all for an owner to 


force him into submission. Too bad he probably won’t last long out here. AIDS will definitely 


get to him sooner or later. Shit’s bad out here.” Kitchi looked to his brother, “Oh, no doubt. 
That’s for sure. You know how many anthros carry that where we’re going? You better watch 
yourself to make sure nobody cuts you or anything.” Koh-Koh felt that he did not need his 
brother’s advice, “You don’t have to worry about me. I’ll be fine.” Kitchi remembered 
something his brother said earlier, “You know, I like that idea you had earlier. We should put 
both of them in a single room in that shelter when we get there. I bet the wolf would be able to 
easily overpower him even while he’s all chained up like that.” Koh-Koh chuckled, “Hah, I’ll be 
sure to let Spectre know about that when we get there. We can bet on it if you want. How long 
do you think he’! last?” The cats continued their conversation, but Arcades was just about ready 
to stop listening to what they had to say. Arcades tried his best to ignore their conversation as the 
group proceeded forwards. 

“If we need to grab anything before we leave for Europe, then you better let me know 
now,” Jim said as he stepped out of the helicopter that was currently refueling. Bocchino looked 
at all of the equipment that was in the cabin, “I think we have everything here that we need. At 
least we have more food for us. We have one less mouth to feed when you think about it.” Jim 
shook his head, “Most of this stuff here belongs to Kurt. We can’t just leave him for dead, you 
know.” Bocchino leaned against the helicopter’s door, “Yeah... I mean -- I didn’t want to leave 
him for dead, but...” Jim continued looking at the cat, “We'll be able to get him back. We have 
to make sure we put his gear to good use. From the looks of what he has here, he looks like he 
did his research before buying all this stuff.” Bocchino examined Arcades’ equipment, “Meh, 
I’ve never really paid too much attention to it...” Jim pointed to Arcades’ Salient GRY, “That 
AR-15 looks like it’s pretty decked out. That might come in useful for us. He’s even got a sight 


and a magnifier on the top rail.” Bocchino then pointed at Arcades’ Heckler & Koch HK433, 


“How about that one? That’s the one he let Jason use back there.” Jim picked up the rifle, but he 
did not immediately recognize it, “Hmm... I really don’t quite remember a gun like this.” The 
human inspected the lower receiver in order to find a manufacturer stamp or marking. After 
seeing the weapon’s name on the receiver, Jim relayed this information to Bocchino, “Looks like 
it’s supposed to be a Heckler & Koch 433. Hmm... I guess that’s something.” Bocchino looked 
at the magazine that was seated in the rifle, “Is that mag compatible with his AR-15?” 

Jim looked at the lower receiver of the HK433, and he saw a paddle magazine release. He 
depressed the paddle, and he was able to remove the magazine from the weapon. The human 
examined the Magpul PMAG he was holding, “It looks like it should fit. How about we try it 
out?” Bocchino watched as Jim placed the HK433 back in the cabin, and he grabbed the Salient 
GRY before dropping the PMAG already seated in its magwell. The human inserted the PMAG 
from the HK 433 into the Salient GRY, and he patted the bottom of the magazine to make sure it 
was able to properly seat. Jim nodded after he saw that the magazine did not fall out of the rifle, 
“Yup. Looks like this one fits. Actually...” Jim ejected the magazine from the GRY. He then 
picked up the PMAG he had previously removed from the GRY, and he compared the two 
magazines. Jim now realized that he was holding two of the same magazine, “They’re identical.” 
Bocchino moved over to Arcades’ chest rig, and he grabbed one of the magazines in Arcades’ 
double magazine pouch. The cat noticed that all of the magazines that Arcades brought were 
Magpul PMAGs. The cat looked over to the XMP-1 he had brought with him from Facility 
Twenty-Four, and he noticed that the magazine sticking out of the weapon was indeed another 
STANAG pattern 5.56x45mm magazine. The cat inserted the magazine back into Arcades’ chest 
rig, “Looks like Kurt brought along four more of those magazines. I dunno why he brings that 


many if he doesn’t even use any of them.” Jim looked at the chest rig that Bocchino was 


carrying, “What, he didn’t fire a shot in there?” Bocchino shook his head, “‘No, he didn’t. Jason 
and I were the ones who did all the work.” 

“Didn’t you say those South African cats were mad about something else?” Jim asked 
Bocchino. The Italian-American cat replied, “They didn’t really like the fact that I was involved 
with the deaths of a few of those anthros in there.” Jim raised an eyebrow, “What? How many of 
them did you guys kill?” Bocchino shrugged, “I dunno, I was aiming for the Omega guys. Some 
of the anthros were in the way. The Omega guys used some anthros as shields while they 
executed the rest of them.” Jim shook his head, “Whatever... Too late to do anything for them 
now. At least we managed to get one of them out alive.” Bocchino looked in the helicopter, and 
he could see the vixen was trying to rest after the event which recently occurred, “She apparently 
knows Kurt from before. I dunno when he ever ran into her, but...” As the cat trailed off, Jim 
remembered that Bocchino already told him this factoid, “Yeah? What’s her name, then?” 
Bocchino shrugged, “I never asked. Kurt might know, but we can’t really ask him right now, can 
we?” Jim turned to Bocchino, “Why don’t you just ask her?” Bocchino replied, “I'll get to that 
eventually. My mind’s kinda been more on what happened earlier.” 

“Kurt would’ve wanted us to stick to the mission. You know that, right?” Jim asked. 
Bocchino frowned, “Yeah, I know. Now we have two problems: Omega and getting the little shit 
back.” Jim took a breath before replying, “I’m sure Kurt will figure a way out. We should worry 
about Omega primarily. Like I said before, Kurt would rather us worry about our mission than 
worry about him.” Bocchino picked up Arcades’ Rhodesian Brushstroke combat shirt that was 
lying in the helicopter, “That fox was always good at escaping.” The human nodded, “Yeah, they 


ain’t called s/y foxes for nothin’ now are they?” Bocchino placed the shirt back in the cabin, 


“Sure, I guess. He’ll probably be fine.” Jim knew that Bocchino was still feeling uncertain, 
“What about those people that we’re going back to get? They could be of use to us.” 

Bocchino remembered the two anthros that he and Jim were going to look for, “Yeah, 
those green-tier anthros. Why were they even at that one place anyways?” Jim did not know 
what Bocchino meant by ‘that one place’, “You mean Facility Eleven?” Bocchino did not bother 
remembering the name of the Omega facilities, “I dunno. It’s the place that they were at when 
Kurt broke into that one hotel looking place.” Jim now knew that Bocchino was talking about 
Facility Eleven, “Oh yeah. Facility Eleven is designed more as an Omega proving ground than 
anything else.” Bocchino was confused, “What do you mean by proving ground?” Jim replied, 
“Facility Eleven actually is supposed to be how anthros can voluntarily go to the Omega 
Foundation.” Bocchino was in disbelief, “Voluntarily? Are you shitting me? What type of shit is 
that?” Jim knew that Bocchino was still in disbelief, “Facility Eleven is not known to them as 
Facility Eleven. It’s designed as more of a... How do I say this? Hmm... It’s supposed to be 
more of a sexually inclined place than where most anthros would go.” Bocchino considered what 
Arcades had told him previously about the place, “Yeah? What’s up with the floors? Kurt told 
me that every floor had some sort of different theme or something to it.” Jim answered the cat’s 
question, “The way things work for that place is that the anthros that go there pay to be there. 
What they don’t know is that while they’re there, Omega is actually dumping the contents of 
their bank accounts and collecting everything that they own.” Bocchino’s eyebrows raised, “Shit, 
what the fuck?” 

Jim nodded, “Oh yeah, it’s true. Anyways, the more that the anthros pay upfront, the 
better privileges they’re treated to while at Facility Eleven for the time being. Facility Eleven 


only accepts a thousand anthros at once, and the more you pay, the higher up on the list you are, 


basically.” Bocchino asked Jim for more information, “So are there tiers or something?” Jim 
replied, “The way it works is that you pay to have a higher tier. When you have a higher tier, you 
can do anything you want to a lower tier anthro.” Bocchino considered more of what Arcades 
told him about Facility Eleven. Bocchino replied, “I guess Kurt was telling the truth. Why did 
you guys show up there?” Jim replied, “Well, we were bringing in those two green-tier anthros to 
Facility Five. Omega brought them in the first place so that they would be tested by the anthros 
staying at Facility Eleven. You could let your knowledge on Omega tell you what ‘tested’ 
means.” Bocchino swallowed his saliva, “By tested... You know what? I don’t even wanna 
know. It probably ain’t that good.” Jim nodded, “I can assure you that it isn’t any good.” 
Bocchino shifted the subject, “So, do you think Facility Eleven would be a good place to take 
down next?” Jim scratched his head before replying, “Perhaps. Mainly because Omega doesn’t 
really have many ISG units there. Facility Eleven is supposed to be all anthro, so ISG units are 
not advised to interfere with the happenings there. Otherwise, the anthros would definitely 
become suspicious if they see humans in there. When we went there with Alpha-Omega, we had 
to stay out of sight of anthros.” Bocchino asked Jim another question, “What do you guys do 
with anthros in there?” Jim replied, “Facility Eleven has a trusted anthro informant that occupies 
the highest tier in Facility Eleven. That anthro’s position cannot be changed by another anthro 
paying more money. Only Omega themselves can change the informant. What happens is that 
the informant will decide which anthro would be suitable to send to a different Omega facility.” 
Bocchino felt that he wanted to hear more, “Continue...” Jim proceeded to give more 
information, “The informant will call that anthro, or group of anthros to his room on the top 
floor. He will then prepare them for transport, and he’ll call up us to take that anthro away. The 


ISG enters via the roof. Typically, Alpha-Omega rarely shows up, but they showed up that time 


because the anthros we extracted were green-tier. Anyways, this method is done so that the 
anthros won’t get too suspicious. Security is also mostly automated with RFID collars that all of 
the anthros have to wear. That means the ISG has to do less security themselves. The informant 
can still call them up if something happens... You know, I’m pretty sure that Kurt had an 
encounter with the informant when he infiltrated Facility Eleven.” Bocchino remembered what 
Kurt said about the informant, “He told me he beat somebody up on the top floor. Is that 
supposed to be this informant guy?” Jim nodded, “I’m pretty sure that’s it. Omega might’ve 
already replaced him. That guy probably didn’t disarm Kurt when he brought him to the top 
floor. Kurt was still lucky to get away.” 

Bocchino had another question on his mind after Jim spoke of the subject briefly, “Why 
were those special ISG guys with you that night?” Jim replied, “Oh, you mean Alpha-Omega? 
Omega wanted them to personally provide security for those two green-tier anthros. Those two 
anthros were some of the best that Omega had supposedly trained. They were pretty high up, 
even for green-tier. In fact, Omega was considering making a new tier that those anthros would 
be a part of. You guys did a pretty good job of taking them.” Bocchino sighed, “Right... I can’t 
believe you Omega shits call that motherfucking torture training.” Jim shrugged, “I suppose it’s 
another one of my issues with working for the Foundation. You know, there’s a reason why I 
quit them to join you guys and your cause. I’m not a fan of the Foundation. Unfortunately, I 
didn’t have much of a choice beyond continuing my work. The pay was very decent, yes, but I 
don’t think it was really worth seeing all the shit I’ve had to witness.” 

Bocchino redirected the conversation again, “So are we going to take down Facility 
Eleven next or not?” Jim replied, “That would probably be our best bet. If we find those two 


anthros when we arrive at our destination, then we would be able to use them to help us 


somehow. They probably know more about the interior of Facility Eleven than I do.” Bocchino 
looked at the weapons that were in the helicopter, “Are we going to arm them?” Jim looked at 
the weapons as well, “I suppose we’d have to do whatever it takes. However, given what you 
guys told me happened back in the Congo, it sounds to me as if Omega is executing the anthros 
to prevent us from taking them. Especially with what happened at Facility Five, Omega wants to 
make sure that the fewest anthros get freedom by any means necessary.” Bocchino looked 
towards the ground and cursed yet again, “Fucking shit...” The cat then looked back up at the 
human, “Sounds like we’ll have to make sure we don’t waste any time then.” 

Jim crossed his arms as he propped his back up against the helicopter’s fuselage, “Yeah, 
then we’ll have another problem: What are we going to do with the anthros that we get out of 
Facility Eleven? Most of them aren’t even going to believe us, let alone join our cause.” 
Bocchino remembered an eerily similar situation when Arcades tried to share the evidence 
regarding the Foundation with CDI before the raid happened, “I know what you mean.” Jim 
looked to the sky that was getting darker, “Yeah. We’ll have to figure something out sooner than 
later. For now, let’s just park this helicopter somewhere else when we’re done refueling and 
spend the night. How about that?” Bocchino looked to the sky as well, and then he looked down 
at the hose fueling Arcades’ HH-60, “Yeah. Sounds like a plan to me.” 

Arcades and Jason both recognized the encampment that the mercenaries were taking 
them to, for it was the first place that they had investigated when they arrived at the Congo. The 
fox looked up at the sky, and he could see that it would be getting dark soon. Arcades asked 
Spectre a question, taking a risk that he would get harmed for doing so, “Are we going to stay 
the night in there?” Spectre looked back at the fox before looking away from him. The cat 


decided to ignore Arcades’ question. The fox debated asking the question again, but he felt that 


he would not be given given a response that was without physical harm. Arcades continued 
walking with Jason as the group continued towards the encampment. The fox hoped that he 
would not be forced to walk overnight, but he did not want to risk harm over voicing his 
concerns. 

After arriving at the encampment, Koh-Koh placed his arm in front of the fox’s chest to 
make him stop walking, “That’s far enough, fox.” Arcades stood in silence with Jason as Spectre 
entered the encampment first. The fox looked around his surroundings, though he knew that he 
would not be able to escape his own restraints without the keyring Spectre currently held. He 
waited for the cat to return back outside and tell them what to do next. After standing in wait for 
about five minutes, Spectre emerged from the door which she initially entered, ““You two: get in 
here, now.” Arcades immediately felt himself forced to move forwards since Kitchi was already 
pushing both captive anthros to motivate them to start walking. Jason, initially unaware that he 
was being pushed, staggered yet again, for he still had not entirely figured out the proper way to 
walk while shackled. Arcades did not stagger, but he could not help himself but feel sorry for the 
wolf. He knew that Jason did not have to get himself into this mess in the first place. 

With both of the captives now inside the encampment, Arcades watched as Spectre 
opened another door within the small building. The door led to a completely featureless room 
that had no windows or furniture. The female cat spoke, “In here you two. This is where you’re 
going to spend the night.” When Arcades and Jason neared the room, Kitchi shoved both of the 
anthros suddenly, and this caused Arcades to fall on his knees in the room while Jason staggered 
his way into the wall. Kitchi chuckled, “Heh... Enjoy your stay in there.” When the cat finished 
his comment, Kohei moved over to close the door and lock the anthros inside. Arcades looked up 


at Jason as the wolf tried to regain his balance yet again. Arcades checked on Jason since their 


captors had left them alone, “Are you feeling alright, Jason?” The wolf turned around to face 
Arcades before he leaned his bare back up against the wall while still standing. Jason frowned 
and looked downwards, “Kurt, I’m sorry.” Arcades was mildly confused, “Hm? What is there for 
you to be sorry about?” The fox shifted around in order to get as comfortable as he could get 
while still kneeling. He wanted to move his tail out of the way, but he could not grab it with his 
hands chained to his waist. Jason sniffled a bit before replying, “Kurt... I know I told you that I 
wouldn’t ---” The wolf could not finish what he was trying to say. Arcades was still not entirely 
sure what Jason was talking about, but he did not want to assume that he knew what Jason was 
trying to say. The fox decided to let the wolf know that he could wait for him to finish speaking, 
“Hey, take your time. Out with it real slow. I’m not going to rush you. We’ve got plenty of time 
in here.” Silence filled the room again, but Arcades was still willing to wait, for he wanted Jason 
to feel as comfortable as he could ever feel locked up while naked in a small room. The fox 
watched as the wolf tried to touch his face, but the waist chain also prevented him from doing 
such. 

After a longer period of silence, Jason began to speak again, but what Jason ended up 
saying wasn’t the most coherent speech ever, “I-I know that I’ve...” Arcades silently waited for 
Jason to continue, and he was still clearly giving the wolf his attention. The wolf swallowed his 
saliva and tried once again, “I’ve failed you, Kurt.” Arcades was still not sure what Jason was 
talking about, “Hm? Jason, I don’t quite know what you’re talking about.” The fox watched as 
Jason’s face still depicted a distressed expression, but he did not know what the wolf was 
referring to. Jason closed his eyes and held them shut before he started speaking, “Kurt... I-I 
didn’t mean to... G-get all...” The wolf choked up again, and Arcades waited for Jason to calm 


himself down. 


The wolf turned away from the fox since he didn’t want to face Arcades with his guilt. 
The fox decided to break the silence again, “Jason, take it easy now.” Arcades heard Jason 
sniffle again before the wolf spoke once more, “I-I know that I shouldn’t have...” The fox stayed 
silent as he waited for Jason to continue yet again. Arcades heard a couple more sniffles 
followed by even a few sobs before he heard more words, “I’m sorry Kurt. I’m sorry Kurt...” 
Arcades was not sure where Jason was going, “Sorry for what? I really don’t know what the 
issue is.” The fox watched as Jason sat his head in the corner of the wall, and he also watched as 
the wolf’s legs began to shake a bit. After listening to the weeping wolf for about another 
minute, Arcades asked, “Jason, are you sure you’re -- ” The fox was interrupted by the wolf, who 
finally said with a shaky voice, “I-I still lusted after you!” Arcades raised an eyebrow for a 
moment, for he wasn’t quite sure what Jason was referring to. However, the memory 
immediately came back to the fox, for he remembered that Jason was indeed stimulated when 
they both were initially taken captive. “Jason, I want you to look at me,” Arcades said as calmly 
as he could given the current circumstances. The wolf did not want to face the fox, and Jason 
only continued to weep. Arcades spoke again, “Please, Jason. I promise you that I’m not mad.” 
The wolf almost turned to face Arcades, but he hesitated before he could do so. The fox spoke 
furthermore, “Jason. You’re standing, and I’m kneeling. You can face me. I’m not above you in 
any sense of the imagination. Please face me.” Jason finally began to slowly turn towards his left 
until he was facing the fox. Arcades could immediately notice the tears in the wolf’s eyes which 
he had accumulated while he was not facing the fox. Arcades began to speak, “Jason. I’m not 
mad. I can promise you that. I need you to stay with me.” 

Arcades waited to see if the wolf had anything else to say, but it looked like Jason did not 


want to say anything else. The fox spoke again, “I know that you’re genuine and that you want to 


repent of that. What you need to realize is that nobody is going to be able to shut that down 
overnight. It’s barely been a week since that happened in the first place. Of course, I don’t expect 
you to be one hundred percent different in that time frame.” Arcades took a pause before 
continuing, “I mean, there’s one thing to get back up and try harder, and it’s another thing to just 
give up as soon as something comes up. Sanctification is a process and not a simple switch. I 
need you to take that into consideration. I’m not telling you that you have a free pass to do 
whatever you want; I’m telling you that all is not completely lost if you mess up occasionally. 
The important thing is that you don’t stay in that state of backsliding. Backsliding isn’t great, and 
it gets harder to get out of once you fall into it. Hmm.... I guess you could think of it like 
spiritual quicksand so to speak.” Jason only looked downwards in guilt. Arcades could tell that 
the wolf was feeling guilty, “Jason, the Lord is willing to forgive you as many times as it takes. 
As long as you don’t abuse that or fall away from the Lord, then you’ll be fine. I’Il do whatever 
you need me to do to help you get over this.” 

Kitchi finished placing his gear in a pile in one corner of the main room. The cat looked 
over to the door that led to the room Arcades and Jason were both locked in, “Damn, I thought 
that fucking fox would be screaming right about now.” Spectre looked down at Kitchi, who 
stood up from his squatting position, “The wolf is definitely going to break. We all saw how 
excited he got earlier. That bitch was literally oozing with excitement. It’s only a matter of time 
until something happens.” Kohei stepped forwards, “You don’t suppose that we could speed 
things up a bit?” Spectre shrugged, “I mean, we don’t have to instigate this. That fox is going to 
get fucked one way or another. If he doesn’t get fucked now, then it’s just going to happen when 
we sell him. You know how foxes are, right? He’ll definitely accept it when it gets to that point, 


and he’ll get used to it pretty quickly.” Koh-Koh then remembered something, “Wait, shit. Did 


we even feed them?” Spectre chuckled, “Heh, I don’t think so.” Kitchi had an idea, “You know, 
since they’re both chained up like that, the only way they can eat is if they feed it to one another. 
That wolf will definitely fuck the shit out of the fox when that happens.” Spectre smiled, “I like 
that way of thinking. Great idea.” Koh-Koh then spoke, “How about I leave one MRE in there or 
something? It wouldn’t be long at all until the wolf goes off on him.” Spectre nodded, “Yeah, 
you can go and do that. You know, we probably should’ve made the fox wear more restraints. 
That way he wouldn’t have a chance at all to resist the wolf.” Kohei still shrugged, “He can't do 
much chained up the way he is. What would you even add to him?” Spectre considered several 
options, “Well for one, we probably should’ve gagged him or something. Then, he wouldn’t 
even have a chance at pleading with the wolf. Then again, that takes out some of the fun of 
listening to a fucking fox plead for mercy.” Kitchi chuckled, “Hah! Those pieces of shit don’t 
deserve any better.” Spectre agreed, “That’s for damn sure. How much would you like to bet that 
the piece of shit probably would enjoy getting fucked by that wolf?” 

The cats in the room all vocalized their collective agreement. “Yeah? It’s what foxes do 
anyways,” Kohei said in agreement. Spectre then voiced another idea, “He probably would enjoy 
that anyways. I wish we had one of those cock cages for him. You know what I’m talking about? 
Then, he wouldn’t be able to enjoy it at all. It would also add insult to injury for that fucking fox. 
He would feel fucking humiliated! You know that’s what they deserve.” Kitchi smiled, “You 
come up with some pretty fucking crazy shit, Spectre.” Spectre smiled back, “Id like for this fox 
to be as broken and humiliated as possible. I wish we had more foxes we could do this with.” 
Koh-Koh shrugged, “They’re not too common around these parts.” Spectre shrugged, “Perhaps. 
How about you get that MRE ready for them. Then all we have to do is just wait for him to get 


fucked.” 


“Come on Bobby, don’t be late now!” Dillon said as he ran forwards. Bocchino was 
slightly slower than the young fox, but he ran faster to keep up with his friend. The young fox 
took a right at a sidewalk, and he looked back to see how far the young cat was behind. Bocchino 
shouted as he tried to speed himself up, “Hey! Slow down, I can’t keep up with you!” After 
several more meters, Dillon finally began to slow down so that the young cat could catch up to 
him. Dillion chuckled, “Hah, I left you in the dust.” Bocchino was exhausted by the brief sprint, 
and the cold winter air made it hard for the young cat to catch his breath. Dillon looked to 
Bocchino, “Hey Bobby, are you going to ever meet me in the future?” Bocchino knew that the 
young fox was moving away soon, “I really hope so. We’ve known each other for like 3 years 
now?” Dillon nodded, “Yup! I’m leaving for Ohio today. My dad is going to pick me up in like 
an hour.” 

Bocchino then remembered what he brought to show the young fox, “Hey, remember 
how I told you that my dad was in the Army?” Dillon nodded, “Yeah, you told me how he was in 
that one operation. Whatever it was called.” Bocchino reminded the young fox of the mission, 
“Operation Urgent Fury. He was in the Army in the 80s and 90s.” The young cat removed a 
shiny watch from his winter coat, “Check this out. This was the watch that he had when he was 
in Grenada!” Dillion smiled upon seeing the watch since he saw value in the shininess of the 
watch, “Cool. Lemme see it!” Bocchino was hesitant at first, “This watch is very important to 
my dad. Don’t break it!” Dillion looked at the young cat, “What? You still don’t trust me? Is it 
because I’m a fox?” Bocchino shook his head, “No, no, no. I just don’t want the watch to get 
broken.” Dillion looked around before saying, “How would it get broken? There’s nobody 
around here to smash it.” Bocchino looked around as well, and he was indeed alone with the 


young fox. Bocchino considered letting Dillon have the watch for another moment, “Alright. 


Here, I'll let you see it.” Bocchino held out his hand, and he waited for Dillon to grab the watch. 
However, Dillon snatched the watch out of the young cat’s hand, and he shoved Bocchino to the 
ground. Bocchino fell to the ground, and he quickly worked to scramble to his feet to retrieve the 
watch. The young fox pushed Bocchino as he was trying to stand back up, and the young cat fell 
to the ground once more. Dillon chuckled, “Hah! You actually trusted a fox. Idiot.” Bocchino 
watched as Dillon quickly turned around to sprint away with his new ill-gotten gains. Bocchino 
was too slow to pursue the young fox, so he resorted to yelling at him, “Fuck you Dillon! You 
fucking piece of shit! You fucking foxes really are all just thieves!” Dillon continued to run 
away, and the young fox did not respond to the cat. Bocchino continued to yell, “I’d kill every 
last one of you shits!” 

The environment soon began to fade into black. Bocchino now found that he was no 
longer a young cat. The adult cat got to his feet, and he looked around in the black void. The cat 
then looked down at what he was wearing, and he was now wearing a ranger green tactical 
combat uniform without any accompanying equipment. Bocchino began to walk forwards, but he 
seemed to forget about what had just happened mere moments ago. Bocchino realized that the 
preceding event had actually occurred in reality many years ago, but he disregarded the matter. 
The cat continued forwards, and he could faintly see something in the distance. Bocchino 
continued to move forwards, and the image that he was focusing on was becoming closer. Now 
with a clear view of the image, Bocchino could see Arcades standing on a single platform. The 
platform was raised several feet off the ground, and Bocchino noticed that Arcades was wearing 
a noose around his neck. The noose continued upwards, but the cat could not see anything that it 
was attached to. There were small steps that led up to the platform, and there was also a trapdoor 


that Arcades was standing on. Surrounding the platform were many ISG and CDI operatives 


wearing their respective equipment and carrying their respective weaponry. Each operative 
appeared to be a human wearing a balaclava and a combat helmet. All of the humans were 
yelling at the fox with one of Bocchino’s quotes, “I’d kill every last one of you shits!” Bocchino 
realized that all of the humans were speaking with his voice. The cat took a closer look at 
Arcades. The fox was wearing his UF PRO Striker XT Multicam combat uniform. Though 
Arcades was not restrained at all, he did not seem to be resisting his impending execution. 

Bocchino felt his right pocket, and he felt something inside of it. The cat reached inside 
his pocket, and he removed a Vektor SP1 handgun. The cat inspected the handgun, but he did not 
bother to check and see if the weapon was loaded. Bocchino aimed his weapon at one of the CDI 
members surrounding the platform, and he took a shot. Nothing appeared to exit the handgun, 
but the weapon cycled as if it was firing. Not even an empty casing was ejected from the SP1. 
All of the CDI and ISG operatives immediately turned around, and they all raised their weapons 
at the cat. Suddenly, the platform appeared to suddenly scoot backwards away from where it was 
currently positioned, and several of the masked operatives scooted backwards with the platform 
without even moving their bodies. 

Bocchino began to run forwards in pursuit, but he found that he seemed to be gaining no 
ground despite the fact all of the operatives were seemingly standing completely still. All of the 
humans were aiming their weapons at the cat, but they did not even begin to fire. Bocchino 
continued moving further, but he was still at a standstill. The cat then heard a voice that did not 
seem to have a source, “Join us. Do the world a favor. Kill Kurt.” Bocchino shouted as he began 
to open fire with his ineffective handgun, “Fuck you!” Though the weapon created a large 
muzzle flash followed by the slide cycling from firing, nothing exited the barrel of the handgun. 


After realizing that he was not getting anywhere, Bocchino slowed to a stop. The cat looked 


down at his weapon again, and it had somehow changed into a Glock 18C. However, the Glock 
was fitted with an EOTech sight that was not even compatible with the handgun. The Glock’s 
barrel began to grow outwards, and a Magpul MVG MOE foregrip extended from where the 
handgun’s serial number would normally be. 

The cat gripped the elongated handgun by the foregrip, and he looked down at the 
weapon again to see that it now featured a BCM stock that was attached to a buffer tube that was 
seemingly fitted to the rear plate of the Glock’s side. Bocchino did not even care that his weapon 
could not possibly function in reality, but he shouldered the weapon and began to fire at the 
humans from a standing position. This time, several of the humans collapsed and appeared to 
shatter from the fired handgun rounds. The rest of the humans began to return fire, but they 
seemed to be unable to shoot the cat. Bocchino was standing completely still, and all of the 
humans that were trying to attack him were missing entirely. The cat looked at his weapon again, 
and this time it had morphed into Arcades’ Salient Arms GRY with the fire selector set to safe. 

Bocchino looked down at the EXPS3 attached to the rifle, and he began to fire at the 
humans with the weapon still set to safe. The humans that he fired at collapsed and shattered into 
shards of glass. The weapons that they were carrying dematerialized as well, and the glass they 
transformed into quickly began to ascend upwards into the void. Now that nobody was around, 
Bocchino began to run forwards again as he tried to catch up with Arcades. As the cat continued 
to run forwards, he heard his own voice as a child again, “You fucking foxes really are all just 
thieves!” Bocchino shook his head as he continued to run forwards. As he continued to proceed, 
the cat could see a few CDI and ISG members were running against him. The humans began to 
fire at the cat again, and Bocchino had no place to move to cover. As the cat raised his weapon to 


return fire, it had now changed into a Beretta ARX-160. The weapon was fitted with an inverted 


USFA ZiP .22 on the top rail, and this additional handgun completely prevented Bocchino from 
aiming down the sights of the weapon. When the cat pulled the trigger of the ARX-160, both the 
ZiP .22 and the main rifle fired simultaneously. The humans appeared to fall down from the 
incoming fire, but they all began to stand up. Bocchino fired at the humans as they were trying to 
stand up, but they now seemed to be invulnerable to the cat’s firearms. Bocchino then watched as 
the STANAG in his ARX-160 fell to the ground, but the weapon continued to fire even without 
any ammunition. Bocchino looked up at the humans that he was firing from the hip at, and all of 
them except for one ISG member shattered into glass. 

Bocchino’s weapon finally stopped firing, and he looked down at it again to find that it 
had now changed into an IWI Carmel. The Israeli weapon lacked a stock and sights. The weapon 
also lacked a magazine. Bocchino raised the weapon to shoot the remaining ISG operative, but 
the weapon did not fire. The cat continued to pull the trigger harder, but nothing was exiting the 
barrel of the weapon. The ISG member that was standing in front of the cat was not even aiming 
his XMP-1 at the cat. The human began to calmly walk towards the cat that was actively in the 
process of trying to kill him. When the human reached the cat, Bocchino swung his weapon to 
strike the human, but the human brushed off the attack as if nothing hit him. The human, now 
standing directly in front of the cat, began to speak, “You said it yourself. You know that they 
don’t deserve any better. Why continue to keep fighting? Kill him already.” Bocchino swung his 
weapon again, and the human’s head shattered into glass. His entire body and his weapon 
followed suit, and the glass was now littered on the blank floor. Bocchino looked down at the 
glass, and he was prepared to step over it, but the glass seemed to disappear leaving no trace 
behind as to where it had gone to. Bocchino checked his weapon once more, and it was now a 


Remington ACR with a strangely elongated barrel and an oversized drum magazine. The cat 


proceeded forwards again, and he found that the environment was beginning to shift again. As 
Bocchino continued, he looked at the sky, which was now forming, and he looked as the ground 
started changing as well. When the cat blinked, the entire surroundings were now different. 
Bocchino was in Berlin again. The cat looked around at the deserted buildings and streets, and he 
raised his weapon again. Bocchino was now holding an Ingram MAC-11 that was morphed 
inside of a Heckler & Koch G41 receiver. 

Suddenly, multiple Omega ISG members emerged from out of nowhere, and they began 
to fire upon the cat. Bocchino returned fire once more as he instinctively ran for cover. The cat 
slid to cover, and he began firing at the ISG members who all seemed to slowly walk forwards. 
Though the cat was sitting behind one area, none of the humans were still able to kill him. The 
cat heard a loud noise, and he looked upwards to view the source of the sound. A CDI Mil Mi- 
28NM was flying overhead, and the helicopter was firing its autocannon at the ISG members. 
After a few of the ISG members exploded into shards of glass, the helicopter immediately began 
a sharp nosedive towards the ground. Before the helicopter could hit the ground, a Kamov KA- 
52 bearing a CDI livery collided directly into the Havoc. Both helicopters crumbled up into a 
fiery explosion, and all of the helicopter pieces passed through the ground before the ground 
collapsed into darkness. 

The rest of the ISG operatives who were not killed during the crash were sucked into the 
void, and Bocchino left his morphing weapon behind as he began sprinting in the opposite 
direction. The ground collapsed again, and Bocchino looked upward to witness the sky becoming 
black again. Bocchino blinked again, and he was laying on the ground. As the cat worked to get 
to his feet, he noticed that he was completely unarmed. However, he was still wearing his ranger 


green combat uniform which he wore earlier. The cat turned around after he stood up, and he 


could see Arcades standing on the trapdoor again. This time, there were no signs of people 
surrounding the platform. Bocchino looked up at the fox, but Arcades was not looking back at 
the cat. Bocchino began to ascend the wooden steps that led up to the platform, and he was 
keeping his eyes on Arcades the entire time. When the cat approached the top of the platform, he 
looked directly at Arcades. The fox spoke with the rope still around his neck, “It’s too late. It 
was already too late when you abandoned me. There’s nothing you can do for me. It’s time for 
you to let me die already. It’s what foxes like me deserve. You’ve said it yourself.” 

Bocchino began to breathe faster, “No, Kurt. I can still get you out of here. It’s not too 
late!” The cat went to reach for the noose, but the trapdoor suddenly opened. Arcades fell right 
through the platform, and he was suddenly decapitated. The fox’s lifeless body fell to the ground, 
but his head was still attached to the rope directly in view in front of the cat. Bocchino shouted 
when he realized that Arcades had died, “KURT! FUCK!” The cat looked at the fox’s head, still 
gushing blood from out the bottom of his neck, and he looked down through the trapdoor to see 
the headless corpse of Arcades. Bocchino looked back up at the head, and the platform began to 
crumble. The cat leaped from the collapsing platform, and he easily landed on his feet without 
any trouble. When Bocchino looked up, he was met with numerous ISG members all silently 
holding their XMP-1s at Bocchino. The humans collectively spoke aloud, “He deserved no 
better. Neither do you.” Bocchino took one step back, and he heard a loud hail of gunfire that 
erupted from the numerous XMP-1s that were aimed directly at him. 

Bocchino gasped as he awoke. The cat looked around the helicopter, and he could see 
that the other two occupants of the vehicle were still asleep. The cat shook his head violently to 
make sure that he was actually awake this time. Bocchino sighed in relief as he realized that what 


happened was merely a dream. The cat reviewed the events in his mind before he started to 


forget too much of his dream, and he could not get what Arcades told him out of his head. 
Bocchino reviewed the fox’s phrase again, “It’s too late. It was already too late when you 
abandoned me. There’s nothing you can do for me. It’s time for you to let me die already. It’s 
what foxes like me deserve. You said it yourself.”’ The cat shook his head again as he started to 
expel the thoughts from his head. Bocchino looked down at his clothing, and he was still wearing 
a ranger green combat uniform. Though he thought that he was still dreaming at first, Bocchino 
remembered that he brought the clothes with him when he got to Africa. He then looked at the 
cabin of the helicopter, and he could see that all of Arcades’ equipment was still where he had 
left it. The cat focused on the Salient Arms GRY that was on top of the pile, and he blinked to 
make sure that the rifle did not change into something else. The rifle remained exactly the same 
when Bocchino opened his eyes again. 

The cat sat back and tried to relax. He knew that the events which took place did not 
actually occur. However, he still did not know the current status of Arcades and Jason. The cat 
knew that he would have no way of finding the two, but he regretted leaving them back in the 
Congo. Bocchino shook his head again, but this time he shook his head in regret. He knew that 
he would have been able to easily take down the four mercenaries that ended up taking Jason and 
Arcades away. He also knew that it would be a lot harder for him to complete the mission now 
that there were only two people remaining in the group. Though he knew that he would be 
returning to find the two anthros that he had helped rescue from the train, he was not sure if they 
would be able to provide decent enough help. After all, Omega had numerous facilities combined 
with a budget that was great enough to support all of these facilities. The cat was not sure what to 


think anymore. 


Arcades’ ears perked up as he heard the door open behind him. Since Jason was standing 
up, he was able to watch as the door opened. Koh-Koh briefly peeked inside before he tossed the 
MRE on the ground right next to the two captives. The cat then closed the door, left the room, 
and returned to the rest of his allies. Jason looked down at the MRE, but he did not say anything. 
Arcades shuffled to his right to view what Koh-Koh had dropped off. The fox spoke when he 
realized what he was looking at, “Hmm... I guess they do plan on feeding us. Except...” Arcades 
looked down at the restraints that he was wearing before continuing, “Though with our hands 
chained to our waists, I guess we won’t be able to feed ourselves.” Arcades had a good idea of 
what the mercenaries wanted to happen, but he knew that Jason would be the difference 
preventing their plan’s expected outcome. 

The fox looked up at the wolf, “Jason, how about we feed each other? I’m pretty sure 
there is enough in there for the both of us. It looks like it’s large enough.” The wolf remained 
silent for a moment, but he finally spoke after a while, “Alright Kurt.” Arcades could tell that 
Jason was also hesitant, “Hey, how about I feed you first? I’ve been the one kneeling this entire 
time while you’ve been standing. How about you get as comfortable as you can, and I'll give you 
what they’re giving us?” Arcades stood up with relative ease, and he watched as Jason sat down 
on the floor a couple feet away from the wall and tried to find a comfortable position to sit in. 
The fox approached the wall, and he looked at it, “Hey Jason, you could use the wall to prop 
yourself up. Maybe you’d be more comfortable like that?” The wolf looked at the wall that 
Arcades was mentioning, and he scooted himself backwards until his back came into contact 
with the wall. When he sat against the wall, his gray tail was inclined to move to the side so that 


it would still have a place to go. 


“There we go. How’s that?” Arcades asked the wolf. Jason replied, “I'll be alright...” 
Arcades nodded as he got down on his knees next to the bag on the ground. The fox said, “I'll 
see what they’ve got in here. Just relax, alright?” Though Arcades’ wrists and thumbs were 
bound together with devices composed of carbon steel, the fox did not have too much difficulty 
handling the task of opening the bag. Jason watched as the fox performed this action, “You make 
it look easy Kurt.” Arcades was not sure what Jason was speaking about, “Hmm? I make what 
look easy?” Jason tried to point at Arcades’ hands, but he was unable to extend his arms outward 
enough to properly point. The wolf grunted briefly, ““You can still use your thumbs even though 
they’re locked together.” Arcades looked down at his restrained hands, “Oh, yeah. I mean — I 
guess that’s what happens when you’re in these things as often as I have been. They really don’t 
hinder me that much. Not anymore, at least.” Jason watched as Arcades was now able to open 
the bag and examine its enclosed contents. The wolf had another question for the fox, “Kurt. Are 
they wrong for keeping us like this?” Arcades paused for a moment and looked up at the wolf, 
“Well, here’s the thing. If they told us that they required payment before the mission, and we still 
used their services anyways, knowing that we can’t afford it, then they’d have every right to keep 
us like this.” Jason frowned, “Really? Naked and everything?” Arcades sat back on his knees 
before replying, “Well, yeah. There’s technically nothing wrong with them keeping us like that. 
The thing is that it’s obviously very humiliating. Most people respect their captives enough to 
not force them to stay completely naked. I don’t think they really respect us.” 

Jason looked down at the floor and shook his head, “Kurt... They want me to rape you. 
Did you hear them?” Arcades closed his eyes before replying, “Yes, Jason. It’s very unfortunate. 
It goes to show you that anthros can be just as bad as the people working for the Omega 


Foundation. We shouldn’t give them what they want.” Jason nodded, “S’trewth, you’re right. 


Yeah. Don’t worry Kurt, I wouldn’t do that to you.” Arcades had no choice but to trust the wolf, 
“T’m glad that you won’t. I wouldn’t have any way to stop you, either. Just look at me.” Jason 
looked up at the fox before looking around the room again. The wolf then asked, “Did situations 
like this ever happen in the Bible?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, they did, actually. Isaiah 20 talks 
about a fairly similar event occurring.” Jason closed his eyes again, “Why did this happen back 
then?” Arcades answered the wolf, “Well, I believe the King of Assyria at the time wanted to 
shame the Egyptian and Ethiopian prisoners. Kinda a similar situation here.” 

Jason then asked the fox, “Was the King of Assyria right in doing that?” Arcades paused 
for a moment before he replied, “I wouldn’t say so. Here’s the thing about shame: Though we 
might feel shame from time to time, it should be used for us to lead to a conviction. It’s kind of a 
similar thing to guilt. Shame and guilt should not be forced upon a person by somebody else. 
After all, why should that person be able to shame or guilt somebody? We all fall short of the 
Glory of God in some way. They have no right to force us to feel shame or guilt when they are 
definitely guilty of something themselves. We shall all give an account to the Lord on the Day of 
Judgement. If we currently have any guilt or shame, then it is up to us to work that out with the 
Lord while we still have grace. After all, grace is no license to sin. Grace is the time that the 
Lord has given us to repent and trust in Jesus for the remission and forgiveness of sin.” The wolf 
took in the information the fox had given him, “Okay, mate. I’ll keep all of that in mind.” 
Arcades smiled, “Just make sure that you have faith in the Lord. He’ll get us out of this situation. 
I promise you that the Lord will not allow us to be auctioned off in the middle of Africa. Have 
faith in the Lord and trust in Him. He wil/ see us out of here.” Arcades then looked back at the 
MRE bag that was on the floor, “Here, I’ll get you some of this. You must be hungry, now aren’t 


you?” Jason did not give a reply; the wolf was becoming lost in his own thoughts and with the 


words Arcades had spoken to him. As the fox removed a piece of food from the bag, he looked 
over to Jason, “I’ve got a question for you, now.” Jason seemed to have not heard the fox’s last 
statement. The fox stood up holding the food, “Hm? Jason?” The wolf blinked twice before 
looking up at Arcades, “Oh. What did you say, Kurt?” The fox decided to just ask his question, 
“Why did you volunteer to be taken captive with me anyways?” Jason frowned, and a couple 
tears began to form in his eyes. The wolf said, “Because I want to always be with you.” 

Arcades smiled, “Oh, Jason. You know that you didn’t have to do this. You know what? 
You repent of your sins and trust in Jesus, then He’ll let you into paradise. You would be able to 
stay with me forever there. You would be living in a world that’s completely perfect in every 
way. There would be no sin, and nothing that would exist as a result of sin.” Jason then looked at 
the restraints that the fox was wearing, “You wouldn’t be able to take those with you. Would 
you?” The fox looked down to see what the wolf was referring to, and Arcades realized what 
Jason was talking about, “No, I wouldn’t. These exist as a result of sin. Much like many more 
items. I don’t need these. I’d be completely alright if they didn’t exist.” Jason sighed, ““Why do 
people insist that foxes be locked up like that?” Arcades replied after a slight sigh, “Because 
some people don’t believe that salvation is available to everybody. It kinda just has to be another 
thing that I have to deal with, though... You know that I really don’t mind being locked up 
anyways.” Jason frowned, “Why let them do that to you, Kurt?” Arcades leaned forwards as he 
tried to let Jason eat the food that he was holding, “Here, eat this first.” The wolf opened his 
mouth, and he allowed the fox to feed him. As the wolf ate the food that Arcades gave him, the 
fox began to speak, “The question shouldn’t be if I deserve it or not. I deserve worse than to be 
simply restrained. In fact, practically all sapient beings deserve death for our sins. What we have 


to remember is that God loves us enough that He provides us with the Savior. God doesn’t want 


us to perish, so He allows us a legal way to be forgiven without us shedding our own blood. The 
imputed righteousness of Christ allows for us to be forgiven without us dying for our own sins. 
That only works if we’ve already repented of our sins. If we are still actively living a sinful 
lifestyle, then God cannot legally forgive that.” 

Jason finished the food that Arcades fed him, and he felt that his question was not 
answered, “I’m not asking about that. Kurt, I want to know why do you let people restrain you?” 
Arcades frowned before he replied, “Do I look like I have any say in the matter?” Jason did not 
quite understand what Arcades was trying to say, “What do you mean by that, Kurt?” The fox 
replied while he grabbed some more food out of the bag for Jason, “Look at my body. Even if I 
wasn’t locked up in steel, I wouldn’t be able to resist at all. I’m basically a roll of wet paper 
towels against those guys. I don’t really have much of a choice at that point.” Jason frowned as 
well, “Why do you let me restrain you?” Arcades did not continue speaking until he gave Jason 
some more food. Once the wolf began to eat the food that Arcades gave to him, the fox began to 
speak, “Because I really don’t see anything to it. You enjoy it, right?” The wolf nodded his head. 

Arcades continued, “Then I really don’t see anything to it. I mean, it’s not sinful if it’s 
not sexual or anything like that. And hey, I guess it’s a good way for me to show to you that I’m 
not dangerous.” Jason finished the food he was eating, “I guess so.” Arcades shrugged, “I guess 
that’s really all there is to it beyond that. It’s not even important. Why make so much of a big 
deal out of something like that? We have bigger problems to worry about.” Jason looked down at 
the floor, “I’m sorry, Kurt.” The fox shook his head and he looked down at his restraints, “No, 
no. I’m not saying you’re in the wrong by asking me that. It’s just that I’m trying to tell you that 
this whole deal with me and these things ain’t really that big. It’s just something that I do. I know 


that most people who do... well, similar things, tend to treat it as a sexual thing. I don’t do it like 


that. I don’t do what they do.” Jason nodded, “Alright, Kurt. How about we talk about something 
else?” The fox nodded in agreement and prepared to stand up in order to return to the bag, 
“Yeah, I think that’d probably be the best thing to do at this point.” Arcades took a pause before 
asking the wolf, “Do you want any more food?” 

Jason looked up at the standing fox, “How about I feed you now? You’ve served me 
enough for now.” Arcades asked, “Are you sure, Jason?” The wolf nodded as he used the back 
wall to help him stand up, “Yeah. How about you sit down and let me feed you?” The fox placed 
his back against the wall, and he made sure that his tail was out of the way before he sat down. 
When the fox did sit down, he shuffled about until he was in a more comfortable position. 
Arcades watched as the wolf moved over to the bag, and he removed some food from the bag. 
Jason returned to the fox, and he fed the fox some of the food. Arcades looked down at his 
restraints when the wolf moved back to the bag, “I don’t think I’Il be putting these back on for a 
little while once we’re out of this mess.” Jason asked the fox, “Why’s that, mate?” Arcades 
replied, “Well, these aren’t designed to be worn for such a long time. When I put them on 
myself, I don’t really spend too much time in them at once.” 

Jason then said, “Well, when you’re the one with the key, don’t you choose how long you 
want to stay in them?” The fox nodded, “Yeah, except that I think I would’ve been ready to get 
out a few hours ago. Too bad I don’t have the key here. Otherwise, we’d probably be out of 
here.” Jason looked at the door and back to Arcades, “Do you think you would be able to get the 
key?” The fox looked at the door as well, but it lacked a window, “I believe Spectre has it. We 
could perhaps get it.” Jason then made a different suggestion, “Don’t you know how to lockpick? 
Could you do that?” The fox replied, “Well , the problem with that is that I would need 


something to pick the lock with. Also, since all of these are double-locked, it would be harder for 


me to do that. Of course, I would eventually get it, but I would not be able to get out on a whim 
without the keys. I think that getting the keys would be our best option.” Jason returned to the 
fox with some more food, and he let the fox eat while he talked with Arcades, “How would we 
be able to grab the keys though? Our movement is pretty limited. Also, they’re armed.” Arcades 
knew that escape would prove to be very dangerous. He spoke after he finished eating, “I 
know... Look, we’ll figure something out. We still have time as of now.” 

Jason then asked the fox, “What about after we do escape? Where do we go? We have 
absolutely nothing on us, and we have no way to contact anybody.” The fox sighed, for he knew 
that these further conditions would complicate their escape, “I guess we’ll have to cross that 
bridge when we get there. We need to mainly worry about making sure that we can escape in the 
first place.” Jason fed the last of the food to Arcades, “Well, Kurt if you come up with a plan, 
then make sure you let me know about it. I’ll do whatever I can to help you out with it.” The fox 
finished eating and nodded, “Yeah, thanks Jason. We gotta make sure that they don’t know that 
we’re planning the escape. Otherwise... Well, who knows what they would do to us?” The wolf 
sat down next to the fox, “I know... You know Kurt, I don’t really think they wanted to help us 
in the first place.” The fox sighed, “Yeah, that’s probably what happened. Y’know, I wonder if 
they work for Omega. What do you think?” Jason shook his head, “I don’t see that happening. 
They would’ve taken us to them directly. Also, why would they attack their own people?” 
Arcades reminded Jason of what happened in the facility, “Well, Omega did start killing the 
anthros that they had in there. I wouldn’t really be too surprised, but I see what you’re talking 
about. They would’ve taken us straight to them, and we’d be at a greater disadvantage. I don’t 


know where they plan on taking us, though.” 


Jason looked to his right to see the fox, “Do you think we’ll be alright?” Arcades gave a 
confident nod, “Yeah. We’ll be alright. We just need to stick together, and we’ll be out of this in 
no time.” Jason looked around the room to see if there was something that was of use. The only 
thing in the room was an empty bag, and the wolf knew that this item would not be useful in the 
current situation. Jason had another question for the fox, “Are you going to try and take these 
back home with you? I know that you do own these.” Arcades knew that the wolf was referring 
to the restraints, “Probably not. I don’t really care though. I’d just buy them again.” Jason was 
curious, “How much is that going to cost you?” The fox considered the cost in his head, “Well, 
the Smith & Wesson ones that I’m wearing cost about $100. The waist chain costs about $30... 
The ones you have are basically the same, but by a different company. I’d say in total, this is 
about a $270 loss for me. Oh well. I probably won’t be too eager to get back into these anytime 
soon.” The wolf sat in silence as he thought about everything that had happened. After a long 
moment of silence, the fox made a suggestion, “How about we try and get some rest? I don’t 
know when they’re going to want us to get moving, so we better make sure we don’t start tired 
tomorrow. Everything is practically against us.” The wolf asked, “Kurt, how are we going to 
sleep in here?” Arcades looked at the floor, “Probably on the floor. I know it’s not going to be 
comfortable, especially wearing all of this, but we have to make the best of what we have.” 

The wolf tried to scoot away from the wall, and he eventually was able to lie completely 
flat on the floor after he made sure that he was not lying on his tail, “I suppose this’ ll have to 
work for tonight...”” Arcades began to scoot himself forwards away from the wall as well, and he 
did speak to Jason as he scooted, “I’m sorry it’s not comfortable, but I really don’t have a way to 
make it any better. I really wish those mercenaries cared more about us.” Arcades began to 


slowly lie down, and Jason commented on the fox’s last sentence, “I guess some anthros just 


don’t care for other anthros.” Arcades finally was lying down on the floor, “Yeah, but that’s 
always happened. Just like with humans, anthros don’t always get along with each other. 
Humans don’t get along with each other either. Nothing new...” The fox could feel the 
discomfort that the restraints were causing, “I don’t like how people are forced to wear these.” 
Jason looked to his right briefly, “No? You wear them all the time, though.” Arcades replied, 
“Yeah, well that’s different. I only wear them when I want to be in them. I don’t think that 
people should be forced to wear them if they don’t want to.” Jason was not entirely sure if he 
understood what Arcades was talking about, but he decided against asking anything further for 
now. The fox took the silence as an opportunity to speak again, “How about we just try and sleep 
now?” Jason acknowledged the fox, “Mmmhmm...” Both anthros closed their eyes, and they 


tried to get some sleep. 


Chapter 6 


Assault 


“Yeah, bring her up here. I want to inspect her personally,” Nine spoke with an ISG 
member standing in his office. The ISG member replied, questioning the intentions of the site 
director, “OF-3812? She’s only an orange tier anthro.” Nine confirmed his intentions, “Yes. 
That’s right. Bring her up here. Make sure she’s...” Nine took a pause in order to figure out the 
best way to word his request. He continued once he figured out what he wanted to say, 
“Adequately restrained, too.” The ISG member acknowledged the Site Director’s request, “Yes, 
sir. We’ll bring her up to you.” Nine dismissed the ISG member, “Alright. Go and get her now.” 
The human wearing UCP left the room to go and fetch the female wolf recovered from Facility 
Five. Nine sat back in his chair after dismissing the ISG member, and he was contemplating what 
he wanted to do to the wolf. 

Nine then received a notification on his computer. When the human viewed the 
notification, he saw that it was the updated location of the CDI transport truck that took the 
anthros from Facility Five. Nine viewed the GPS via satellite, and he could see that the truck had 
arrived at a CDI base that was not too far from Facility Nine. Nine pressed a button on his desk, 
and he heard a voice sound through his speakers moments later, “Security Chief.” Nine replied to 
the voice, “Alpha-Omega tagged a CDI truck that was taking anthros in from Facility Five. We 
have found the location of the truck, and it’s not very far from here. It’s a CDI base. I'll send you 


the information regarding its location.” The Security Chief then asked, “Sir, what would you like 


for me to do?” Nine looked at the satellite image of the base again to consider his options. After 
studying the image for a few moments, Nine made up his mind, “Send an ISG task force. Kill all 
CDI personnel and all anthros at the base. Demolish the entire base. Leave none alive.” The 
Security Chief understood the hefty task which the Site Director had ordered, “Yes sir. It will be 
done.” 

“Alright you’re clear to enter,” the CDI base guard said as he finished checking the 
identification of Sentry | and Sentry 2. Sentry 2 waited for the base’s gate to open before he 
proceeded onto CDI property. Once the gate’s arm fully raised, the human drove his truck into 
the base. As the two operatives continued driving down the road, they could see the transport 
trucks carrying anthros were taking up a good portion of the roads within the base. Sentry 2 
commented on his observation, “Fucking shit... Can you believe this, man? This place is fucking 
packed now!” Sentry | perked up a small smile by his comrade’s remarks, “Oh relax. Be glad 
that we’re getting paid to just make sure that nothing happens to the trucks. The longer they take, 
the more money we get. Think about it like that.” Sentry 2 sighed, “This shit is fucking boring. 
We spent all that time at that other place just watching them as they go by. Nothing interesting 
happened there.” Sentry 1 shrugged, “Well, I mean — it’s better than getting shot at. Right?” 

After getting held up in traffic within the base for a little while, the operatives finally 
arrived at their designated destination. Sentry 2 parked the transport truck in front of a building 
within the CDI base, and Sentry 1 waited for the parking brake to engage before he removed his 
seatbelt. Sentry 2 spoke as he removed his seatbelt, “I guess we’ ll find out what they plan on 
doing with all of those anthros here.” Sentry | exited the vehicle with his comrade, and they 
collected their equipment they brought with them before proceeding further. Sentry 1 then asked, 


“Wait, ain’t our job done here?” Sentry 2 considered the situation for a moment, “Well, I guess it 


is. The trucks made it here in one piece. I’m still interested in what CDI plans on doing with all 
of these anthros.” Sentry 1 watched as one of the Ural-5323 transport trucks began to unload the 
anthros they held onboard. 

Sentry 2 commented as he watched the anthros climb out of the truck, “Shit... Can you 
imagine being the guys who had them all in the first place?” Sentry 1 shrugged, “Can’t be too 
different than running a prison I guess.” Sentry 2 did not know too much about Facility Five 
itself, “Is that what that place was supposed to be? I know fuck-all about it.” Sentry 1 considered 
his words before speaking, “I’m not entirely sure myself. I heard that the guys who came in there 
in the first place had to release them from some restraints of some sort. Except that they said that 
it wasn’t like a traditional prison.” Sentry 2 was curious, “Oh? What is that supposed to mean?” 
Sentry | continued to watch the other CDI personnel lead the anthros into one of the auxiliary 
buildings, “Well, rumor has it that it was more like a sexual dungeon than a prison.” Sentry 2 
was mildly surprised, but he remembered that they were talking about anthros, “Oh shit. Well, 
that would be more surprising if they weren’t anthros.” Sentry 1 nodded, “Yeah I agree with you 
on that, but what I don’t know is how a place like that would even exist in the first place.” 

Sentry 2 wanted more information, “Did they figure out who runs the place?” Sentry 1 
responded, “Not really. A few of the anthros said something about a Foundation, but we’re not 
quite sure what that’s supposed to mean.” Sentry 2 shook his head, “Foundation? Wait, if this is 
all supposed to be true, then how long do you think a place like that has been in operation for?” 
Sentry 1 now faced his colleague since the anthros that were being unloaded were now all in the 
auxiliary building, “There’s no telling. That place was huge, and they had thousands of them in 
there. There could even be more anthros in there that CDI hasn't been able to find yet. But with 


all of the anthros that were successfully recovered, it has probably been operating for a 


considerable period of time.” Sentry 2 remembered something that Sentry 1 had told him, “If that 
place is supposed to be a prison, then why are those anthros in there? What did they do? I never 
heard of a place like the one you’re describing.” 

Sentry | could not answer the question, “I have no idea. Nobody has any information 
about that. At least not yet. Maybe in a week or two we might figure out a few more things than 
we know right now, but — I dunno, it’s still pretty weird. Did you see how many of them have 
been behaving?” Sentry 2 nodded as he watched a couple anthros exit another truck, “Yeah, 
they’re all... What’s the word? What’s the word that’s like ‘dehumanized’ we use for when 
we’re talking about anthros?” Sentry 1 forgot about the word, “I don’t exactly remember myself. 
I don’t associate with anthros.” Sentry 2 commented on his colleague’s statement, “Me neither, 
but I guess we’re both going to have to associate with anthros in some way or another since an 
event like this happened.” Sentry 1 commented on the anthros he was currently looking at, “Shit. 
They’re like fucking cattle. Look at “em go. Many of them are fucking emotionless, and that 
freaks the shit out of me.” Sentry 2 looked at the anthros that the fellow human was talking 
about, “I see them. The fuck did those guys do to them in there?” Sentry 1 sighed, “I heard they 
did some fucked up shit to them in there.” Sentry 2 did not really want to ask for specifics. 

“Time on target, ten minutes,” said the pilot of an Omega Foundation MH-60X Stealth 
Hawk. The ISG members in the helicopter made sure that their weapons were all loaded and 
ready for action. Every member carried an XMP-1, and all of the operatives were equipped with 
kit patterned in the Universal Camouflage Pattern. The pilot looked to his left and right to see 
some more MH-60X helicopters that were all flying towards the CDI base. The pilot of the lead 
helicopter spoke over the radio to all of the personnel on the mission, “Attention ISG Epsilon-18, 


we have been ordered that all non-ISG contacts are considered hostile. This includes all anthros. 


Eliminate all contacts, and exfil before base destruction.” The helicopter flight continued to 
proceed towards the CDI base. Prepared for the attack, the ISG members waited to arrive at their 
destination. 

“Alright, Jason. Just follow my lead, and we’ll be out of this soon enough,” Arcades said 
as he leaned next to the door. The fox checked the magazine that was in his Salient Arms GRY, 
and he felt the equipment carried on his chest rig before he prepared himself to open the door. 
Jason couldn’t help but notice that the room that he was in looked awfully familiar to the CDI 
facility from Alaska. Arcades was wearing a Crye Precision G4 Combat Uniform in Multicam, 
and he also was wearing his Multicam boonie hat and a Multicam Vietnam-styled MOLLE chest 
rig. The fox placed his tan Oakley glove on the door, and he opened it. Within seconds, a CDI 
operative wielding a Standard Manufacturing DP-12 rushed towards the fox, and he knocked 
Arcades with the stock of the shotgun. Arcades gasped in surprise as he fell backwards from the 
operative hitting him. Jason went to raise his own weapon, but he realized that he was not even 
carrying a weapon. Completely unarmed, the wolf did not know how he would be able to help 
Arcades. The CDI operative pointed his DP-12 at the wolf, and he prepared to shoot. 
Recognizing an imminent threat, Jason quickly dove to his left to avoid an incoming shotgun 
blast. The CDI operative pulled the trigger, but he was unable to hit Jason. The wolf stood up 
from where he landed, and he could see that the CDI operative was now aiming his double- 
barreled shotgun directly at Arcades’ head. Jason shouted, “KURT!” The CDI operative pulled 
the shotgun’s trigger, and the fox’s head exploded within seconds. Jason watched as what was 
left of the fox’s head landed on the ground apart from his body. Blood, brain, and skull all 


littered the ground and even was sticking to the walls. Jason did not know what to do. 


The CDI operative then turned to Jason, and the wolf recognized him as the one who 
executed his brother, Jack. The human raised his shotgun, and he waited to fire at the wolf. 
When Jason blinked, the human suddenly turned into an ISG member wearing the same uniform 
ISG Alpha-Omega wore. The flat dark earth bullpup shotgun also transformed into an XMP-1 
when the operative changed his own form. The human stood on top of the fox’s corpse, and he 
still aimed his weapon at Jason. The wolf looked down at the body of Arcades, and he looked 
back up at the human that was wearing blue and black rather than ranger green. The Alpha- 
Omega member looked directly at Jason and said, “Give up.” The ISG member then pulled the 
trigger of his XMP-1, and Jason immediately awoke in a fright. The wolf’s eyes shot open, and 
he found that he was still lying flat on the ground with Arcades at his side. The noise that the 
wolf made was loud enough to wake the fox up. Jason noticed that Arcades was not dead, 
“Kurt?” Arcades replied as he remembered that he could not reach his eyes to rub them, “Yes 
Jason?” The wolf let out a sigh of relief, “You’re not dead?” Arcades was not entirely sure what 
Jason was mentioning, “What do you mean I’m not dead?” Jason explained what he saw to 
Arcades, “You just got shot by a shotgun.” Arcades knew that he had not been shot, “I didn’t get 
shot. When did you see that?” Jason realized that he was only dreaming, “Must’ve been a bad 
dream.” Arcades agreed with the wolf, “Sounds like that to me. Try not to think about it. We 
have bigger problems to worry about.” Jason tried to relax again, “Alright.” The fox closed his 
eyes again in order to try and get back to sleep. Jason, on the other hand, continued to think 
about the events that occurred in his dream. The wolf remembered the Alpha-Omega member 
that stared him down and shot him, and it reminded him of the time when he killed an Alpha- 
Omega member during the train mission. Jason then reminded himself that he witnessed 


Arcades’ death in his dream. The wolf hoped that his dream would not become reality. 


Sentry 1 stepped outside of CDI’s armory with Sentry 2, “Feels good not having to haul 
that shit around for a little while.” Sentry 2 nodded, “Yeah. So, I guess we’re done for the rest of 
the day?” Sentry 1 began to nod, but he saw something in the corner of his eye, “Are those our 
choppers?” Sentry 2 looked in the direction that Sentry 1 was looking at, but he was unable to 
see the helicopters, “What? What choppers?” Sentry 1 pointed at the helicopter flight that was 
approaching the base at a high rate of speed. The flight was also descending upon the base. 
Sentry 2 was now able to see the helicopters, “I don’t remember a flight of five helicopters.” 
Sentry | looked at CDI’s MANTIS AA-guns, but they were not firing at the helicopters, “The 
turrets are not firing. Are you sure those aren’t CDI?” Sentry 2 examined the shape of the 
helicopters, but he was unable to visually identify them, “I’ve never seen that type of helicopter 
before. What the fuck is that supposed to be? Are those new?” Sentry 1 continued watching the 
helicopters, and he saw how one of them began to level itself out above the base. Sentry 2 looked 
down at the ground, and he saw multiple operatives rushing to cover. Sentry 1 saw the side door 
of the MH-60X open, and he could see an FN Herstal M240H emerge from the side of the door. 

Sentry 2 looked up, and he quickly realized what was happening, “Oh fuck! They’re 
attackers!” Right as the operative finished his statement, the heliborne assault began. ISG 
members from within the helicopters began to open the side doors of the helicopters, and they all 
began to fire upon CDI members. Sentry | began to run when he noticed that one of the ISG 
members had sighted him in. As the unarmed human began to sprint away from the helicopter’s 
line of sight, the gunner quickly turned his gun and fired. Sentry 1 took four 7.62x51mm rounds 
to his back, and he quickly collapsed from his severe injuries. Sentry 2 broke off in another 


direction, and all he could hear were gunshots ricocheting off of the pavement and grass. Sentry 


2 mantled over a small concrete barrier, and he assumed a prone position in order to cover as 
much of his body as he could. 

“Circle around. Keep taking them down,” one of the ISG members said to the co-pilot of 
an MH-60X. The pilot used the stick and rudder in order to provide the gunners with a better 
view of their targets. As the pilot maneuvered the helicopter, the gunners on both sides began to 
engage more of the CDI personnel on the ground. While the operators on the ground were all 
actively trying to engage the MH-60X helicopters in the sky, they were unable to retreat to a 
position that offered more cover. One ISG member began to fire the airburst component of his 
XMP-1, and this caused slight damage to buildings as well as damage to personnel. The gunner 
of one of the Stealth Hawks announced his progress when he saw a CDI member perish, “Hostile 
down.” As the gunner held the trigger down on his M240H, he worked on leading the targets that 
were in the process of running away from the incoming fire. Though multiple rounds impacted 
the ground, most of the grounds impacted the helmets of the CDI personnel. The rounds 
penetrated the helmets easily, for they were only NIJ Level IIIA rated for ballistic protection. 
Such a level of protection was not rated to protect against higher-caliber rifle rounds. 

Sentry 2 knew that he would not be able to stay in his current hiding spot; the ISG would 
circle around and kill him momentarily. Sentry 2 looked around at his surroundings, and he 
continued to watch as his fellow colleagues sprawled out on the ground due to their newly 
sustained gunshot wounds. The human also watched as the ISG began to target the anthros that 
were exposed in the open. While most of the unarmed anthros began to run around in the false 
hope of saving their lives, they were quickly met with demise. Surprisingly to the human, some 
of the anthros were actually standing still, and they were willing to accept their deaths at the 


hands of the people who kept them in captivity mere days ago. Sentry 2 took this opportunity as 


his chance to move to a somewhat safer area. The human stood up, and he began to sprint 
towards a decently sized building that would be able to soak up most of the incoming fire for 
him. As Sentry 2 sprinted towards one of the buildings, he could see gunfire ricocheting directly 
in front of him. Without a chance to react, Sentry 2 was struck in the upper-left shoulder by a 
bullet fired from the ISG’s air assault. The round had traveled through the human’s shoulder, and 
was now inside of his lower torso. Sentry 2 immediately collapsed from the shot, and he knew 
that his life was seconds away from ending. The human’s life flashed before his eyes before he 
was struck with ten more rounds fired by the same helicopter gunner. The rounds were all spread 
apart on the human’s head, torso, and limbs. Sentry 2 was now dead as well. With most of the 
main courtyard clear of CDI personnel and anthros, the ISG was now ready to proceed with the 
next segment of the assault. While several members reloaded their XMP-1s, other members 
deployed the rappelling ropes aboard the helicopters. An ISG member within the helicopter 
announced the successful deployment of the ropes, “Lines down. Green light on phase two.” The 
humans were quick to descend from the ropes, and they began to fire their weapons as soon as 
they landed on the ground. Though many of the anthros were already killed by the helicopter 
gunners, more of them were taken out by the units that deployed from the helicopters. 

Bocchino looked down at the rifle he was holding. After not being able to get back to 
sleep, the cat decided to get up and check out the fox’s equipment that he left behind. Bocchino 
took the Salient GRY and exited the helicopter to avoid waking the other occupants of the 
vehicle. The cat moved away a considerable distance from the helicopter before he stopped and 
inspected the weapon again. With only the sun’s reflection on the moon as a light source, the cat 
could not see too much great detail of the GRY. Bocchino felt the weapon’s ergonomics, and he 


could tell that the weapon was indeed very comfortable to hold. Bocchino also placed his hand 


on the Magpul AFG-II Arcades installed on the handgun, and the cat shouldered the weapon 
whilst holding the foregrip. Bocchino then tested the MOE stock the fox installed on the rear 
buffer tube of the AR-15 style weapon. The stock was neither too loose nor too tight. 

The cat then checked out the L3Harris EOTech EXPS3 Holographic Sight mounted on 
the upper receiver of the weapon. The cat pressed the up-arrow button to increase the brightness 
of the sight, and the sight itself turned on. Bocchino looked down the sights without the G33 
magnifier, and he was easily able to view the sight with both of his eyes open. Bocchino then 
tested the fit of the sight on the weapon by giving it a moderate tug, and the sight seemed as if it 
was installed correctly since Bocchino could not feel the sight shifting when he pulled on it. He 
then flipped the magnifier in front of the holographic sight and proceeded to check out the sight 
picture. The cat found that he did not have to move his head closer to the sight in order for the 
magnifier to properly work. After viewing the sight picture with the magnifier in place, Bocchino 
pressed the spring-loaded button to release the magnifier and watched as the magnifier returned 
to where it was before he clicked it into place. 

Bocchino took a close look at the GRY’s receiver group, and he was impressed with the 
way the weapon was constructed. Though he knew that Arcades spent a decent amount of money 
on the weapon, he did not quite remember how much was spent to make a premium-priced 
weapon even more premium. Bocchino held the receiver group in his hands, and he attempted to 
make the two receivers wobble. However, the pins that held the weapon together combined with 
the manufacturing tolerances kept the rifle completely together. The cat felt the textured 
magazine release before he depressed it to release the Magpul PMAG from the weapon. After 


pocketing the full magazine, Bocchino pulled back the Radian Raptor charging handle while 


expecting to see a live round eject from the upper receiver. To his brief surprise, nothing was 
ejected from the weapon. 

Bocchino pulled back the charging handle again, and he took note of how the premium 
charging handle felt from a default AR-15 style charging handle. Keeping the charging handle 
held back, Bocchino pressed the lower half of the bolt release button, and this action successfully 
held the bolt back. Since the bolt carrier group was no longer being held by the charging handle, 
Bocchino was able to manually push the charging handle back into its original spot before 
continuing to inspect the weapon. The cat held the weapon upwards so that the moon would 
reflect some of its light in the magwell so that he would be able to view the weapon’s chamber. 
Bocchino looked into the magwell, and he even felt the magwell itself to see how smooth it was. 
After viewing the magwell, Bocchino began to explore the handguard of the weapon. The cat 
always saw the irregular M-LOK handguard the weapon had installed from a distance, but he 
never stopped to take a careful look at it. As Bocchino studied the handguard, he could see the 
unique muzzle brake attached to the end of the weapon. He looked at the weapon’s business-end, 
and he was trying to remember what Arcades called the unique muzzle brake. He knew that the 
brake was proprietary, but he was not sure what the proper name was. Bocchino had forgotten all 
the times that Arcades told him it was the Salient Arms Jailbreak Muzzle Brake. Bocchino also 
looked at the L3Harris PEQ-15 box sitting directly behind the weapon’s front backup sight. The 
cat was familiar with the purpose of the PEQ-15, but he did not know exactly how to toggle the 
light and lasers. The minimal lighting conditions did not make it any easier to find the controls to 
the laser/light module. 

Alas, Bocchino decided that he had spent enough time looking at Arcades’ weapon, but 


he was indeed satisfied with it. The cat considered using the weapon himself until Arcades were 


to return. He was already familiar with the operation of AR-15 style weapons anyways, so it was 
not like he had to learn anything new to use the Salient Arms GRY except for the PEQ-15 
module. The cat pressed the two brightness buttons simultaneously on the EOTech to deactivate 
the holographic sight, inserted the full magazine back into the rifle, pressed the bolt release 
button to load a round into the chamber, and took the rifle back to the helicopter. Bocchino 
placed the rifle on top of the fox’s other belongings, and he climbed back in the helicopter before 
trying to get into a comfortable position to get some sleep. Bocchino was once again reminded of 
the fact that military aircraft were not exactly designed for the comfort of the user. When the cat 
thought about comfort, he began to think of how Arcades was currently feeling after seeing him 
dragged off by the mercenaries. He did not think the fox had it any better. He still wished that he 
had done something to prevent Arcades and Jason from being taken in the first place. 

Nine perked a smile on his face as he watched two ISG members bring the captured wolf 
into his office. The female wolf was blindfolded, muzzled, and heavily restrained. Nine nodded 
his head in satisfaction, “Yeah. Leave her here. You guys can go now.” The two ISG members 
let go of the wolf before silently turning around to leave the room. Nine stood up from his desk, 
and he moved towards the female wolf. The wolf could not see the human approach, but she 
could definitely hear him. The female wolf tried to turn her head towards the direction of the 
sound, but she still did not know if she was facing the human or not. Nine visually inspected the 
wolf from where he was standing, and he noticed that she was wearing an orange Omega 
Foundation collar, “Orange tier... You haven’t been here long, now have you?” Nine listened to 
see if the wolf attempted to speak, but he was disappointed to see that she did not attempt to 
speak even with the muzzle keeping her mouth shut. Nine silently stepped behind the wolf while 


trying to make sure that she had no idea he was standing behind her. The human slapped the 


wolf’s right buttcheek. The sudden action caused the wolf to let out a muffled yelp, and Nine 
responded to this yelp, “Good. That’s what I like to hear.” The wolf became silent after hearing 
the human speak to her. The human looked down at the wolf’s tail, but he did not want to pull it 
yet since he felt that the wolf still felt that Nine was standing behind her. Nine took another 
moment to see how the anthro was restrained. The wolf had a chain around her waist, and her 
hands were locked behind her in a pair of ASP rigid handcuffs. The chain around her waist 
traveled downwards and was connected to a pair of ASP leg shackles. 

Nine walked in front of the wolf, and he wondered if the anthro was still able to see 
through the blindfold. To test this out, Nine delivered a fake punch to the anthro’s face. The wolf 
did not flinch, and Nine nodded to himself for a mental note the wolf was unable to see him. The 
human then made some noise in front of the wolf in order for her to be aware of the human’s 
presence in front of her. The human began to speak again, “You should consider yourself lucky. 
Everyone else from the facility we got you from are getting killed right now.” Nine was not 
expecting a response from the anthro, “Fuck, I’m not quite sure what I want to do with you.” 
Nine’s face developed into a twisted grin which the wolf was still unable to see due to the 
blindfold, but the human was even considering removing the blindfold to allow the wolf to see 
his malevolent grin. 

Nine looked over the wolf from the front, and he could see that she was wearing a tight 
latex suit Omega forced all anthros to wear. The suit featured zippers in several locations that 
one could unzip to commit obscene acts on an anthro. Nine held off on violating the anthro 
himself, for he felt that he was not done building up the tension enough. The human silently 
walked behind the anthro again, and he slowly reached his hand out towards the wolf’s tail. After 


making sure that the wolf was not expecting anything, the human suddenly grabbed the wolf’s 


tail, and he pulled it backwards. The sudden motion caused the wolf to jerk forwards, and this 
movement signaled Nine to pull back on the wolf’s tail even harder. As the human pulled back 
the anthro’s tail, the anthro winced in pain even more since the human tightened his grip on the 
tail that he was holding. 

“Charges set!” An ISG member announced as he finished planting plastic explosives on 
the walls of one of the CDI buildings. The cords attached to the detonator were inserted in the 
base of the explosive device, and the ISG member began to move back to a safe distance. While 
the ISG had been successful so far at eliminating all forms of life from the base, they still had a 
good way to go. The MH-60Xs were still hovering around the perimeter of the base, and the 
gunners kept their eyes open for additional CDI personnel and anthros on the ground. The 
anthros that had been killed were left where they died; Omega was not planning to move any of 
the bodies. The ISG member jumped behind cover, and he held the detonator ready to detonate 
the explosive device on the wall. The human looked around to make sure that none of his allies 
were standing within the vicinity of the explosives. After he was sure that the area was clear, he 
detonated the charges and braced himself for incoming debris from the wall he had just 
demolished. Once the smoke began to rise, the ISG member sat up from his position behind 
cover, and he looked through the XMP-1’s thermal sight to see if there were any people inside 
the building. The human spotted a few humans behind the smoke that were looking for targets 
outside of the building to fire at. The ISG member switched his rifle to semi-automatic, and he 
fired at each of the figures that could be seen with his thermal sight. All three figures dropped to 
the floor before they could locate their attacker, and the lack of additional CDI personnel 
confirmed to the ISG member that he was successful at eliminating the hostiles within the 


building. 


With the sun descending upon the base, many of the ISG members were now using their 
thermal and infrared optics that were affixed to their XMP-1s. The gunners within the Stealth 
Hawks were using helmet-mounted Exelis PSQ-20 optics in order to locate targets on the 
ground. Meanwhile, the pilots of the Stealth Hawks began to activate their AVS-10s and infrared 
lights in order to see easier without the use of auxiliary visible lighting systems on the helicopter 
since the pilots did not want to be seen by any CDI personnel on the ground. One of the gunners 
could see a small group of CDI personnel moving to a new position. The gunner led his targets 
before he held the trigger of his M240H. The gunner held the trigger for a few seconds, and he 
let go in order to see the effects on his targets. All of his targets dropped dead within a few 
seconds, and the results indicated to the gunner that his weapon was properly zeroed for the 
distance from which he was firing from since he did not raise his crosshair above where he was 
shooting. 

A CDI member quickly peeked out from behind his covered position in order to try and 
locate the helicopters in the sky. Since he could not see any visible light emitted from the 
helicopters, he assumed that the personnel aboard were using infrared lights in order to 
somewhat mask their location from people not using infrared imaging devices. The CDI member 
peeked out from his cover again while trying to expose as little of his body as he could; he did 
not want to be seen by the ISG. The CDI member was carrying an FIM-92F Stinger which used 
infrared light to home in on a target. The CDI member peeked once more, and he was able to see 
the Stealth Hawk flying just above the perimeter of the base. The human moved the Stinger to 
his shoulder, and he took a few steps back in order for him to properly shoulder the launcher 
before exposing himself to select his target. After the CDI operative was ready to lock onto a 


target, he quickly took a sidestep, and he pointed the launcher at the helicopter. Apparently, the 


helicopter was emitting enough infrared light for the FIM-92F to lock on to. The human pulled 
the trigger and quickly retreated back to cover before the ISG realized where they were being 
attacked from. 

“We’ve got a SAM incoming,” the pilot of the Stealth Hawk said as he heard the warning 
alarms the helicopter outputted. Though the pilot wanted to take evasive action, he figured that it 
would be more efficient to use infrared flares as a countermeasure. The pilot pressed the button 
to deploy flares, and he looked outside of the window to see if the missile’s flight path was 
thrown off by the infrared countermeasure. The pilot’s eyes widened as he noticed that the 
missile was still traveling directly towards the helicopter. The pilot quickly gave the helicopter 
throttle, pulled the stick aft, and maneuvered the pedals in order to try and dodge the incoming 
missile. However, the evasive actions taken were not effective enough to dodge the missile since 
the infrared spotlights on the helicopter were outputting more infrared light than the flare did. 
The missile impacted directly in the center of the helicopter’s fuselage, and the helicopter’s right 
engine was immediately destroyed from the detonation of the missile. 

The Stealth Hawk began to quickly lose altitude as it could no longer generate the 
necessary lift it needed to keep the rotorcraft airborne. The pilot of the helicopter used the last 
few moments of flight in order to guide the crippled aircraft to crash into CDI’s control tower. 
The helicopter collided with the control tower, and the tower immediately began to collapse from 
the sudden impact of the helicopter’s airframe. The remaining fuel contained in the aircraft 
ignited, and the resulting explosion scattered debris all around the surrounding area. The CDI 
soldier who fired the Stinger quickly began to reload the SAM launcher as he looked around to 
make sure that no ISG members were closing in on him. However, the launch of the missile gave 


away his position, and he could see several ISG members converging on his position when he 


took another peek around the corner. The CDI operative had no choice but to retreat from his 
current position. The operative held his FIM-92F, and he began to sprint towards another 
building that Omega had not attacked yet. As he ran, he heard bullets ricocheting behind the 
concrete that he was running on. Moments later, he was struck by several rounds in the back, and 
he quickly succumbed to his gunshot wounds. Even when he was already struck down by a hail 
of gunfire which dotted his back, the ISG continued to fire upon him to make sure that he was 
dead. They did not want to risk another rocket fired from the Stinger to destroy another 
helicopter. 

Several ISG members now began to converge upon a hangar they had not attacked yet. 
As a platoon started to form in order to attack the hangar, the doors slowly opened. The 
operatives all looked through their scopes, and they were prepared to shoot any CDI personnel or 
anthros on sight. However, the ISG operatives were not prepared to see a General Dynamics 
M1A3 Super Abrams emerge from the hangar. The tank immediately began to fire its .50 caliber 
turret at the infantry which it was faced with. While several ISG members were killed by the 
tank’s initial fire, the rest of the operatives retreated, for they knew that they were ill-equipped to 
fight the Super Abrams. Some ISG members switched to their airburst function of their XMP-1 
and fired upon the tank. However, the Super Abram’s trophy system was quick to eliminate the 
airburst projectiles from the air before they were able to even get close to the tank’s armor. 

The Super Abrams now rolled outside of the hangar completely, and it began to fire it’s 
.50 caliber turret at all ISG members who were out in the open. The Universal Camouflage 
Pattern which the ISG members wore allowed them to be spotted very easily by the tank’s 
gunner. The tank then began to fire its CROWS III at the helicopters since they were easily able 


to be spotted using the tank’s infrared sensors since they still had their infrared spotlights 


enabled. The .50 caliber rounds fired by the CROWS III were able to severely damage one of the 
Stealth Hawks, for the helicopters were not outfitted with protection from such ammunition. One 
of the Stealth Hawks, severely damaged from the incoming .50 caliber rounds fired by the tank, 
began to lose altitude since the engines were no longer able to output as much power to keep the 
helicopter airborne. 

“Shit, that tank’s on us!” The gunner of the crippled Stealth Hawk said as he braced 
himself from the incoming fire from the tank. The pilot attempted to move out of the Super 
Abrams’ line of fire, but the control surfaces were heavily damaged from the .50 caliber rounds 
which already peppered the helicopter. The pilot pushed the stick down in order to build more 
speed at the expense of altitude. The gunner held on to the frame of the helicopter as the Stealth 
Hawk began to descend upon the ground. Now with enough speed built up, the pilot pulled the 
stick aft in order for the helicopter to raise its nose. However, the control surfaces were destroyed 
from the tank’s fire, so the pilot was unable to raise the nose of the helicopter. The Stealth Hawk 
impacted on the pavement, and the remaining fuel immediately ignited, causing an explosion. 

With two helicopters now out of service, the Super Abrams continued to drive down the 
asphalt looking for another helicopter to shoot down. The rest of the ISG members who survived 
the initial encounter with the Super Abrams were now careful to stay out of the upgraded tank’s 
line of sight, since none of the operatives on the mission carried sufficient anti-tank weaponry. A 
couple of CDI BTR-90s also began to emerge from the same hangar from which the Super 
Abrams deployed from. The BTR-90s drove past the Super Abrams, and they began to split off 
in order to find ISG personnel that were still remaining. The three remaining helicopters were 
now flying defensively, for they knew that CDI had at least one vehicle that was able to shoot 


down the MH-60Xs. One BTR-90 was scanning the air looking for the other helicopters while 


the second armored vehicle continued driving around while searching for the ISG personnel still 
inside of the base. Several CDI members exposed themselves and used the armored vehicles as 
cover in order to proceed out of their hiding spots. The ISG members did not dare fire upon the 
rest of the CDI members because they knew that the BTRs would be able to instantly spot them 
and return fire. 

“This is Epsilon-18-7, requesting immediate exfil. We do not have the equipment to deal 
with the enemy armor. Over,” an ISG member spoke from behind cover. The ISG member 
peeked over his cover, and he could see the BTR-90 driving alongside standard CDI infantry. 
The ISG member kept his weapon down, and he also kept himself hidden from the vehicle. One 
of the three remaining helicopter pilots replied to the ISG member, “Negative. We cannot get 
close enough for an exfil. Out.” The ISG member shook his head in frustration, but he knew that 
the helicopter would indeed be shot down by the armored vehicles if it tried to come closer. The 
BTR-90 stopped a few times as it traveled down the pavement, and it used its Shipunov 2A42 to 
scan the area for Omega personnel. Several gunshots were then heard, and they were fired by an 
ISG member with the intent of landing shots on CDI infantry. The BTR-90 driver was 
immediately relayed the location of the disturbance via radio, and the driver proceeded to travel 
to the source of the gunfire. The armored vehicle took a few turns, and it soon arrived at the 
location of the gunfire. When the BTR-90 arrived, it was met with a small squad of ISG 
members fighting off remaining CDI infantry. The BTR-90’s gunner spotted the men, and the 
gunner began to fire the 2A42 turret at the men. The men immediately collapsed when they were 
struck by the 30mm autocannon. Their plate carriers hardly stood up against the cannon. 

The Super Abrams’ gunner located one of the three remaining Stealth Hawks trying to 


flee from the combat zone by crossing the base’s airspace itself. While the automatic anti-aircraft 


defense system was still unable to locate the stealth helicopters, the gunner of the M1A3 Super 
Abrams was easily able to visually spot the black helicopter flying overhead. The gunner led his 
target, and he began to fire the .50 caliber CROWS III at the helicopter. Within seconds, the 
helicopter trailed black smoke, and the aircraft began to lose altitude as its engines began to fail 
from the sustained damage caused by the gunfire. The pilot tried to pull the nose of the aircraft 
up, but the helicopter was already too damaged from the gunfire to properly recover. The 
helicopter impacted into one of the CDI auxiliary buildings, and unknown to Omega, the 
building was currently being used to shelter the anthros that were able to be successfully rescued 
before the ISG arrived. The fuel from the helicopter ignited, and the building was now up in 
flames. Only two helicopters were remaining. 

The remaining two helicopters were prepared to abandon the mission entirely while 
leaving the rest of the ISG members to fend for themselves from within the base. As the two 
helicopters began to retreat from the combat zone, they unknowingly gave up their positions to 
the ground vehicles below which were now able to spot the helicopters. The BTR-90 was the 
first vehicle to spot the helicopters, and it began to fire it’s 30mm autocannon at one of the two 
remaining Stealth Hawks. The MH-60X was unable to avoid the incoming fire from the BTR-90, 
and the HE rounds fired from the autocannon were enough to quickly dispatch the helicopter. 
The tail section broke off from the fuselage, and the Stealth Hawk quickly spiraled out of 
control. Now without a tail to stabilize the aircraft, the Stealth Hawk impacted the ground at an 
angle which not only broke the rotors upon impact, but also mangled the airframe as it rolled on 
the ground. The fuel tank once again ruptured, and the second-to-last Stealth Hawk was up in 


flames. 


The BTR-90 now focused its attention at the final Stealth Hawk as the driver of the 
armored vehicle began to report the location of the final helicopter to the M1A3 Super Abrams. 
The tank in question was already near the BTR-90, so it was able to easily spot the fleeing MH- 
60X. Both armored vehicles began to simultaneously fire upon the helicopter with their 
respective weapons. The airframe of the Stealth Hawk was definitely not designed to receive 
combined fire from both a 30mm autocannon and a .50 caliber heavy machine gun. The 
firepower from both vehicles quickly sent the final Stealth Hawk spiraling out of control, and the 
helicopter was now close to impacting the ground as well. As the helicopter impacted the 
ground, the tail section broke off from the fuselage, and fire erupted from the mangled remains 
of the helicopter as the fuselage crumbled from the abrupt collision with the pavement. With all 
five Omega Stealth Hawks successfully destroyed, CDI had won the battle. The remaining 
armored vehicles continued to drive around whilst searching for remaining ISG infantry units 
that were still within the base’s premises. 

Nine’s sexual assault on the wolf was interrupted by a ringing noise coming from the 
computer in his office. The human’s focus was immediately broken from the current action that 
he was performing, “Agh... Fuck.” The human pushed the wolf forwards, and the wolf landed on 
the ground, petrified from what Nine did to her. Nine pulled up his pants, and he tried to quickly 
buckle his belt before moving over to his computer. The human looked down, and he figured that 
he was alright to answer his computer. He looked over to the wolf, and he smiled as he could see 
the wolf, who was still chained up, lying on the floor with male reproductive fluid oozing from 
her rectum. The human answered the computer’s ringing, “What’s the situation?” Nine heard the 
voice of the security chief, “Sir... The mission has failed.” Nine was in denial at first, “No? 


What are you talking about?” The security chief repeated his news, “ISG Epsilon-18 has failed 


the mission. The five helicopters sent to the CDI base were all shot down.” Nine was still not 
ready to accept the news, “You’ve gotta be wrong.” The security chief spoke again, “I don’t have 
any other way to put it. The ISG was unable to demolish the CDI base.” 

Nine had a different objective on his mind, “No, wait... Did they at least kill all of the 
anthros that CDI took from us?” The security chief replied, “Inconclusive, sir. ISG did report that 
many of the anthros were killed during the attack.” Nine decided to take the optimistic approach, 
“Well, at least CDI has less of our anthros.” The security chief relayed some more troubling 
news, “The bad news is that all of the helicopters were shot down within the perimeters of the 
base itself. CDI could potentially figure out the location of this facility if they can piece together 
the flight path that was recorded with the helicopters’ avionics information if it is still intact.” 
Nine did indeed feel frustrated by the news, “Fuck... Shit. How did CDI stop Epsilon-18 
anyways?” The security chief relayed the other piece of information that he knew, “The assault’s 
effectiveness sharply declined when CDI deployed armored vehicles.” 

Nine was surprised to learn that CDI had armored vehicles at what seemed to be a small 
base, “Armored vehicles? Really? Why the fuck does CDI have armored vehicles in the Western 
United States? This isn’t motherfucking Baghdad!” The security chief spoke specifically about 
the armored vehicles, “Reports tell us that CDI had two GAZ-5329s, and a heavily modified M1 
Abrams tank. The tank featured both reactive armor and a trophy system.” Nine was surprised to 
hear about the vehicles, “Holy shit... How much damage did Epsilon-18 do before they were 
stopped?” The security chief displayed an image of the base after the attack for Nine, “It looks 
like about seventy percent of the base was at least affected by the attack. Unknown number of 
personnel killed, but it definitely will put a dent into CDI at least around here.” Nine understood 


that CDI could potentially attack Facility Nine if they figure out the location of the complex, 


“Alright. I want the ISG to be on alert until further notice. We can’t risk this operation dooming 
us.” The security chief had one objection, “Sir, we do not have any anti-armor weapons at this 
facility. If they attack with their armored vehicles, we wouldn’t be able to stop them.” Nine was 
growing impatient, “Then get some fucking SAM launchers in from another facility!” 

The security chief replied after Nine’s urgent-sounding request, “Understood sir. I’ll have 
those brought in as soon as possible.” Nine shook his head, “‘No, that’s not good enough. As soon 
as possible? What is this? Fucking UPS? Nah, get fucked! We need this facility secured now! 
We don’t know when CDI will find us.” The security chief had to accept what Nine was telling 
him, “Understood, sir. It will be done.” Nine decided that the response was in the scope of 
reasonable, “Sure. Just get it done. And leave me alone for a bit, will ya? I’m kinda busy here.” 
The security chief acknowledged the site director, “Understood, sir.” Nine said one last thing 
before he disconnected, “Yeah, thank you! Alright, that’s enough. M’kay, bye!” Nine 
disconnected from the call, and he muted his computer. The human stood up from his desk, and 
he approached the female wolf on the floor. 

Nine looked the naked wolf over, and he could see that his reproductive fluids were 
already starting to dry on the wolf’s fur surrounding her rectum. After looking at the torn 
remains of the latex suit sitting a few meters away from the wolf, the human grabbed the wolf by 
the collar, and he picked her up. After sitting the wolf on her knees, Nine spoke softly to the 
wolf, “Sorry you had to hear all that, you little bitch. I should’ ve known better and plugged your 
little ears up so they wouldn’t be able to hear any of that human stuff.” The human developed an 
idea in his head as he began to unbuckle his pants again, “Besides, all you anthros need to care 
about is doing whatever we say.” Nine dropped his pants after unbuckling his belt, and he 


continued his thought, “How about we try a little something? How about we see what happens 


when you fucking anthros can’t listen to what we have to say?” Nine did not hear a response 
from the anthro since she was muzzled. The human spoke in a harsher tone to the wolf, “Answer 
me, bitch. Right now.” 

Since the wolf still did not give a reply to the human, Nine delivered a kick to the wolf’s 
bare stomach with his boot. The wolf grunted from the kick, and she almost fell over to her side 
from the sudden impact. Nine scooted closer to the wolf and spoke again, “Yeah, that’s better. I 
knew that this little bitch still had some life in her.” Since Nine’s genitals were now fully 
exposed, he was trying to figure out the next place which he would be able to put them. He had 
already violated the wolf both anally and vaginally, but he wanted to place his genitals in a place 
where he had not put them already. Nine examined the wolf, and he considered placing his 
genitals in the wolf’s mouth, but he decided against doing so. He did not know if the wolf would 
attempt to bite his genitals in retaliation against what he had already done to her. 

Nine then remembered what he told the wolf mere moments earlier, ““Your ears let you 
hear. What happens when they’re... Otherwise clogged?” Nine looked at the wolf’s ears, and he 
moved himself closer to the anthro. The human first picked up the wolf’s tail, and he rubbed her 
tail against his genitals in order to try and get himself excited at first. After the human could feel 
himself becoming more sexually stimulated, he moved himself in front of the wolf and spoke, 
“Y’know, if you weren’t orange tier, I’d probably remove that muzzle from you and see how far 
this cock will go down your mouth. Maybe I’d be able to get it halfway down your throat?” The 
wolf let out a slight whimper from the thought of this event occurring for real. The human 
grinned upon hearing the wolf’s frightened whimpering, “I’m glad most of you anthros know 
where you belong. You fucks deserve nothing more than to serve the wills of humans. You all 


don’t deserve anything better but to get fucked.” 


Jim awoke and immediately noticed that it was the crack of dawn. The human blinked a 
couple of times to make sure that he was indeed awake, and he sat up in the seat where he was 
sleeping in. The human looked down at his navy blue flight suit, and he remembered that he was 
still in the pilot seat of the HH-60. Jim turned around to check on Bocchino and the vixen. He 
spotted both anthros still sleeping, so he figured that he did not want to wake them up. Jim 
quietly opened up the pilot door of the helicopter, and he stepped out onto the concrete of the 
helipad. The human stretched from being cramped up in the cockpit for so long, and he turned 
around to look at the helicopter itself. He knew that he would have to fly again today, but he 
wanted to wait until Bocchino and the vixen awoke first. 

Jim studied the helicopter, and he noticed that he had placed covers over the Pave 
Hawk’s exhaust and intake ports in order to keep out foreign objects from getting inside of the 
helicopter’s important components during the night. The human figured that he should remove 
these covers now since he did not want to wait too long to get moving again. The group was 
currently in Carbonia, Italy, and they would have to stop at Portugal in order to refuel again 
before figuring out a way to cross the North Atlantic Ocean to reach the continental United 
States. Even when they were to arrive at Massachusetts, they would have to likely refuel the 
helicopter yet again during the journey to fly back to the Western United States. Jim climbed up 
on the helicopter, and he began to unbuckle the cover that was on the Pave Hawk’s port side 
engine. Jim knew that he technically did not need to put the covers on the helicopter since they 
only left it parked for a short period of time, but he figured that it would be best to place the 
covers on just in case the wind decided to blow some foreign objects into the intake or exhaust 
ports. The human removed the intake cover and the exhaust cover from the port side engine, and 


he stepped down off of the helicopter in order to toss the covers inside of the cockpit. Jim would 


properly put away the covers later. As he was moving to the starboard side of the aircraft, Jim 
tossed the covers in the cockpit. He then moved in front of the helicopter before arriving at the 
starboard side. When Jim arrived at the starboard side, he could see that the starboard door was 
already open, but he quickly remembered that the door was already open when the three went to 
sleep in the evening. Jim considered the fact that removing the covers might wake Bocchino and 
the vixen, but he wanted to remove the covers sooner rather than later. The human stepped up on 
the helicopter to reach the covers on the second engine. As he removed the covers, he looked 
down to see that Bocchino was waking up. 

Bocchino awoke on a small mound of tactical gear that he had arranged so he would be 
able to sleep somewhat comfortably. The cat sat up, and he looked at Jim as the human was 
continuing to remove the covers from the helicopter. Bocchino spoke to the human, “Hm? What 
are you up to?” Jim looked down at the cat as he stepped off of the helicopter with both covers in 
hand, “Removing these before flight.” The cat took a second to recognize the engine covers, but 
he soon realized what Jim was doing. Bocchino yawned loudly before speaking again, “What’s 
the flight plan for today?” Jim responded, ““We’re going to make one stop at Portugal to refuel, 
and then we’re gonna have to figure out a way to cross the North Atlantic. We’re probably gonna 
stop in Massachusetts or somewhere before we go any further into the US.” Bocchino replied to 
the human, “Massachusetts? That’s where I used to live.” Jim nodded, “Yeah, I think I remember 
you telling me that on the way here.” Bocchino stepped out of the helicopter and began to 
stretch, “Yeah, I think I did. That’s weird though, I had a dream about Massachusetts last night.” 
Jim opened the starboard cockpit door, and he tossed the remaining covers into the helicopter 
before replying, “Oh, really? What happened in your dream?” The cat immediately remembered 


Dillon, but he did not want to tell Jim about the incident. Bocchino made up an excuse to not tell 


what happened, “Oh, well... I don’t really remember it that well.” Jim believed the cat, “Welp, I 
guess I won’t be able to hear whatever happened.” Bocchino sighed, “Yeah... Oh well. When are 
we gonna get going today?” The human looked inside of the helicopter’s cabin, and he could see 
that the vixen was still asleep, “Whenever she wakes up. Then we’ll get going. I dunno when we 
could expect to get back to the US, but I know that where we currently are, it’s like nineteen 
hours ahead of the US.” Bocchino shook his head, “Fuckin’ time zones.” 

Bocchino looked at the gear which Arcades left behind, “Did you ever check out some of 
Kurt’s stuff? He’s got some pretty good shit here. I wouldn’t mind keeping it for myself.” Jim 
looked at the pile of Arcades’ tactical gear, “Nah, I didn’t go through it. I did notice that M4 that 
he had with him was pretty nice.” The cat agreed, “Yeah, it is pretty nice. I’m gonna take it for 
myself -- Well, until he gets back, at least.” Jim took a deep breath, “Are you sure that he’d be 
alright with you doing that?” The cat returned a nod, “Yeah, I bet he’d be completely fine with 
that.” Jim knew that he had a Ruger Redhawk once owned by Facility Five’s upper management 
in the helicopter, but a mere handgun would not really be sufficient for any large operation. Jim 
looked at the XMP-1 that was sitting inside of the helicopter, “I guess I'll be using the XMP, 
then.” Bocchino briefly turned around to see the weapon to which Jim was referring to, “Sure, 
sure. You can use that. I guess that if anybody else needs a weapon, they’II get to use that other 
rifle we have here: the rifle that Jason used.” Jim reached into the cabin and pulled the XMP-1 
out. The human spoke as he examined the weapon, “I can tell you that Omega made this weapon 
from a design that they recovered from a mission they went to in Hong Kong. I flew them in for 
that, and I remember them bringing out something that looked kinda like this. I think it was 


called the Norinco QTS-11 officially.” 


Bocchino replied, “I think Kurt was there for that one, too. I wasn’t, but I think Jason 
was. I don’t think he saw the weapon. Where did Omega find it?” Jim looked up at the cat as he 
lowered the weapon, “In one of the other vaults, I think. From what I remember, the Jade Cane 
was inside Vault Three. That vault was open when Alpha-Omega got there. Did Kurt grab it out 
of there?” Bocchino shrugged, “I dunno what vault it was. What I do know is that Kurt did make 
it out of there with the Jade Cane. He melted it down into a cube and left the jewel on top of it. It 
should be in the helicopter, actually.” Bocchino began going through Arcades’ stuff once more, 
and he did not take long to pull out the golden cube with a jade gem on top of the cube, “Here it 
is.” Jim took the cube, and he examined it, “This seems about right. Why did he melt it down?” 

Bocchino looked at the cube as Jim continued to examine it, “He mentioned something 
about symbols inscribed on the cane. I didn’t understand any of it, but he said that the people 
looking for it were going to use the symbols for some shit. I dunno.” Jim’s eyebrows raised, 
“Symbols? You know what that means, right?” The cat shook his head, “Nope. I don’t.” The 
human replied, “Omega was looking for this because of the symbols on it. Good thing Kurt 
erased them.” Bocchino was confused, “What’s the fucking importance of damn symbols? What 
type of shit is this supposed to be?” Jim placed the cube back inside of the helicopter’s cabin, 
“Omega was going to use those symbols for one of their rituals.” Bocchino’s face winced, 
“Rituals? Really? Fuckin’ hell, man. This shit just gets fucking crazier by the minute. Shit’s 
fucking whack.” Jim nodded, “Oh yeah, I’m not shitting you. Omega has been tracking down 
artifacts that have secret symbols engraved on them. Nobody can really understand them, but 
Omega hires some high-level occultists to try and figure out what they say.” 

Bocchino looked at the cube again, “And they have the secrets of fuck-knows-what 


inscribed in a cane made of gold and a jade gem of all things? Fucking shit. What type of secrets 


could they possibly have anyways? Fucking cake recipies?” Jim scratched his head, “I really 
don’t know. Omega has only been able to recover a couple of similar artifacts. I don’t remember 
them being able to find out the meaning behind them, though. It’s probably for the better, 
anyways. Y’know Omega has been trying to start stuff.” The cat rolled his eyes, “Well, ain’t that 
a fucking surprise, now ain’t it?” Jim shook his head, “No, I’m talking about something 
different.” Bocchino sighed, “What the fuck can they be up to now?” Jim began to speak, 
“Omega has been trying to summon demons into this world.” Bocchino was in disbelief, “Now 
that’s some shit Kurt would try and tell me. That fucking fox...” 

Jim shook his head again, “No, no. This is for real. That’s why they’ve been trying to 
gather all of those relics. They use one of their best anthros as a blood sacrifice. They hope that a 
demonic spirit will enter into this world through that death. Unfortunately, such anthros are 
extremely limited in numbers. I heard that some facility was actually supposed to look into 
anthro cloning to produce an unlimited supply of those best anthros.” Bocchino did not want to 
listen, “What the fuck are you going on about, man? You sound like one of those shit-eating 
Scientology fucks. This damn shit is fucking unbelievable. You mean to tell me that the fucking 
Omega Foundation is just some big giant cult that captures anthros and fucks the living daylights 
out of them until they decide that they’ Il just cut them open so a demon can come here?” Jim 
took a deep breath before continuing, “I know it sounds unbelievable, but that’s the honest 
truth.” Bocchino still did not believe the human, “Tell me that you’re fucking with me.” Jim 
replied, “I can’t because I’m not fucking with you.” Bocchino considered all that he knew about 
the Omega Foundation, “This shit sounds fucking whack.” Jim nodded, “I understand that you 
don’t believe this is happening, but I want you to remember that J was part of the Omega 


Foundation.” 


Bocchino looked downwards and frowned, “You’re my best source, yet I’m still in 
disbelief.” Jim looked at the cat, “What you believe is your business. However, Ill leave you 
with some thoughts: You know what you saw. You know who I am. You know where you’ve 
been. You know what Kurt’s been trying to tell you the entire time. You know that we don’t 
have him here anymore. You know that we still have a mission to complete.” The cat stood in 
silence as a result of the human’s statement. After a short period of time, Bocchino sighed and 
shook his head yet again, but he did not say anything. The cat turned away from the human, and 
he banged his fist on the side of the helicopter in frustration. Jim did not say anything else to 
Bocchino, as he only stood back and watched as Bocchino tried to alleviate some of his feelings. 

Jim then noticed that the vixen had been awake. The female fox spoke, “When are we 
going to be leaving?” Bocchino’s moment of emotion was cut short by the vixen’s words, “In a 
little bit, I guess.” Jim looked at Bocchino again, and he watched as the cat turned away from the 
helicopter again. The human decided that he would let Bocchino use this period of downtime to 
calm himself down. Jim returned to the starboard side cockpit door, and he climbed inside in 
order to gather the engine covers which he had dropped inside of the cockpit. The human then 
moved back into the cabin, and he put the engine covers away. The human noticed the bag of 
supplies which they had brought along with them. The human spoke to the two anthros, “Why 
don’t you guys get something to eat from out of there? We can get going after that.”” Bocchino 
turned around to face the tactical bag in question, “Alright. I suppose we can go ahead and do 
that.” The cat then looked at the vixen, who he still did not know the name of. Bocchino shook 
his head one more time, “I don’t believe that I’ve ever heard your name before.” The vixen 
turned her head to look at Bocchino. After a short moment of time, the female fox finally gave 


her name to the cat, “My name is Jackie.” 


Chapter 7 


Captives 


Arcades found himself awoken by noises made by a vehicle’s engine outside. The fox 
looked upwards attempting to look outside, but the room which he and Jason were in did not 
have any windows, rendering it impossible to see what the source of the noise was. Arcades sat 
up the best he was able to, and he looked to the door in front of him. The fox listened closely, 
and he was able to roughly identify the sound as an engine of a medium or large-sized wheeled 
vehicle. Arcades was not sure who was driving the vehicle, but he did not have a way to find out. 
He also felt that his captors would not provide him with such information anyways. The fox 
looked to Jason, and he could see that the wolf was waking up from his sleep as well. Jason 
looked over to Arcades, and he could tell from the look on Arcades’ face that the fox did not 
know the source of the noise. 

Jason asked the question anyways, “Kurt, what’s that sound?” Arcades stated what he 
knew, “I don’t know.” The fox then made a suggestion to the wolf, “Try and keep quiet. I dunno 
who is here, but I hope they’re not looking for us.” Jason looked at the fox, “Why would that be 
a bad thing?” Arcades replied, “There is no way Jim and Bobby would be back this early. If 
somebody else is looking for us, then that can only mean more problems for us.” Jason looked at 
the fox, and he stopped speaking. Arcades sat in silence as well, and both anthros were trying to 


listen to see what was happening outside of the room which they were currently held in. Both 


anthros were also trying to remain completely still, for the chains which they wore still made 
enough noise to be audible to people right outside of the room they were in. 

Two humans Wearing M81 and blue UN helmets stepped out of a white BAE Systems 
Caiman MRAP truck after disabling the vehicle’s engine. Both humans were wielding XMP-|1s, 
but they stowed their weapons away for the time being. Though both of the humans were 
wearing UN helmets and their truck was lettered UN on the side, neither of the men were 
actually from the United Nations. The human who was sitting in the passenger seat looked down 
at a tablet he was carrying, “This is where the drone spotted them last. It tracked them from 
Facility Twenty-Four to here.” The first human nodded to his colleague, “Alright, we’ll go in 
there and see what we can find.” The first human walked over to the front of the door, and he 
prepared to use the butt of his weapon to bust down the wooden front door. Right before the two 
humans began the process of breaching into the building, one of them spoke over the radio, “This 
is Tau 1. Preparing to breach into a building where suspected raiders are hiding. Standby for 
confirmation.” The human swung his weapon’s butt backwards, and he slammed it into the side 
of the door which held the handle. After a few more seconds of swinging, the human was able to 
successfully break the weak lock off the door. The humans prepared their XMP-1s before 
entering the small building. 

Upon entering, the two humans encountered four anthro cats scrambling for their 
weapons. The Omega operatives wasted no time using the bean bag rounds loaded into the 
airburst compartment of their rifles to incapacitate the anthros scrambling for their weapons. 
Kitchi, Koh-Koh, and Kohei were quickly knocked out by the bean bag rounds since they were 
unable to ready their weapons in time. Spectre, on the other hand, was able to successfully dodge 


the incoming bean bag rounds that were fired at her. The gray cat grabbed her Glock G18C, and 


she prepared to fire upon the Omega operatives after switching the fire-selector to automatic. 
The Omega operatives both found they depleted their magazines carrying the less-lethal 
ammunition, so they quickly toggled their weapons to fire 5.56x45mm rounds instead of bean 
bag rounds. Spectre quickly assumed a shooting stance and prepared to pull the trigger under 
stress, but she was quickly shot by the two ISG members before she was able to do anything. As 
the cat collapsed to the ground, she held the trigger of her G18C, and rounds impacted the walls 
and the ceiling. Spectre fell to the ground as her G18C ran out of 9x19mm rounds in the 
magazine, and the ISG members shot her a couple more times for good measure. 

“Fuck, maybe we shouldn’t’ve killed her,” one of the ISG members spoke. The second 
operative was already reloading another magazine of bean bag rounds into his XMP-1, “At least 
they can’t mess with us anymore. How many anthros were we expecting to find here?” The first 
operative began to reload his XMP-1 as well, “I think that’s about it. Here, we should check the 
other room. I doubt we’d find anything in it, but we should still check it anyway.” The second 
operative finished his reloading process, and he looked at the three incapacitated anthros, ““What 
are we gonna do with these anthros? We only brought enough for two.” The first operative 
moved himself closer to the door that Arcades and Jason were behind, “Hold on. We’|l figure 
that out after we check this room. Now, are you ready?” The second operative moved up to the 
door, and he prepared the bean bag rounds for his XMP-1, “Yeah. Let’s get this going.” The first 
human stepped back away from the door, and he delivered a kick right next to the handle. The 
resulting kick was sufficient to break the handle from the weak wooden door, and the door 
swung open. Both humans entered the room. 

Tau | immediately recognized the fox, and he nodded to Tau 2 to keep his XMP-1 


pointed at Arcades. Tau | spoke over the radio, “This is Tau 1, we believe we have located the 


black and white fox. Over.” The fox was unable to hear the audio from the human’s headset, but 
Tau | heard a response relatively promptly, “Say again, Tau 1, can you confirm the anthro’s 
identity? Over.” Tau | replied while looking directly at the anthro, ““There’s nothing here to 
confirm with. Over.” The radio operator then spoke again, “Copy. Does the fox have any 
accomplices? Over.” Tau 1 looked over at Jason, who was sitting right next to Arcades, “It looks 
like he’s with a gray wolf. There were four anthro cats in the room, but they seemed to have 
taken both the fox and the wolf captive. Over.” 

The radio operative wanted to clear up ambiguity, ““What do you mean by captive? 
Over.” Tau | used his eyes to scan the two naked restrained anthros, “They’re both completely 
naked and in moderate restraints. Over.” Tau 2 lowered his weapon after realizing that Arcades 
and Jason were not physically able to resist. The first human received a response from the radio 
operator, “Affirmative. Take them both in. Leave the other four anthros. The black and white 
furred fox is the priority target. Over.” Tau | finished his radio conversation, “Solid copy. We’ ll 
bring them both in. Out.” Arcades’ ears began to lower, for he knew that he was in deep trouble. 
The human approached the helpless fox, and he grabbed Arcades by the shoulder. Forcing the 
fox to stand up, Tau 1 visually looked over Arcades to ensure that that fox was not carrying a key 
to the restraints or anything else he could use to escape. 

Tau 2 examined the way that Arcades was restrained, “We’re gonna have to restrain him 
more. We can’t bring him in like this.” The fox was confused since he knew that he was already 
unable to perform many actions with his wrists, ankles, and thumbs bound together. Tau 1 
nodded, “That’s right. Good thing we have enough in the truck for both of ‘em. Come on, let’s 
bring them out.” Tau 2 grabbed Jason by the chain connecting the handcuffs, and he forced the 


wolf to his feet as well. Though neither of the two anthros did not want to proceed with the 


Omega operatives, they knew that they had no choice but to comply given their current state. 
Arcades and Jason were both tugged by the humans through the small encampment, and both 
anthros shot a look at the dead gray cat who was lying in a pool of her own blood. The two 
anthros also looked at the rest of the cats, and they could not tell if they were incapacitated or 
dead as well. They did not want to ask. 

With the front door still hanging open, the humans exited the building first, and they 
yanked the chains which connected the anthros’ ankles to their wrists. Arcades and Jason both 
staggered as they were brought outside into the morning light, and the fox immediately could 
feel the chill of the wind on his naked body. Tau 1 approached the BAE Caiman while his 
colleague forced the two anthros to their knees. Tau 1 opened the rear of the vehicle, and he 
stepped inside of the cargo compartment of the truck. Both anthros could only sit and watch as 
they waited for the human to emerge from the vehicle. Meanwhile, Tau 2 paced back and forth 
carrying an XMP-1 while making sure that the two anthros did not attempt an escape. The 
human spoke to the noticeably frightened anthros, “Don’t you fucks try anything. You’ll only 
make it worse for yourselves.” The fox frowned as he continued to watch as the human 
continued pacing. He knew that he would be entirely unable to escape even the humans if he 
desperately tried to. Jason, on the other hand, only looked at the ground as he pondered over the 
same thing that Arcades thought about. 

Tau 1 emerged from the vehicle carrying restraints which Arcades was quick to 
recognize. Tau 1 was holding a pair Smith & Wesson Model | handcuffs which were outfitted 
with BOA locksets rather than the standard factory locksets. The fox knew that BOA locksets 
were keyed uniquely for each set of restraints, so he knew that he would have no chance of using 


any of the keys he owned to open the locksets. The human was also holding a pair of Smith & 


Wesson Model 1900 leg shackles which were outfitted with similar BOA locksets. The Omega 
operative gave an order to the fox, “Stand your ass up, fox.” Arcades slowly began to stand up 
while his legs were noticeably shaking from the sheer stress of the situation. The fox looked 
down, and he watched as the high security leg shackles were applied directly below the original 
pair of Smith & Wesson 1900 shackles which the fox was currently wearing. 

When the human finished locking the modified shackles around the fox’s legs, he 
removed a standard handcuff key from his pocket in order to remove the shackles which Arcades 
was originally wearing. With the fox’s original shackles now removed, the fox watched as the 
modified handcuffs were locked around his wrists as well. Since Arcades’ wrists were so thin, 
Tau 1 was able to easily lock the second pair of handcuffs directly behind the fox’s first pair. Tau 
1 then began to unlock the original handcuffs which the fox was wearing. With the original 
handcuffs no longer attached to the fox’s wrists, the human then unthreaded them from the fox’s 
restraint belt while still leaving Arcades’ thumbs and wrists cuffed together. When the restraints 
were finally unthreaded from the belt, the Martin link immediately fell through the chain, and the 
entire chain began to fall down the fox’s thin waist. The chain landed down at Arcades’ ankles, 
and the Omega member reached down with one hand to grab the chain while using his other 
hand to make sure that he was still maintaining control of the fox’s wrists. 

Not wanting to let go of the fox’s wrists, Tau 1 signaled Tau 2 over to unlock the padlock 
that was holding the restraint chain together. Tau 2 looked at the padlock, and he recognized that 
it would be able to be opened with the use of a standard handcuff key. Tau 2 removed his 
standard key again, and he was easily able to remove the padlock from the chain. The human 
stepped away while grabbing up the rest of the chain that was dragging on the ground. Tau 1 


then took out a long pin, and he used the pin in order to double-lock the high security handcuffs 


and shackles that Arcades was now forced to wear. Tau | now was looking at the restraints that 
the fox was currently wearing. Arcades no longer had a chain around his waist, and he did not 
have a chain that was connecting his wrists to his ankles. While Tau | did intend on adding these 
two restraints, he knew that he had to add a couple of other devices that the Omega Foundation 
specifically used when dealing with high-value individuals. 

Tau | nodded to Tau 2, and the second operative stood over and held onto the fox to 
make sure that he would not run away. Tau | returned to the truck, and Arcades was wondering 
what the human was planning on retrieving from the vehicle. Jason could only sit and watch 
while Arcades was restrained yet again. By the state of the wolf’s genitals, it was clear that Jason 
was somewhat enjoying the event despite the fact that the Omega Foundation themselves had 
now shown up to take both anthros away. After a few more moments, Tau | emerged from the 
truck with a device which made the fox’s eyes widen. Tau | noticed that Arcades was visibly 
concerned due to what he was carrying, so he morphed his facial expression into a malevolent 
smile. The human spoke to the fox, who still had his eyes locked on the device which he carried, 
“You know what this is, don’t you, fox?” 

Arcades looked down as the human placed a metal ring with a loop over the fox’s 
exposed genitalia. As the human fitted the ring on the fox’s genitals, he could listen as Arcades’ 
breathing rapidly increased due to stress. The human then took a second component of the device 
composed of polymer, and he placed it over the fox’s penis itself while compressing it in the 
process. The experience was painful for Arcades, but he knew that there was nothing he could do 
to stop the Omega operatives. When the cage component of the device was placed over his penis, 


the human used a different padlock to secure the cage to the ring. The fox felt more pain from his 


genitals since they were now compressed into such a small state. The pain caused Arcades to 
grunt, and this noise prompted Tau 2 to begin to squeeze the fox’s neck in order to silence him. 

While Arcades hoped that the nightmare would soon end, the fox’s eyes widened yet 
again as Tau | removed a metallic buttplug from his pocket. The fox shook his head rapidly, but 
his nonverbal pleas would not prevent the Omega Foundation from doing what they wanted to 
the fox. Tau 1 moved behind the fox, and he lifted Arcades’ bushy tail upwards. Tau 1 gave 
Arcades an option to comply, “Spread those cheeks, fox.” The fox refused to comply with the 
human’s demands, and Tau | nodded to his colleague who then proceeded to hold the fox’s 
muzzle shut and bend him forwards in order for his rectum to become exposed to the human. Tau 
1 watched as Arcades’ anus was now exposed before him, and he wasted no time pushing the 
device directly into the fox’s anal cavity. The fox produced an audible grunt from the action, and 
his legs also began to shake even more from a combination of both physical stress and 
psychological torment. When Tau 1 finished, he gave the go-ahead for Tau 2 to force the fox to 
stand up straight again. When Arcades was stood up straight yet again, Tau 1 walked back over 
to the vehicle to retrieve more equipment. 

Tears were now rolling down the fox’s cheeks, and both humans were able to hear the 
fox audibly sob despite the fact that Tau 2 was still holding Arcades’ mouth shut. Jason only 
silently sat on his knees while watching the whole event, and he was now only horrified since he 
knew that he would receive the same treatment when the two operatives were done with Arcades. 
Tau 1 emerged from the vehicle yet again, and he was carrying a fox muzzle with a unique 
addition along with a lockbox for the BOA locksets. When Arcades noticed that the fox muzzle 
was reaching closer to his mouth, he could see that the inside of the muzzle was fitted with a 


silicone dildo. The fox tried to resist the device, but the two humans forced the dildo into 


Arcades’ mouth. Arcades gagged at first, but it was clear to him that the humans would not 
remove the specialized muzzle from his mouth. When the muzzle was fastened, the Omega 
operatives let go of the fox’s head, and they watched as Arcades thrashed his head around in vain 
as he tried to remove the muzzle. Tears were flung from the fox’s eyes during this action, and 
Arcades sobs were somehow louder than they were earlier. 

Tau | then took the BOA lockbox, and he prepared to place it over the handcuffs that 
Arcades was wearing in front of himself. However, the human paused right before placing the 
lockbox. Tau 1 gave an order for the fox, “Step through the cuffs. I want you to have your hands 
cuffed behind your back. Do it now, you fucking fox.” Arcades, with tears still rolling down his 
cheeks, reluctantly complied with his human captors. The fox bent over yet again to step through 
the legcuffs, and he was able to easily feel the pain of both devices the ISG used on his lower 
parts. Arcades stepped through the shackles, and he brought his restrained wrists past his violated 
buttocks and tail before being able to bring his hands behind his back. With the fox’s hands now 
behind his back, Tau 1 moved behind Arcades, and he placed the box over the BOA handcuffs. 
While the orange box covered the keyholes of the high security locks, it also featured a loop in 
the frame of the box which would be able to accommodate for the restraint chain which the fox 
had been previously wearing. 

Tau | inserted a double-sided steel plate into the orange box, and this addition prevented 
the box from opening by itself. The human then picked up the fox’s restraint chain, and he began 
to wrap it around Arcades’ waist until it was uncomfortably tight for the fox. When Tau 1 
decided that Arcades’ waist was wrapped tightly enough, he passed the Martin link through one 
of the regular chain links before pushing it through the opening in the orange box. Since the 


Smith & Wesson restraint belt featured a differently shaped Martin link when compared to 


competing manufacturers, Tau | had to lock a padlock through the end of the Martin link to 
prevent it from sliding out of the orange box. The fox’s wrists were now locked to his waist yet 
again; However, there was still a considerable amount of chain remaining which was dangling 
from Arcades’ waist. Tau | grabbed the chain tightly, and he pushed it through the fox’s 
buttcrack in order for it to prevent the buttplug from becoming loose in the fox’s anus. The chain 
was run along Arcades’ groin until it passed over his penis and reached the front of his waist 
where the chain was applied. Tau | gripped the chain, and he tightly wrapped it around until 
there was no more chain that was dangling. When the human was satisfied, he applied another 
padlock in order to prevent the chain from becoming loose. The fox could only continue to weep. 

Tau | returned to the Caiman again, and he promptly returned with a thirty inch chain 
which had two rings at each end. Tau 1| briefly unlocked the padlock that held the excess links of 
Arcades’ restraint chain together, and he threaded the chain through the ring on the chain before 
locking the padlock to the fox’s chain again. Tau | then padlocked the other ring to a center 
point of the chain of the Smith & Wesson shackles. Tau 1 stepped back away from the fox, and 
he looked Arcades over. Tau 1 spoke, “Still missing a couple things.” Arcades, still sobbing as 
much as he could, did not believe what he was hearing. He did not know what else these people 
could possibly do to him. The fox attempted to make some more noise, but the muzzle gag 
prevented him from doing so. Tau | returned again to the Caiman. 

When the human returned, he was carrying what appeared to be a set of black mitts along 
with a few more items which he had placed in his pockets. Tau 1 first moved behind the fox, and 
he briefly removed the fox’s thumbcuffs before placing the black mitts on the fox’s hands and 
pushing the wrist enclosures underneath the fox’s wrist restraints. The mitts featured holes for 


thumbs, and the only reason why this was a feature was so that Arcades would be able to wear 


the thumbcuffs again. With the mitts forcing Arcades’ hands into useless balls, his hands’ 
usefulness was affected again when his own thumbcuffs were locked around his thumbs yet 
again. Tau 1 double-locked the thumbcuffs, and he moved to the front of the fox again. Tau 1 
reached into his pocket, and he pulled out a pair of nipple clamps that were connected by a very 
short chain. Arcades could not even produce a response as to what was happening to him 
anymore, so he was only able to stand still while the humans further violated him. The fox 
immediately felt more pain from the use of the clamps on his bare nipples, and he held his eyes 
shut in an attempt to manage all of the pain he was feeling at once. 

Before the fox was able to open his eyes again, he could feel something else was being 
strapped to his head. Before the fox knew it, he was blindfolded by Tau 1. Tau 1 lifted the 
blindfold off of the fox’s eyes before he spoke, “I'll let your bitchass look for now. Look at 
yourself, fox. You’re nothing now. You anthros aren’t fuck all.” Arcades’ cries only fell on deaf 
ears, and he found that he was being forced to kneel yet again. When the fox was on his knees 
again, he was able to feel the combined encumberment due to all of the equipment which he was 
forced to wear by the ISG operatives. The fox looked back up, and he could see Tau | returning 
to the truck yet again. Arcades could not even come up with any more guesses as to what the 
human was going to bring out this time. After a short moment of time, Tau 1 emerged from the 
vehicle while carrying a collar which featured a glowing red LED stripe running around the 
collar. Tau 1 locked the collar around the fox’s neck with another padlock, and he stepped back 
from the fox to admire what he had done to violate Arcades on more than one level. 

Tau | chuckled, “Heh, you look like any fox should: Bound, helpless, and unable to do 
shit. You fucking foxes don’t deserve any better. You especially; the one who broke into the 


Foundation. Fucking piece of bitchass shit.” Arcades was unable to react to the human’s insults, 


and he only looked down at the cage which locked his genitals away. Unable to speak, unable to 
move, and unable to escape all contributed to the fox’s great feeling of distress. Tau 1 stood 
directly in front of the kneeling fox while he spoke to him, “Don’t get too comfortable down 
there, bitch.” Arcades sat his restrained hands on the soles of his bare feet, and he could only 
wonder what would happen to him next. He wished that he was the captive of the South African 
mercenaries rather than the Omega Foundation. 

Tau | spoke to the fox again, “Get your ass up, bitch. Come on!” Arcades slowly got to 
his feet, and the human shoved the fox to motivate him to get moving. When Arcades was 
shoved forwards, he could feel the buttplug dig into his anus as his legs moved back and forth, 
causing him to grunt. He found that the human was now leading him towards the BAE Caiman 
itself. The human gave the fox another shove right in front of the stairs that led to the rear 
carrying compartment of the vehicle, “Get your fucking dumbfuck slut ass in there, fox!” 
Arcades tried to balance himself as he stepped into the vehicle without any help given by the 
humans. When Arcades stepped into the vehicle, he felt himself being pushed to the floor of the 
vehicle by the human. The fox grunted when he landed on the vehicle’s floor. Tau 1 climbed 
aboard the vehicle with Arcades, and he closed the aftermarket door which connected the rear 
compartment to the cabin, for the humans kept all of their equipment in the rear cabin area. Tau | 
flipped the fox’s blindfold down, exited the truck, and closed the main door which led to the 
back compartment in order to keep Arcades locked up. The human then looked down at the wolf, 
“Your turn, bitch.” 

Bocchino looked to his left to see Jim before he looked out of the helicopter’s window. 
The cat was contemplating asking Jim a question, but he knew that he would have to ask the 


question before they were to reach Spain. From what the cat knew, he was currently flying over 


France. The flight had been planned as such to avoid traveling over water for extended periods of 
time just in case the group experienced mechanical trouble leading to them making an 
emergency landing. Bocchino decided to finally ask Jim his question, “Hey Jim.” Jim kept his 
eyes on the surroundings, but he acknowledged the cat, “Yeah, Bobby?” The cat continued, “Can 
we stop at Sealand?” Jim was surprised to hear the cat ask the question, ““You want to stop at 
Sealand? I thought you guys didn’t leave anything there.” Bocchino replied, “No, no, I didn’t.” 
The human was unsure of Bocchino’s intentions, “Why do we need to return to Sealand?” The 
cat then said, “I need to speak with the Prince.” 

Jim checked his location on the helicopter’s Garmin GPS system, and he figured that 
stopping at Sealand wouldn’t be too much of a deviation from the current flight plan. The human 
turned his head to face the cat, “Alright... We can stop at Sealand.” Bocchino perked up a small 
smile, but at the same time, he knew that he only had bad news to tell the Prince. The cat also 
had another reason as to why he wanted to stop at Sealand, “How about we modify our route a 
little bit? Crossing the North Atlantic from Spain might be complicated for us when we don’t 
speak their language. Sealand is close enough to Harwich International Port, and we might be 
able to put our helicopter on a boat in order to get back to the US. How does that sound? The 
human considered the option, “Sounds better than making the journey ourselves, but you know 
that boat will take longer than flying in a Galaxy. Right?” Bocchino sighed, “Yeah, I know it’ll 
take longer, but we’ve already spent a good amount of Kurt’s money on refueling this damn 
thing. Flying there would be straight up too expensive.” Jim adjusted the helicopter’s course for 
the United Kingdom, and he checked his GPS to make sure that he was indeed going in the 
correct direction. The cat then remembered something else that was important, “Oh shit, that’s 


right. We also have three of Kurt’s vehicles still there. We need to take those back with us.” Jim 


knew about one of the vehicles, “The Stealth Hawk? I know that’s one vehicle we left there. You 
didn’t tell me you left two others there.” Bocchino mentioned the other two vehicles, “Kurt 
brought two cars with him. They’re his vehicles, but they might come in handy for us.” 

Jim was not sure what type of vehicles the cat was referring to, “What did he have? 
Armored vehicles or what?” Bocchino shook his head, “‘No, they’re civilian cars. He’s got a Ford 
Mustang and a Toyota 4Runner. He brought them to the UK so the Foundation wouldn’t destroy 
them when they raided his place.” Jim now knew that there were two other vehicles left in 
England, but he did not know where they were exactly, “Where are they? He didn’t just park 
them somewhere and leave them, right?” Bocchino replied, “I believe we left them where you 
left the Stealth Hawk. I’m not sure if you remember seeing us park those two cars out there.” The 
human shook his head, “‘Nah, that ain’t ringing a bell, man.” Bocchino shrugged, “It doesn’t 
really matter. What matters is that we get those two helicopters and cars back to the US.” Jim 
had another objection, ““Where are we supposed to store two helicopters? Not to mention the fact 
that one of those helicopters we have isn’t even supposed to officially exist.” The cat sighed, “I 
dunno. We’|l have to figure that out. We should just get them to the US at least. I hope it doesn’t 
cost us too much money to put all four vehicles on a boat. After all, ’'ve been using Kurt’s 
money to pay for literally everything.” Jim shook his head, “That motherfucker is gonna be 
broke by the time we’re done.” Bocchino made a comment, “Don’t worry, Fox Security is an 
LLC.” Jim shook his head again. 

The security chief contacted One, “Sir, we have important news.” One answered the call 
as he blew off some smoke, “What is it this ttme? Another break in?” The security chief replied, 
“No, no. Kurt Hofmeier has been captured.” One was surprised, ““What? I thought that fox was 


supposed to be dead.” The security chief gave more information for the purpose of context, “ISG 


Tau-Gamma picked him up not far from Facility Twenty-Four; we believe that he was involved 
in the raid.” One nodded in affirmation, “Hmm... Where is he now?” The security chief 
responded, “He’s enroute to the next closest facility, Facility Seventeen. It’s in Morocco though, 
so it’Il be awhile until he makes it there.” One shook his head, “No, I want you to bring him 
directly to me. Put him on a plane and fly him here.” The security chief accepted the order, 
“Affirmative, sir.” One still had another question, “Was he alone?” The security chief replied, 
“Negative, sir. Tau-Gamma found him with one accomplice: A gray wolf. Both of them are 
currently being transported together.” One then spoke again to the security chief, “I want Alpha- 
Omega there to make sure the fox doesn’t escape. They shall provide security during the 
transport. Arrange for them to load them on a plane at...” One did not know which airport he 
would use. 

The security chief spoke after a few moments of silence, “How about Boma Airport? It’s 
still in the Democratic Republic of Congo. It’s actually not that far from Facility Twenty-Four. 
I'll have Alpha-Omega sent there, and they’Il supervise the transport. We won’t move the fox 
until your ISG unit gets there.” One shook his head, “No, that’ll take too long. Fuck... 
Dammit... How many ISG units are operating in the vicinity?” The security chief checked some 
information before responding, “Tau-Gamma is currently there, and they have the fox as of right 
now. The next unit that’s operational is about fifty kilometers out. It’s ISG Zeta-Kappa.” One 
asked the security chief a question, “What is Zeta-Kappa dealing with at the moment?” The 
security chief replied, “I would have to contact them, sir.” One’s greatest concern was still time, 
“How long would that take?” The security chief considered the situation before answering the 
question, “It shouldn’t take too long. At that point, they should be on a plane before the day is 


done.” 


One was not sure which time zone the security chief was referring to, “Is that their time, 
or our time?” The security chief replied, “Their time. It’s about the middle of the day over there. 
I don’t think it’s quite noon yet, but it’s pretty close. Zeta-Kappa should be able to get there 
when Tau-Gamma arrives at Boma Airport. I’ll have a plane disguised as a UN-sponsored 
aircraft go to pick them up, sir.” One was satisfied with the security chief’s plan, “Alright. That 
sounds good enough. I want that fox here as soon as possible. I want to see him in person. You 
hear me?” The security chief acknowledged One, “Yes sir. P’ll notify Tau-Gamma to proceed to 
Boma. They have not reached the border of the Republic of Congo, but they were pretty close.” 
One restated his wants to the security chief, “Just as long as that fox gets here as soon as 
possible. Make sure that he has no chance to escape. I know those red fox motherfuckers are 
crafty-ass bastards. I’1l have Alpha-Omega pick him up when you get him to the US.” The 
security chief reassured One, “Don’t worry, sir. I’ve been told that they’re heavily restrained.” 
One took a deep breath before replying, “Make sure that they’re not getting out at all.” The 
security chief acknowledged his boss, “Yes sir. It will be done.” 

Arcades shuffled around in the back of the Caiman while trying to assume a position that 
was not too painful. Not only were the heavy restraints rather uncomfortable for the fox, the 
discomfort was multiplied by the other intrusive devices which the ISG forced him to wear. 
Arcades had been kneeling in the vehicle, but he had to change position due to the discomfort it 
caused him. Arcades tried to sit flat on his buttocks, but the issue was presented when the chain, 
running between his buttocks, pushed the buttplug further up his anus. Arcades knew that he 
could not sit in a conventional manner, but he did not know any other way to sit. Squatting only 


made the fox feel even more discomfort and any movement that the fox made quickly reminded 


him of the device that was shoved up his anal cavity. Arcades was beginning to feel that Omega 
wanted him to feel the discomfort. 

Arcades could also very well feel the uncomfortable vibrations of the truck as it 
proceeded, but he had no idea of where he was nor how long he had been in the truck. The fox 
had spent most of his time trying to assume a comfortable position, but all of his attempts were 
in vain. Still blinded by the blindfold, the fox could not even look around the truck to see if there 
was anything that he could use to escape. Arcades knew that an escape attempt would be next to 
impossible given his current predicament; he was not even able to move his fingers at all. He 
also knew that he did not possess the keys to any of the restraints, and he knew that BOA 
locksets were specifically designed to prevent sly foxes such as himself from escaping. Arcades’ 
eyes were still burning from the tears from which he cried, but the fox continued to cry even 
though he knew that his tears were not changing his situation. 

With every bump the Caiman drove over, the fox could clearly feel the device occupying 
his anal cavity, and he could also feel the device locked on his genitalia. The clamps locked 
around the fox’s nippes did not help his comfort or morale either. Arcades knew that Omega 
wanted to make sure that he was as humiliated as possible before arriving at one of the facilities. 
The fox was beginning to wonder if Jason was in the vehicle with him. He had assumed that the 
wolf had been restrained in a very similar fashion to himself, but Arcades did not remember if 
Jason was ordered into the Caiman with him. The fox wanted to find out if Jason was in the 
vehicle, but he knew that he would have a hard time completing this objective. Arcades could not 
simply see the wolf in the vehicle with him, and he knew that he would not be able to feel for the 


wolf since his hands were locked in mitts. Arcades also could not speak to the wolf with the gag 


occupying his mouth, but he did not even know what he would say to Jason even if he was free 
to speak. 

Jason was sitting on his buttocks in the vehicle, and he was mere inches away from the 
fox. The wolf was restrained in an identical fashion to Arcades, but surprising enough to the 
wolf, Omega allowed him to see while inside of the vehicle. Though Jason was wearing the same 
blindfold that Arcades was wearing, the ISG did not flip the blindfold itself over the wolf’s eyes, 
and it was sitting on his forehead instead. The wolf had watched Arcades’ fruitless efforts of 
trying to get comfortable, and he did guiltily know that the fox’s struggles were rather 
stimulating to watch. However, Jason was unable to get too excited due to the cage that was also 
locked around his own genitalia. The sexually frustrated wolf looked down at his restrained 
genitals, and he looked back up at the fox before attempting to sigh. The sigh was prevented by 
the identical muzzle that the ISG made the wolf wear as well. Jason’s excitement was also 
affected due to that the fox was still crying. Jason shook his head, for he did not enjoy the sights 
and sounds of Arcades in a chronic state of distress. One part of the wolf wanted to try and 
comfort the fox, but he did not know what he would even be able to do for Arcades. After all, 
both anthros knew that they were in the process of being taken to some Omega Foundation 
facility. Both anthros also knew very well of what happens to anthros detained at the Foundation. 
All the wolf could do was try to sit as comfortably as possible on the metallic floor of the 
vehicle. The BAE Caiman was clearly not designed for the comfort of captives in transit. 

With the sun descending over the horizon, Jim could see the lights of Sealand in the 
distance, “Alright Bobby. We’re almost there.” Bocchino stood up from where he was lying, and 
he moved over to the cockpit to look out the window, “Oh shit, already?” The human shook his 


head and chuckled, “Heh, may seem like that to you. You slept a good portion of this flight.” The 


cat looked out the window again to see the sun as it appeared to descend as Earth rotated, “It’s 
almost night already?” Jim nodded, “Yeah. I mean, I’ve been awake for the whole shebang, at 
least.” Bocchino could see the lights that set the sea fort apart from the open water, “That must 
be Sealand. I never thought I’d wanna ever come back to a fucking place like that.” Jim smiled 
as he spoke again, “Yeah, I’m pretty sure this must be the right place if it has its name painted on 
the top of the damn thing.” The human did not receive a response from the cat, so he decided to 
ask him a question, “So, what do you plan on asking that Prince they have there?” Bocchino 
immediately thought of Arcades, “I... I-I mean I'll have to tell him about Kurt, of course.” Jim 
kept his eyes on his imaginary waypoint, “Why should he care? Kurt’s literally just some fox 
that showed up there one day, right? Why should he care about Kurt? He doesn’t owe him 
anything.” Bocchino sighed, “I mean... Well... He’s kinda the only help we have at this point.” 
Jim flipped up his visor when he noticed that the sun had now set far enough for him to 
no longer need the protection of the visor. The human questioned Bocchino, “What do we need 
his help for?” Bocchino spoke about his intentions, “I wonder if he can help us find some more 
Omega facilities.” The cat took a brief pause, and he spoke again before Jim could say anything 
else to Bocchino, “Do you think he would be able to help us find Kurt?” Jim chuckled, “Pfft... 
Hah, I didn’t think you’d be this concerned about the well-being of a fox you talk this much shit 
about.” Bocchino finally sat himself down in the co-pilot seat since the sun was no longer 
shining light directly on the top of the seat, “The thing is that Kurt’s always... How do I put 
this?” Bocchino stopped his thought as he tried to figure out what he wanted to say. Jim 
remained silent as he gave the cat plenty of time to concentrate on organizing his thoughts. 
Bocchino finally decided he wanted to speak his thoughts, and they came out less elegant than he 


wanted, “Kurt’s just the kind of guy that ain’t a dick. You know what I’m saying?” 


Jim shook his head, “No, I don’t,” the human paused for a split second before continuing 
again, “I don’t know what you really mean by that.” Bocchino tried to explain himself 
differently, “Ever since I first met Kurt, he’s just been... Different from all of the other people or 
anthros I’ve known in this field.” The human pressed for more information, “By this field, I'd 
assume you’re talking about being a PMC?” Bocchino nodded, “Yeah, that’s what I mean. You 
find a lot of fuckin’ dicks in this field. Lemme tell you all about this shit. You got all of these 
motherfuckers who think their shit don’t stink. They think fuckin’ they’re all high and mighty 
and super fucking amazing. In the end, they’re just bigass fucking dickheads and dipshits. 
Fuckers can just go to hell for all I give a shit.” Jim was rather amused due to Bocchino’s use of 
vulgar language, “You’ve got quite a way with words, now don’t you?” Bocchino could 
recognize that the human was being sarcastic, so he deployed his middle finger and said, “Fuck 
you too... Asshole...” 

Bocchino frowned as he looked down at the helicopter he was flying in. He knew that the 
helicopter was the same one that he had flown on numerous times before for Fox Security. The 
HH-60 even had the Fox Security logo near the end of the fuselage. Bocchino spoke again, “Kurt 
was never like those people. He’s fucking different. I do honestly feel kinda sorry for that fucker. 
I especially remember the part when he told the entire company that he would have to leave to go 
to the UK in order to escape Omega. Everybody except for Jason and I left. That faggot Jason 
didn’t leave just because he’s fucking gay for the bitch... Fucker should be lynched if you ask 
me. That piece of shit faggot... Fucking bitch should die already.” Jim pushed the stick forwards 
a bit more in order to speed the helicopter up by a small amount while ignoring some of 


Bocchino’s less positive remarks, “Yeah, I remember you told me about that little incident.” 


Bocchino nodded, for he remembered something else, ““Yeah, that’s the fucking thing! 
Kurt is different. He gave Jason a second chance even after what that bitch tried to do to him. 
How many dumbasses do you know who would do that?” Jim exhaled rather quickly as he 
spoke, “Whew... Well, I know you wouldn’t see that too often.” Bocchino continued, “Exactly. 
Why the fuck would that damn fox even forgive fuckin’ Jason for doing that shit in the first 
place?” Jim looked at the cat when he spoke to Bocchino, “Kurt’s one of those religious types. 
Remember?” Bocchino did not return eye contact with the human, for the cat only rubbed his 
forehead with his hand, “Yeah, that’s kind of the thing. I think that’s also why everyone else 
decided to leave him. I mean, he just comes across as being really fucking weak. Don’t you think 
so? No fucking shit people wouldn’t hesitate to jump ship. The fucker don’t even cuss or nothin’. 
Can you believe this shit? In this sort of line of work, that’s the kind of shit you hear every 
fucking day. That bitch is fucking different.” 

Jim considered what the cat had said. The human finally delivered a response after a 
moment of silence, “Did you ever think that Kurt is trying to tell you something? Did you ever 
try to consider his motivations or anything?” Bocchino replied, “Well, I know that we both want 
Omega gone...” Jim could tell that the cat missed his point, “I’m not talking about those 
motivations. Here, let me give you an example: Why does he not wear shoes?” Bocchino 
remembered that Arcades told him the answer to this question before, but the cat did not bother 
trying to remember it, “I just think he’s one of those freaks, you know? I mean, I know anthros 
don’t really need to wear shoes, but fuck me... It’s stuff like that he does which makes him 
appear like a fucking weak-ass bitch. Also, I think it turns Jason the fuck on. What a fucking 
faggot son of a bitch he is. Motherfucker. Kurt is either fucking retarded and completely fucking 


oblivious to it, or he’s in on it with that faggot wolf and ready to take one up his fucking ass.” 


Jim spoke to Bocchino in order to give him a different perspective, seeing how the cat 
was still using a rather rude vocabulary, “Are you sure? Do you think he does it to appear less 
intimidating?” The cat immediately remembered that Jim’s suggestion was indeed the same 
explanation that Arcades told him prior, “I think that’s what he told me, but why would you want 
to do something like that anyways? We’re a fucking PMC company. We ain’t a 
motherfucking...” Bocchino stopped his sentence, and he shook his head in anger as he raised 
his voice, “Dammit! Kurt’s being fucking taken away, and it’s all my fucking fault. I should’ve 
fucking killed those damned South African niggers.” Jim was rather surprised by Bocchino’s use 
of his final word, “I thought that word only applied to black humans and not black furred 
anthros.” The cat dismissed Jim’s comment, “Africa’s got both of them, and Kurt probably 
deserves to be chained up with the rest of the niggers anyways. Why does it even matter who I 
get to call a nigger?” Jim continued, “Black furred anthros don’t originate from Africa. You 
know that, right?” Bocchino exhaled, “Look man, I don’t want this shit right now. Who the fuck 
knows what they’ve got going on with Kurt and Jason right now? We’re gonna have a helluva 
time trying to track those sons of bitches down anyways. Probably only one of them is worth 
taking, though. That motherfucking faggot can ride the Hershey highway all the way to hell for 
all I give a shit.” 

The cockpit was filled with silence for the next few moments, but the noise of the 
helicopter’s rotors and engines still filled the air with ambient sound. Bocchino’s hand balled 
into a fist, and the cat let out some of his anger, “I can’t fucking believe those motherfuckers 
took both of them away fucking bum-ass naked! What type of shit was that? Can you fucking 
believe that shit? This shit is the fucking reason why we’re fucked! We’ve all fucking failed as a 


fucking species! All the fucking damned anthros care about is fucking eachother! Fucking 


literally! Shit! Fuck! Motherfuckers shit the bed and they decide they’re gonna become a bunch 


1»? 


of fucking niggers and get fucked!” Jim continued to fly the helicopter in silence as Bocchino 
continued to vent his frustration, “And then you have these dipshits and fucking humans who 
look at us as if we’re all like this. This shit is the reason why fucking humans don’t even wanna 
come near us! And it fucking sucks because there ain’t a damned thing I can fucking do about it! 
Other fucking niggers shit the bed, and now it’s supposed to be my problem?” Jim attempted to 
lighten the mood a bit, and it was something he had learned to keep his sanity given his previous 
occupation working for Omega, “Italians -- I’m tellin’ ya. You guys sure do have a way with 
words.” 

Bocchino did not reply to Jim’s comment, and the helicopter’s cabin was once again 
absent of speech. The cat briefly turned around to see if his vulgar rant had awoken the vixen, 
but Bocchino was both surprised as well as relieved to see that he had not done such. The cat 
turned around again, and he could see that the helicopter was now descending on Sealand’s 
helipad. Jim prepared the helicopter for landing by adjusting its angle-of-attack, “Looks like 
we’re about here. Try not to make a scene in front of the Prince, now. Right?” Bocchino looked 
out at the sky again, and he could see that it was now almost night outside. The cat sat silently in 
the co-pilot seat as he waited for Jim to successfully land on the helipad. As the human finished 
landing the helicopter, he shut off the engines, and he prepared to disembark from the helicopter. 
Before the human could finish shutting off the helicopter, he could see another human climb up 
to meet them on the helipad. Jim immediately recognized the human as the Prince of Sealand. 

Jim opened the helicopter door, and he was greeted by the Prince, “Back so soon already? 
I didn’t expect you guys to come back here.” Jim replied to the other human, “Well, we have 


some good news and some bad news. We’ll get to all of that, though.” The Prince looked at the 


closed side door of the HH-60, “I take it Kurt’s in there, right?” Jim did not want to break the 
first mention of bad news to the Prince. When the Prince did not receive a response from either 
Jim or Bocchino, he knew that something was wrong, “Kurt’s not here, is he?” Jim frowned as 
he slowly shook his head. The Prince shook his head as well in response, “What happened to that 
bloke? Did he get killed by Omega?” Bocchino replied, “Worse...” The Prince was out of the 
loop of the situation, “No? What happened to him?” Jim sighed, and he looked at Bocchino to 
see if the cat was willing to explain the situation. Bocchino finally spoke, “How about we all talk 
about this inside?” 

Tau | looked out the driver-side window of his Caiman, and he could see the tail of the 
Learjet 75 visually exposed over the fence of the airport. The aircraft was completely white, and 
it featured black UN lettering over a large portion of the aircraft’s vertical stabilizer. Tau 1 
looked to his colleague, “Looks like they’ re already waiting for us.” Tau 2 looked at the airplane 
for himself and commented, “That means we’ll be out of here in no time.” Tau 1 then looked 
over to the radio speaker which was mounted on the dashboard of the vehicle, “Call up Gamma. 
Ask them for their status.” Tau 2 grabbed the Motorola speaker/microphone combo, and he held 
down the PTT button, “Gamma, this is Tau 2. We are just about to arrive at Boma airport. What 
is your status? Over.” Tau 2 looked at his rear vision mirror, and he could see the second BAE 
Caiman traveling behind their vehicle. The passenger of the second truck replied, “Tau, this is 
Gamma 2. Everything looks good from here. We’ll be ready to proceed with the exchange. 
Over.” 

Tau 1 began to drive off from the paved road, and he was now driving the vehicle over a 
dirt trail. The second truck followed the first Caiman, and both vehicles were proceeding towards 


an alternate entrance of the airport. As the two trucks drove closer to the back gate of the airport, 


a couple of ISG members wearing UN uniforms approached the rear gate to let the two trucks in. 
When the first truck approached the gate, Tau 1 stopped the vehicle right in front of the gate in 
order for the two ISG members to let the trucks in. One of the ISG members approached the 
truck through a personnel door, and he stepped up to the driver-side door of the first truck, “State 
your callsign.” Tau | replied, “ISG Tau-Gamma.” The ISG member nodded, “Callsign checks 
out; you’re clear to enter.” The ISG member stepped off of the side skirt of the Caiman, and he 
proceeded to the vehicle gate’s controls. 

The ISG member pressed a button, and the rear gate of the airport began to slowly open. 
Once the gate reached its maximum opening position, both of the trucks drove onto the airfield, 
and they drove on the tarmac as they headed towards the parked Learjet 75. The aircraft was 
completely white much like the two Caimans, and it was also disguised as a United Nations 
vehicle, bearing the UN lettering on the fuselage and tail section. As the two trucks approached 
the aircraft, multiple ISG members wearing blue combat fatigues and black personnel equipment 
emerged from the aircraft’s door. When the two trucks stopped in front of the personnel, the rear 
door of the second Caiman opened, and multiple armed humans emerged from the vehicle. Tau 2 
opened the passenger-side door while Tau 1 disabled the vehicle’s engine. ISG Zeta-Kappa wore 
the blue and black Omega special forces uniforms, and they were clearly set apart from Tau- 
Gamma disguised as UN Peacekeepers. Zeta 1 spoke to Tau 1, “You got them in the back of this 
truck?” Tau 1 nodded, “That’s right. One black red fox and one gray wolf.” Zeta 1 commented, 
“A black red fox? That sounds an awful lot like that anthro who broke into Facility Five.” Tau 1 
relayed his news to the ISG unit, “Turns out, this is that anthro. Must’ve been enough for 
command to call you spec ops guys out here.” Zeta 1 replied, “Alpha-Omega would’ve done this. 


We’re just here because they’re not.” 


Tau | and the rest of his squad led Zeta-Kappa to the rear of the Caiman. Zeta 1 looked at 
the rear door of the Caiman, and he watched as Tau | opened the rear of the truck. Immediately, 
the humans could see a rather frightened wolf staring back at the humans. Zeta 1 questioned the 
other squad, “Why is the wolf not blindfolded?” Tau 1 stepped inside of the truck, and he 
quickly lowered the blindfold over Jason’s eyes, “Don’t worry about that.” Zeta 1 shook his head 
in disapproval, “Whatever. Let’s just get this going.” Tau | grabbed the restrained wolf first, and 
he forced Jason to stand up. Since Jason could not see where he was going, he almost began to 
walk straight into the side of the cabin. Tau | chuckled, “Heh, stupid fucking bitch. Watch where 
you’re going, motherfucker.” The human knew very well that the wolf was not able to see, but 
that did not stop him from verbally abusing the wolf. 

Tau 1| held the wolf’s restrained hands as he led Jason to the end of the cabin. The human 
then remembered that the wolf would have to descend the steps of the cabin, and this task would 
be especially difficult for the wolf since he was blindfolded. Tau 1 displayed a slightly 
malevolent smile on his face, and he turned around to face Arcades, who was still kneeling in the 
vehicle. Zeta 1 approached the wolf, and he grabbed Jason’s left ankle above the shackle before 
he could even attempt to descend from the Caiman, “Come on now, let’s speed things up. One 
wants to see both of these anthros ASAP, and we don’t want to keep him waiting.” Tau 1| let go 
of the wolf’s wrists, and he left Zeta 1 to deal with getting Jason out of the vehicle. Zeta 1 turned 
to the men in his squad, “Come on, give me a hand.” Zeta 2 and Zeta 3 walked over to help Jason 
descend the steps of the Caiman’s rear door by manually lifting him down. 

After successfully reaching the ground, Zeta | handed the wolf over to Kappa 1, “Look 
him over. Make sure he’s ready for transport.” Kappa 1 acknowledged the squad leader, “On it.” 


Kappa | forced Jason to his knees, and he began to visually inspect the wolf and the restraints he 


was wearing. Kappa 3 looked at Jason and commented, “You think One will be impressed with 
this one?” Kappa | replied as Zeta 1 walked away to see to it that Arcades was extracted from 
the Caiman, “This one doesn’t look too special. I can’t imagine him selling for an above average 
price. Maybe One will have other plans for this one. He looks like your bog-standard gray wolf.” 
Kappa 1 tested to make sure all of the restraints were double-locked before he looked up to see 
Kappa 4 return with a leash which featured a latch on one end. The leash was attached to the 
loop on the collar that Jason had been forced to wear, and the human tugged on the leash to 
motivate the wolf to start moving. Jason got up from off his knees, and he moved in the direction 
of the force that was tugging on his neck. 

“Fucking fox, you better stand up,” Tau 1 said to Arcades as he forcefully grabbed the 
fox from off his knees. Arcades stood up, and he accidentally bumped his head on the side of the 
vehicle since he did not know he was close to the wall of the cabin. Tau 1 chuckled, “Hah, eat 
shit, fucking fox!” Arcades whimpered in a combination of both pain and humiliation. The fox 
shuffled forwards as the human held onto his restrained wrists and forced him to move forwards. 
After some more movement of Arcades’ shackled ankles, the fox had finally arrived at the end of 
the cabin. Tau 1 looked down at the ground, and he released his grip from the fox. Arcades stood 
completely still, and Tau 1 began to grin as he spoke, “Keep moving!” The human watched as 
Arcades took a step and quickly realized that there was no immediate footing below. Arcades 
lost his balance, and he fell forwards out of the vehicle. Since the fox’s hands were locked 
behind his back, he was unable to catch himself from his fall. Zeta 1 watched as Arcades landed 
on the ground, “I think One wants him alive. You probably shouldn’t rough him up too much, 
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now. 


Tau | only insulted Arcades, “You foxes deserve to be on the ground like that. Fuck you, 
fucking fox.” None of the humans provided assistance to the fox who stumbled on the ground 
from the rear of the armored vehicle. Tau 3 and Tau 4 turned to face the Kappa team moving 
Jason into the plane while the Gamma team was now moving towards the plane as well. Zeta 3 
stood in front of the fox who was no longer trying to stand up, “Get on your fucking feet, damn 
fox. You’re a piece of shit, you motherfucking bitch.” Arcades’ cries were muffled by the gag 
that still occupied his mouth, but he knew that the humans did not care for his well-being 
anyways. The fox still refused to stand up, and Zeta 4 shook Arcades, “Hey, are you fucking 
deaf, motherfucker? Get your ass up, right now! Bitch!” Arcades shuddered as he began to stand 
up. Whenever he made any movement, he could feel the buttplug that continued to chafe against 
the inside of his rectum. This day had marked the first time Arcades had ever had something 
inserted into his anal cavity. 

Jason was led inside of the plane, and Kappa | tugged on the leash harder to make sure 
that the wolf knew which way he was being taken. Kappa | gave the leash less slack as he was 
now almost holding the wolf by the collar itself. Kappa 1 looked down to see that Jason was 
almost losing his balance. Kappa 1 stopped briefly in order to allow the wolf regain his balance, 
and he then tugged even harder on the leash to make Jason lose his balance again. Kappa 1 knew 
that Jason already had a hard time balancing from all of the restraints he was wearing, but he did 
not mind making it even harder for the wolf to perform a simple task such as walking to the other 
side of an aircraft. Inside the aircraft was a small, featureless metallic crate which was the same 
type of crate that the anthros had seen before from when they raided the Omega Foundation 
train. Kappa 4 opened one side of the crate, and he shoved the wolf inside of the small crate. 


Before the wolf could shuffle himself around to get comfortable, Kappa 4 closed the crate and 


locked it shut to prevent Jason from moving at all. The humans moved to the door of the plane to 
collect their next item for transport. 

Zeta 1 now had Arcades on his knees outside of the steps which led to the Learjet. Kappa 
1 descended the steps, and he looked at the fox, “This must be the top prize.” Zeta 1 nodded, 
“This is supposed to be that Kurt Hofmeier guy who broke into Facility Five and Facility 
Eleven.” Kappa | was rather surprised to find this specific anthro, “Really? How did a little bitch 
like this manage to pull that off? He looks like he weighs no more than one hundred and twenty- 
five pounds.” Zeta 1 chuckled as he pushed the fox down until his muzzled face was in the dirt, 
“Damn straight. This bitch is fucking sorry. Just look at this motherfucker. He’s more pathetic 
than that wolf.” Kappa 1 was curious, “What do you think One wants to do with him?” Zeta 1 
replied after a bit of thought, “I dunno. This fucker does look unique, though. He’s a red fox, but 
all the fur that would be red is black. This is a rather rare color pattern for a red fox. Most black 
red foxes are completely black, but this bitch has got white fur on him where the regular ones 
do.” Zeta 1 grabbed Arcades’ shoulders, and he forced the fox to kneel straight up. The human 
looked down until his eyes met with Arcades’ restrained genitalia, “The white fur goes just about 
to his dick. Glad those guys already caged it up. Foxes don’t deserve to use those anyways.” 

Kappa | felt the fur on the fox’s back, “His fur’s soft.” Zeta 1 nodded, “Well, One would 
probably appreciate that. Imagine this bitch becoming a green-tiered anthro. He’d fetch a hefty 
price.” The humans turned around to see the rest of Tau-Gamma standing in front of them. Zeta 
1 spoke to the other ISG unit, “You guys have done your job. We’II take it from here. The 
Foundation will remember your efforts.” Without any further words, ISG Tau-Gamma boarded 
their BAE Caiman trucks, and they drove off while leaving Arcades with Zeta-Kappa. After the 


ambient noise generated by the vehicle engines was gone, Zeta | brought his attention to the fox, 


for he could hear that Arcades was crying. Zeta 1 grinned as he twisted the clamps that were on 
Arcades’ nipples, causing more pain to the fox, “You better fucking stay quiet, son of a bitch. 
You foxes are fucking pathetic. Pieces of shit. Eat shit and get fucked, bitch!” Zeta 1 grabbed the 
back of Arcades’ head, and he pushed it into the ground again. 

Kappa 4 approached his unit leader, and he handed a leash to Kappa 1. Kappa | used the 
latch on the leash to attach it to the collar Arcades was wearing, and he handed the leash to Zeta 
1 when he was finished, ““He’s all yours.” Zeta 1 took the leash, wrapped it around his hand, and 
he yanked it to see what Arcades would do. The fox only jumped forwards a bit before his face 
landed on the ground again since he could not break his fall by the use of his hands. Zeta 1 shook 
his head in disappointment, “You motherfuckers are so stupid, you know that, right? You stupid 
motherfucking bitch. Get your ass up, and get in this fucking plane already! We don’t have time 
to listen to your fucking crying! Come on, let’s go!” Zeta 1 continued to yank at the leash, but 
Arcades was not standing up. Zeta 1 looked at the fox’s behind, and he could see that there was 
indeed something occupying Arcades’ anal cavity. Zeta | wanted to insert something into the 
fox’s anal cavity to punish him, but he realized that he would not be able to remove the buttplug 
since the Tau unit had run a chain between the fox’s buttocks to prevent the device from falling 
out. 

Zeta | asked his unit, “Hey, do we even have the keys to those cuffs and chains?” Kappa 
1 looked around at the other members of the ISG unit, and it was clear that none of them were in 
possession of the keys. Kappa | spoke, “I don’t think we do, actually.” Zeta 1 looked at the BOA 
locksets that were locked around Arcades’ wrists and ankles, “How the fuck are we supposed to 
unlock these, then?” Kappa 1 shrugged, “Dunno. Why would you ever consider giving a fox 


freedom?” Zeta 1 watched as Arcades was slowly trying to stand up, so the human gave Arcades 


a good shove to knock him back to the ground once more, “You’re right. These fucking foxes 
don’t deserve any better.” When Arcades landed on the ground once more, his crying was now 
somehow more audible than it was before. Despite the fact that Arcades was muzzled and 
gagged, his cries were still noticeably heard by the ISG unit. Zeta 1 was impatient and used 
considerable force as he kicked Arcades in the back of the head, “Oh, just SHUT THE FUCK 
UP already! You fucking son of a bitch, fox! Get fucked, asshole! Motherfucker...” Arcades’ 
crying immediately stopped upon getting kicked, and the fox was no longer responsive. 

Kappa | looked over Arcades’ fur, which was now covered in dirt, “You knocked the 
bitch out, it looks like. Come on, let’s stop fucking around and get this bitch in the plane already. 
One wants him alive, remember? Also, we should probably call up those guys who Just left so 
we can get those keys. One ain’t gonna be happy if this fox’s stuck like this forever.” Kappa 2 
and Kappa 3 picked the unconscious and bound fox off of the ground, and they were easily able 
to carry him up the steps. Kappa 2 commented on the weight of the fox, “Damn, this bitch is 
fucking light. Yeah, he’s gotta weigh no more than one hundred and twenty-five.” Kappa 1 
watched as the ISG members carried Arcades inside of the plane, “In all honesty, what do you 
think is gonna happen to him?” Zeta 1 looked to Kappa 1, “You're kidding me? He’s a red fox. 
That bitch is gonna get fucked big time.” Zeta 1 began to walk towards the plane, and the rest of 
the Zeta unit followed suit. Kappa 4 looked at Kappa 1| before also proceeding to follow the rest 


of Zeta 1’s unit. Kappa | decided that it was time to get moving. 


Chapter 8 


Reprisal 


“So, what I’m hearing is that Kurt’s got himself into a bit of a situation?” The Prince of 
Sealand spoke as Bocchino was pacing back and forth in the room. The cat nodded as he still 
continued to pace, “Yeah, there’s no telling where he is, and he’s the one who knew the most 
about Omega besides Jim.” The Prince spent a moment scratching his head, “I mean, I’m not 
really sure what I can do for you lads. At least at this point.” Bocchino spoke to the human again, 
“We need to get our two helicopters and two cars back to the US. Any idea how we can get a 
boat to take all of that?” The Prince perked up a small smile, “Sea travel? Why didn’t you just 
say so? From all my time on the water, I’ve come to know a few people who can help you out 
with that. I understand that money is something that is a bit of a problem right now given the 
recent situation, but I think I can direct you to someone who can do it for cheap enough.” 

Bocchino replied when the Prince spoke about money, “It’s not really my money that I’m 
spending.” The Prince raised his eyebrows a bit, “Oh really? Whose money is it, then?” The cat 
displayed a bit of a guilty look on his face, “It’s Kurt’s money more or less.” The Prince sighed, 
“Quite unfortunate you’d have to get to such a point.” Bocchino redirected the subject elsewhere, 
“So, uh -- We currently plan on going back to this one Omega place that Kurt found out. It was 
the first one he broke into. As far as I know, Kurt found out about the Omega compounds with 
the help of the internet. Well, at least the first two. Jim knew where the third compound was. Do 


you maybe think you would be able to find out the locations of a few other Omega compounds?” 


The Prince shrugged, “I dunno. Think about the Omega Foundation on a larger scale: Obviously, 
they’ve plenty of resources to do the kinds of things they’ ve been doing. Which means they 
definitely have the resources to cover up information that could be leaked online.” 

Bocchino remembered back to when Arcades first started looking into the Foundation, 
“But Kurt managed to find those facilities like two weeks ago.” The Prince replied, “Perhaps, but 
did you ever check how long that information was posted? What if Omega is purposely leading 
people in the wrong direction? Or worse, Omega could be setting a trap for somebody. They 
obviously know their security has been compromised since they lost at least one of their secret 
facilities. -- Well, now two.” The cat sighed as he considered what the Prince was saying, “So, I 
guess that means you wouldn’t be able to help us out with finding the other Omega compounds?” 
The human shook his head in response, “I’m sorry, lads. I won’t be able to do that for you.” 
Bocchino leaned up against a wall, and he shook his head as well. Bocchino looked over to Jim, 
“Well, at least Kurt didn’t get taken by the Omega Foundation.” The cat was completely 
unaware of what had truly happened to Arcades. Jim nodded in agreement, “Yeah. It wouldn’t be 
too good for him if he was captured by Omega.” 

Bocchino became curious, “So, what exactly would happen to Kurt if he did get captured 
by Omega?” Jim’s eyes widened for a moment, for he knew what Omega did to the anthros they 
took, “Well, one thing that always happens is that the captured anthros are supposed to be broken 
down mentally and physically. The ISG is supposed to verbally and physically abuse the anthros 
they take in. The reason why they do it: I mean -- It’s something that they’ve taken up from 
research done on mind control. You know, it’s the MK Ultra CIA kind of stuff. They’ re trying to 
make the anthros feel as if they are completely powerless. If they’re in such an extreme state of 


being powerless, then many anthros will eventually just stop resisting what the Foundation does 


to them. It truly is a terrible experience. I’ve seen some bits and pieces of it while doing my job, 
but I can’t imagine what it’d be like to actually experience it.” 

The attention of the anthro and two humans turned over to Jackie, the vixen, and the three 
could definitely tell that she was troubled by what Jim said. Jackie buried her head into her legs, 
and she covered her face with her arms as well. Bocchino did not quite understand why Jackie 
was distressed, but Jim knew the issue was related to the Foundation. The human leaned closer to 
Bocchino’s ear and quietly spoke, “She’s been through it. That shit fucks people up on the 
inside. It’s not just something that you can forget about.” The cat sighed again, “I can imagine... 
Fuckin’ shit... Can you even imagine that?” Jim replied to the cat, “Well, I am just a pilot after 
all. My job was just to bring the ISG units in and out so they can do their missions. However, I 
did get to witness some of the shit unfold when they did bring in a few anthros. The Foundation 
likes to call it ‘training’, but in reality it is mental conditioning and mind control. They start that 
shit the second they have control of an anthro, and they progressively make it worse for their 
victim. They start with humiliation, and they completely strip the anthros of their... Is humanity 
the right word to use for this kind of thing?” 

Bocchino shook his head as he turned away from the vixen, “Whatever works, I guess. I 
really don’t fuckin’ care.” The Prince was listening carefully to the conversation the entire time, 
“Say, what ends up happening to the anthros anyways? What is Omega’s endgame for the 
anthros they take in?” Jim replied to the other human in the room, “Omega makes a profit off of 
selling their captured anthros to the financial elites of the world. These anthros can be trained in 
any such way that the buyer requests. The degree that the anthro resists is measured as a tier. The 
tiers themselves are color-coded, and these colors are displayed on the collars that Omega makes 


their anthros wear. Red is the initial tier that all anthros start at, and anthros in red tier are treated 


the worst to soften them up. It’s mainly done this way because anthros are too used to living an 
actual life that’s not the Omega Foundation. The Foundation makes sure that the anthros 
immediately recognize that they no longer have any such freedom.” The Prince spoke when Jim 
stopped speaking, “This shit’s quite a lot to take in, mate.” 

Jim replied to the Prince, “I didn’t like working for the Foundation, and a pilot was all 
that I ever did. I only know about all this shit because I hear some of the ISG guys talking about 
it when they’re on the helicopter. The Foundation does have a hard time gathering enough people 
to be in the ISG. The main reason is because nobody wants to do that kind of stuff in the first 
place. Also, all employees have to be thoroughly checked and verified to make sure that they 
won't run the risk of leaking information and spying on the Foundation. Omega has been looking 
into replacing their human ISG with anthros that can do their task for them. What they’ ve done 
with select green-tiered anthros is that they’ve been giving them limited access to some facilities. 
Facility Five started doing this, but I didn’t ever ask Kurt if he ran into one of these guys.” The 
Prince spoke during another pause, “What exactly are these anthros doing?” Jim continued 
speaking, “I was just about to get to that. These anthros are given these bodysuits that are 
supposed to mask their features and make them appear less individual. If that makes any sense... 
They’re only green-tier anthros, so the Foundation believes that it can trust some areas of 
security in the hands of these anthros. They do some work that humans would otherwise be 
doing. Of course, the anthros don’t get paid for any of it.” 

The Prince scratched his chin as he listened, “Interesting. So, what has Omega been 
doing to replace the humans and these trusted anthros?” Jim replied, “What Omega wants to do 
is to fully replace its ISG with anthros. Omega does not want to have to worry about any... More 


humans from defecting.” The former Omega pilot thought about himself when he mentioned 


defectors. The human continued, “Anyways, the Foundation is trying to internally produce 
anthros to carry out this function.” The Prince’s face grimaced, “You lost me, mate. What do you 
mean when you mention ‘internal production’?” Jim began to explain this to the other human 
while Bocchino listened, “Omega is trying to breed anthros at their facilities in order to eliminate 
the need of gathering them from the outside. They’ve been looking into trying to produce anthros 
by themselves that can be potentially genetically modified to carry traits that potential buyers 
would be looking for. I don’t know too much about the genetic modification stuff. I didn’t hear 
much about it from the ISG.” 

Bocchino sighed yet again, “This shit is just fucking crazy. What is this supposed to be? 
A motherfucking clone army of anthros?” Jim looked over to the cat, and he then could notice 
that Jackie was peeking through her legs to view the spectacle. The human could see that the 
vixen was indeed paying attention, “You don’t have to stay here and listen to this if you don’t 
want to.” Jackie shook her head, “I’m alright with staying here.” Jim took a deep breath before 
saying, “Well, if you say so yourself. I’ll let that be your decision.” The Prince directed the other 
human back on track, “Jim, I want you to elaborate. What are they doing with these 
manufactured anthros?” Jim started to explain more information, “Omega is planning to replace 
all of its human staff with said anthros. Due to recent scientific advancements, this outcome is 
becoming more and more possible in the foreseeable future. Omega is going to replace it’s entire 
ISG force, and then they are going to practically breed these anthros from birth to fill the needs 
of their clients.” 

Bocchino shook his head in disgust, “This shit’s fucking unethical!” Jim replied to the 
cat, “Omega doesn’t care what is and isn’t ethical. They’re just there to make the elites happy by 


selling them anthros that are willing to do whatever they want.” The Prince asked Jim another 


question, “What’s stopping them from rolling out these manufactured anthros now?” Bocchino 
looked up at the pilot since he was also eager to hear an answer to the question the Prince 
presented. Jim answered the question, “They’re essentially looking for a template. They need an 
anthro they see as desirable to use as a basis for an anthro they can manufacture.” The Prince 
was intrigued when he considered the context, ““Which anthros do Omega see as desirable? Also, 
how do they obtain the DNA from the anthro to do this kind of -- manufacturing?” Jim began to 
answer the Prince’s further questions, “Race is a big part of the deal for Omega. Believe it or not, 
red foxes are the most sought after by Omega.” Bocchino was confused, “Why red foxes? Why 
them specifically?” 

Jim tried to answer the cat’s question the best way he could, “Omega is deeply rooted in 
occult practices and similar traditions. They believe that red foxes hold the most sexual energy, 
so to speak.” The Prince chuckled and gazed to the floor, “Hah, you lost me there, mate. What 
type of shit is this? This is all sounding like bullshit to me.” Jim continued to speak after the 
Prince finished, “Believe it or not, like I said. I didn’t make this stuff up. The Omega Foundation 
did. Anyways, the elites who buy these anthros seem to think the same way. Red foxes are in 
high demand, and they’re very expensive.” Jim then began to think about Arcades, “You know, I 
wonder if the Omega Foundation would consider Kurt as a potential candidate.” The Prince was 
then curious about a different subject, “How does the Foundation extract the DNA they need for 
this?” Jim looked over to Jackie, and he was reluctant to speak since he knew that the vixen had 
spent some time in the Omega Foundation. The human decided to ask the vixen first, “Do you 
mind if I tell them what happens?” Jackie stared at the human for a moment before she spoke 
softly, “Go ahead...” The human took another deep breath, “The Foundation forcefully extracts 


both blood and sexual fluids from anthros they take in. Their potential template will likely be 


extensively ‘milked’ as they call it for such fluid.” The Prince and Bocchino both looked with 
surprise. The Prince was the first to break the silence caused by the surprise, “Fuck...” 

“This is Kite 1, we are approaching the target area. Over,” the pilot of a MiG-35E spoke 
as the squadron was converging on the location of Facility Nine. The pilot toggled the digital 
night vision on his pilot HUD, and he observed the ground while trying to visually locate the 
compound. Night missions were not always the easiest to accomplish, for visibility was 
exceedingly poor even with technology to enhance a pilot’s sight. The pilot finally received a 
response from another member on his frequency, “Copy, Kite 1. Take out any anti-air defenses 
to allow for the landing force to come in. Over.” The pilot of Kite 1 promptly replied, 
“Affirmative. Beginning bombing run. Out.” Kite 1 then looked outside of his Super Fulcrum, 
and he could see the other three MiG-35Es in formation with his aircraft. The pilot looked back 
at the ground, and he could now see Facility Nine. Though the pilots could not see any anti-air 
defenses on the ground, they would still drop their KAB-500 bombs on the compound. 

The Kite squadron was now descending on the complex, and they were all preparing to 
drop their bombs on the building. Kite 1 waited until the trajectory properly lined up with the 
complex before giving the other aircraft permission to deploy the armament, “We’re cleared to 
engage.” The pilots of the other MiG-35Es immediately began to deploy their bombs, “Pickle,” 
sounded each pilot as they released their KAB-500s from the Super Fulcrum’s hardpoints. The 
bombs detached from the aircraft, and they flew through the air as they descended on their 
targets. Since the MiG-35Es were not absorbing radar signals emitted from Facility Nine’s anti- 
air network, several turrets began to emerge from the roof of the building to engage the attacking 
aircraft. However, the turrets were not able to fire many rounds at the squadron before the bombs 


impacted the turrets and effectively put them out of commission. The Kite squadron performed 


evasive action to avoid the incoming anti-aircraft fire, but they soon were able to level out their 
Super Fulcrums since the defense turrets had been destroyed. 

Kite 1 looked over his shoulder and out the window, and the pilot could see fire and 
smoke on the roof of Facility Nine, “This is Kite 1, we have a positive effect on the target. All 
anti-aircraft guns appear to have been destroyed. Over.” The same voice from earlier answered 
the pilot, “Affirmative, Kite 1. Heliborne assault is now cleared to commence. Return to base. 
Over.” Kite 1 replied to the operator once he had adjusted his course accordingly, “Solid copy. 
Kite is returning to base. Out.” The operator changed his frequency to speak with an Mi-35 
Super Hind that on approach to Facility Nine, “Rattlesnake, Kite squadron has eliminated AA 
defenses. Proceed with the attack. Over.” The pilot of the Super Hind replied to the operator, 
“Copy, Vertex. This is Rattlesnake, we are beginning the assault. Standby.” The pilot of 
Rattlesnake spoke to the gunner who was sitting directly below the pilot seat, “Make sure the 
MiGs didn’t leave any of the AA guns left for us to deal with. They would be able to down our 
chopper fast.” The gunner acknowledged the pilot, “On it.” 

Nine felt the building shake as he heard the sound of jets passing by as well as distant 
explosions. He was then quickly contacted by the Security Chief, “Sir, CDI is here; they’re 


1? 


attacking the facility!” Nine replied to the Security Chief as he stood up from his desk, “I felt 
that from where I’m sitting. Get me out of here, and order the ISG to kill all of the anthros before 
CDI can get to them. Leave none of the anthros alive.” The Security Chief was not entirely sure 
where Nine planned on meeting him, “Sir, where are you planning on going?” Nine replied as he 
pulled a Smith & Wesson 629 from out of a handgun safe right below his desk. The human 


opened the cylinder of the revolver to ensure that the revolver was loaded before he looked over 


to the female gray wolf who was still in his office. The human pulled the hammer back with his 


thumb, and he spoke to the Security Chief one final time, “Meet me at the hangar. Make sure 
you’ve got a vehicle ready. I don’t wanna be kept waiting when CDI’s getting inside.” Before the 
Security Chief was able to say anything else to Nine, the human had already disabled the 
computer. 

Nine walked up to the bound female wolf who was blindfolded and kneeling on the 
ground, and he walked right behind her. The wolf had no idea what was happening, but she was 
not even able to speak since she was still muzzled. The human spoke to the anthro as he aimed 
the weapon’s barrel at the back of her head, “You were fun while it lasted. Oh well, I guess it’s 
time for you to join your other anthro friends where you belong.” The wolf instantly knew what 
was about to happen, and she attempted to plead for her life; However, her pleas fell on deaf 
ears, for the human placed his right ear on his right shoulder and placed a finger in his left ear to 
compensate for the lack of hearing protection. The female wolf continued to cry into her muzzle, 
but she was soon silenced as the .44 magnum round tore through her skull and brain, killing her 
instantly. The wolf slumped forwards on the ground, and blood began to rush from the small 
opening she could make with her muzzled mouth as well as the main wound in the rear of her 
head. As the lifeless wolf lay limp on the ground, Nine opened the cylinder of the revolver, and 
he removed the hot brass from which he had just fired a round from. The human moved back 
over to his desk, and he retrieved extra ammunition which he had kept for his handgun. Nine 
inserted a new round into the empty slot of the cylinder of his handgun, and he spun the cylinder 
as he pushed it back into the frame of his revolver. The human took a few filled speedloaders, 
and he placed them in his pocket before stepping on the body of the anthro wolf on his way out 


of his office. 


Several ISG units ran up to the roof in order to assess the damage, but they were 
immediately gunned down by the Super Hind which was flying about half a kilometer away from 
the compound. The helicopter used its 20mm M693 autocannon to fire upon the infantry on the 
roof, for the gunner wanted to save the rest of the armament for a potential encounter with a 
larger hostile target. As the gunner dealt with the infantry targets on the roof, the pilot began to 
strafe around the building with the Super Hind to make sure that there were no other hostile 
forces remaining on the roof. Though it was completely dark outside, both the pilot and the 
gunner were wearing third generation night vision goggles which somewhat helped them see the 
features of the building’s roof. As the gunner continued to watch the roof for additional threats, 
the pilot looked to his left to see a group of four Mil Mi-17 Hips approaching the compound. 

An ISG member stood outside of one of the sections of Facility Nine which housed 
anthros, and another member was already preparing to enter the unit. When the first ISG member 
noticed his colleague approaching, he said, “We’ve gotta kill all the anthros. Did you hear that?” 
The second member nodded, “Yeah, CDI is going to bust in here any minute. We don’t have any 
time to lose, let’s go.” Both ISG members entered the unit, and they began to fire upon any 
anthros which they could see. The unarmed anthros had no means of protecting themselves 
against the incoming gunfire, and they were all quickly executed by the ISG. Many of the 
anthros were blindfolded, so they were unable to even see the humans which came in just to end 
their lives. The anthros were also restrained in cages as well, so they had even less of a chance to 
extend their lifespans by even mere seconds. As one of the ISG members depleted his XMP-1’s 
magazine and began to reload, he spoke, “Come on, mop ‘em up! Don’t leave any more of them 


alive!” 


The Mi-17s were now hovering directly above the roof of Facility Nine, and two ropes 
deployed from each helicopter. CDI operatives quickly began to fast-rope down from the 
helicopter and reach the roof of the building. When the last operators from the helicopters were 
on the roof, the pilots waited for a moment before they all began a synchronized egress from the 
landing zone. As the helicopters scattered in all directions to avoid getting shot down by one 
attack, the Mi-35 Super Hind descended upon the compound to provide the infantry with close 
air support. The leader of the CDI platoon announced, “Get in there! Let’s move, move, move!” 
The CDI platoon split into their five squads of nine, and all of the operatives began to move 
about the roof trying to find a different way in. They did not want to bunch up and risk being 
taken out by one ISG member. 

“Vertex, this is Rattlesnake, friendlies have successfully deployed to the roof. Over,” the 
pilot of Rattlesnake reported the current status of the mission. Vertex soon replied to the pilot, 
“Copy, Rattlesnake. Do you have a visual on any hostile forces outside of the compound? Over.” 
The gunner heard the transmission as well, and he looked through the infrared scope while trying 
to locate any potential hostiles. The gunner could not see any, so he spoke to Vertex himself, 
“Negative, Vertex. We do not have eyes-on any hostile threats in the area. Standby.” The gunner 
switched modes on his helicopter’s night imaging avionics, and he tried to see if one setting 
would give him different results on the ground. The gunner looked at his scope, and he was able 
to see that the five squads had now entered the building one way or another since the roof was 
now empty. The gunner announced this to the pilot, “They just made it in the compound.” The 
pilot pushed the stick forwards, gave the helicopter more throttle, and pushed the right rudder 
pedal in order to maneuver the helicopter around the airspace surrounding Facility Nine, “Got it. 


I'll try and get a good angle for you to take out any guys who might come out of the building.” 


The ISG was quick to spot the incoming CDI personnel, “Contact! They’re here!” The 
CDI operatives quickly returned fire as the ISG shot first and then proceeded to retreat. While 
the ISG members retreated deeper into the compound, the CDI operatives did not want to 
proceed, for they believed that they were being set up to walk into a trap set by the ISG. After a 
couple of seconds, the CDI squad began to slowly move forwards, but they were checking their 
surroundings to make sure that they were not able to be seen by any nearby ISG personnel. The 
squad stopped upon hearing gunfire within the facility, and they wondered if the ISG was trying 
to draw them out into an ambush. The lead member of the CDI squad moved forwards until he 
reached the corner, and he waited. 

After standing still for a few moments, the lead member was prepared to slice the corner 
to gain ground on the ISG. The CDI member kept his AK-15 held at such an angle so that he 
would give away neither his weapon’s barrel nor the silhouette of his shoulder. The operative 
quickly sliced the corner, but he did not see any ISG members prepared to return fire. The CDI 
member signaled for the rest of the squad to move forwards, and each squad member began to 
make their way forwards to keep up with the forward assault group. The CDI operatives could 
not find the Omega members which they had just run into, but CDI knew that they could not stay 
back and wait for the ISG to come back. After all, the ISG had the home field advantage. Castle 
Defense Industries was only here to assault the compound, contrary to the name of their 
organization. They would not be defending anything during this mission. 

The Prince of Sealand was still talking on his cellphone, “Yeah, that’ll be two medium- 
lift helicopters and two civilian vehicles.” The Prince took a pause as he waited for the other 
party he was speaking with to respond. The rest of the people in the room were unable to hear 


what the Prince was hearing, but they still were trying to listen to what the other person on the 


phone was saying. The Prince finally spoke again after he was given an answer by the other 
party, “Yeah, it’s to the United States. Massachusetts.” The Prince waited again as he listened to 
the other person on the phone. Bocchino was still standing, and he was leaning up against a wall 
while he watched the Prince pace back and forth a few steps while speaking. He would 
sometimes look over to Jackie or Jim to see if either of them displayed any facial expressions as 
a result of hearing what the Prince was saying. 

The Prince spoke again, “Yeah, lemme ask them real quick,” the Prince covered the 
microphone of his cellphone with his hand as he moved it away from his mouth. The Prince 
spoke to Bocchino, “He’ll do it for 10,000 pounds.” Bocchino shook his head; even though he 
did not know the currency’s exchange rate, he knew that he would still be spending Arcades’ 
money. The cat also knew that he would not have any other way to easily return to the United 
States, and he especially knew that time was definitely of the essence in this situation. He could 
not afford to stand idly by while Arcades and Jason had both been captured. The cat spoke under 
his breath before replying to the Prince, “Fuck...” Bocchino finally spoke with a hesitation clear 
in his voice, “Ugh, we’ll do it...” Upon hearing the answer, the Prince raised his mobile phone 
back up to his mouth, and he removed his hand from the microphone, “Yeah, they said they’! do 
it.” The Prince waited for the person on the other end of the phone to finish before he spoke 
again, “Uh-huh. Sure, sure...” Jim was wondering what the other human was speaking about 
specifically, for the short responses that the Prince was given made it hard to derive context in 
regards to the situation. Jim heard the Prince speak again, “Yeah, I mean -- No, well you see, it’s 
kinda a little emergency that they’ve got going on. I don’t really wanna get too much in detail 
with specifics. Just know that it’s a bit of an issue. They need to get back to the US as soon as 


possible.” Bocchino closed his eyes and shook his head as he heard the Prince talk. He knew that 


he could not complain, though, since the cat knew that not many people would even believe the 
situation in the first place. After all, how many people would be happy to hear about a secret 
society harboring captured anthros for an international trafficking ring? 

The Prince continued to speak over the phone, “For sure, for sure. Uhh.... I mean, this 
isn’t for me, like I said earlier. I’d have to ask them again. Hold on one moment mate, gimme a 
second,” the human removed his mobile phone from his face again to speak with Bocchino, 
“Does tomorrow night sound like a good time to get going? It’s the earliest he’ll do it.” Bocchino 
knew that it was very early in the morning, being only a few hours since midnight, but he also 
considered the time it would take to move all four vehicles to the ship to be boarded. Before the 
cat could say anything, the Prince spoke again upon hearing the man on the phone, “They’d 
probably like to know that, yeah. Go ahead, and tell me.” After a short moment, the Prince 
nodded his head, “Uh-huh. Sure, let me tell them real quick,” the Prince looked over to Bocchino 
again and spoke, “It’ll take seven days to make it to the United States. A boat is not a plane. I’m 
sorry mate, I can’t really make it go any faster for you. If you have any objections now, you’d 
better go ahead and make them.” Bocchino was visibly bothered by the news that the trip would 
take a full week, but he knew that he was practically out of options, “Damn. I guess this is our 
only chance.” 

Jim had an objection, “Say, Bobby. How did you guys get here with those vehicles in the 
first place?” The Prince kept his phone down as he listened to the other human and the cat. 
Bocchino replied, “Kurt paid for a big cargo plane to take us over here. The plane was large 
enough to fit the helicopter and the two cars on board.” Jim knew the costs associated with such 
methods of travel, “That’d be very expensive.” Bocchino nodded in agreement, “Yeah, I know. 


Fuckin’ sucks, man. We’ve already spent a shitload on refueling the damned helicopter going to 


fucking Africa and back.” The human looked at the cat as he spoke again, “Perhaps things would 
be different if we’re only transporting people, but we’ve got two helicopters and two land 
vehicles. Sounds like the boat route would be our only option. We’d probably spend the same if 
not more if we were to fly Kurt’s S-70 over the North Atlantic given how many times we’d have 
to refuel in the air. I mean, sure, we’d arrive earlier, but we'd still be missing three vehicles. 
We'd still have to get those back one way or another.” 

Bocchino decided to accept the fact that he would have to wait a full week in order to do 
anything about the Omega Foundation himself, “Sure... We'll have to do it.” The Prince could 
tell that the cat was not thrilled about the situation at all, but he replied to the person on the other 
end of the phone, “Yeah, I guess you can consider it confirmed. They’Il be there to meet you. 
Don’t worry, I'll fill them in on the rest of the details. Yeah, for sure. I know it’s kinda short 
notice, yeah. I mean -- thanks a lot for doing this for us, mate. For sure, for sure. Yeah, right. Of 
course. Alright.” The Prince wrapped up his conversation, “Thanks again, mate. I'll talk to you 
later. Right, bye.” The Prince disconnected from the call, and he relayed the information to 
Bocchino, “Tomorrow night at 6:00 P.M. he’ll be waiting for you at Harwich International Port. 
It’s not too far from Sealand. He wants payment via PayPal, so he’s about to send me which 
address he wants the money sent to. I’Il give you his mobile number, so you’II be able to contact 
him in case you need to ask him anything else.” Bocchino was grateful that the Prince of Sealand 
was pulling such a favor on such short notice, “Thanks.” 

Nine met with the Security Chief, who was already waiting outside of a black Oshkosh L- 
ATV. The human holstered his revolver, since there were other armed ISG members who were 
carrying larger firearms such as the XMP-1. The Security Chief spoke to Nine, ““We’re ready to 


get out of here when you are. If we’re fast enough, we’ll be able to get out of here before CDI 


can notice us. The ISG is working on stalling them, so we have a bit of time left before we need 
to get going.” Nine listened to the gunfire which did not sound too far from his current location, 
“How about the anthros? Are all of them dead yet?” The Security Chief replied, “I haven’t heard 
an official response from the ISG, but I’m pretty sure most of them should be dead by now.” 
Nine moved over to the rear door of the L-ATV, “Too bad we had to put them down; we can’t 
sell dead anthros. Better than CDI getting them, right?” The Security Chief opened the driver 
side door of the vehicle, and he climbed inside after he saw Nine enter the vehicle, ““The 
Overseer isn’t going to like hearing about this one, sir.” 

Nine sat down in the seat, and he let the other two armed ISG members enter the vehicle 
as well, “We should worry about that later. Just get to driving.” The Security Chief started the 
vehicle, but he asked Nine for clarity, “You want us to leave now?” Nine nodded, “Yeah, get 
going. We’re going to need as much of a headstart as we can get.” The Security Chief shifted the 
vehicle into gear, and he pressed down on the accelerator. The vehicle began to accumulate 
speed, and the Security Chief took a hidden route which he knew he would be able to use to exit 
Facility Nine without running into CDI operatives looking for obvious exits. As the Security 
Chief drove, Nine only thought about what would happen to him in the Omega Foundation. He 
knew that he would be ultimately responsible for the downfall of Facility Nine, and he also knew 
that there would be plenty of evidence inside of the facility for CDI to easily locate many other 
Omega Foundation facilities. For all Nine knew, his botched raid on CDI’s base might have 
actually been the turning point of Omega’s downfall. 

CDI operatives finally broke through the ISG, and they moved into some of the units 
which contained the now deceased anthros. While there were no dead humans nearby, all of the 


deceased were indeed anthros. One of the CDI members reported his sightings over the radio, 


“This is Tangent 3-2, I have located many deceased anthros. They appear to have been in... 
captivity. Please advise. Over.” The operative received a response moments later, “Affirmative 
Tangent 3-2, this is Tangent 1-Actual. What is your location? Over.” The human looked up at the 
bodies of the anthros before looking around for any landmarks he could potentially use to relay 
his location, “Tangent 1-Actual, this is Tangent 3-2, location is indeterminate. The GPS on the 
radio could probably provide you with my location. Over.” After what seemed like an extended 
moment of waiting, the operative received a response, “Affirmative. We have your location. 
We’re on our way. Standby.” 

Arcades slowly awoke, and the fox was still unable to see or speak due to the devices 
which Omega forced him to wear as he was being transported. The fox woke up in a kneeling 
position, and he could immediately feel the discomfort from being in such a position for an 
extended period of time. Arcades did not immediately remember why he was confined and 
restrained in such a small space upon waking up, but he quickly remembered the situation which 
he was in. The fox attempted to shift his position, but he was stopped by the confines of the 
small cage he was put in. Arcades not only felt the discomfort from wearing the combined 
restraints for an extended period of time, he also felt the limited circulation his legs had been 
receiving from the position he was in. Arcades tried to look around his enclosed space, but he 
could not see anything as his entire surroundings appeared to him as total darkness. The fox was 
not sure if he couldn’t see due to being blindfolded, or if it was because the cage he was in was 
not lit by any form of lighting. 

Arcades blinked a few times, and his eyelids could definitely feel the blindfold which he 
was wearing. The fox did remember from when he was outside, he could still somewhat see light 


through the black blindfold. Since light was completely absent from what he could see, Arcades 


figured that the small enclosure he was in was probably not even lit by any form of lighting. The 
fox tried to move his tongue, but it was still being held down by the inner gag of the muzzle 
which the ISG had placed in his mouth. The muzzle was both humiliating and extremely 
discomforting, for the fox had difficulty swallowing his own saliva due to the length of the inner 
device. Whenever Arcades did find himself able to swallow some saliva, he was able to feel the 
tight collar around his neck. Due to the difficulties of swallowing brought about by the restraints, 
Arcades tried to limit the amount of saliva he did swallow to prevent further discomfort. 
Unfortunately for the fox, he would still be troubled due to the other apparatuses the ISG 
placed on his body. The device that had been shoved up Arcades’ rectum caused pain whenever 
he would make any movement, and the device encasing the fox’s genitals produced a similar 
effect. Arcades also had to keep his upper body still, for the clamps that were on his nipples 
caused him even more pain as his chest moved. As the fox tried to find a position that would 
result in the least amount of discomfort and pain, he began to wonder why the ISG wanted to 
excessively restrain him. He knew that he definitely did not have the strength to take on the 
armed men, and he also knew that he was not even a threat in the first place given the fact that 
the ISG found him already heavily bound in chains. Arcades considered whether or not the ISG 
added more devices and restraints only to further humiliate him. The fox was also unable to tell 
if he was in a moving vehicle or not. Arcades did not actually see the plane he was being taken 
to, and he had been blindfolded ever since he was placed into the BAE Caiman in the first place. 
Arcades used his fully operational ears to listen for ambient noise around his vicinity. He had 
flown numerous times in different aircraft, so he knew what air travel sounded and felt like. 
After a moment of listening for ambient noise, Arcades was able to reckon that he was indeed 


inside of an aircraft currently in flight. The fox was not sure where he was going, but he knew 


that he would not be given the answers he sought by the ISG themselves. Arcades also did not 
know how long he had been flying for, so he did not know if he would soon be arriving at the 
destination the ISG had planned. 

“We'll be out of the facility momentarily, sir,” the Security Chief spoke to Nine as he 
cleared another security door. The gunfire Nine had been listening to was now sounding more 
and more distant, and this indicated to Nine that CDI was in the opposite direction of their 
vehicle. The L-ATV took another turn, and the vehicle was able to finally exit Facility Nine. 
Nine looked outside, and he could see that it was indeed nighttime. The human hoped that the 
low-light conditions would mask their escape combined with the cover which the trees provided. 
The two ISG members raised their tinted Revision Locust goggles to their helmet upon entering 
the hardly lit environment, and they looked around the immediate surroundings as they searched 
for CDI operatives who might be waiting on the hidden road. 

Rattlesnake’s gunner spoke upon seeing the lone Oshkosh L-ATV emerging from 
Facility Nine, “Spotted a vehicle. Looks like an MRAP.” The pilot knew that the heliborne 
assault did not include the use of any such land vehicles, “That truck’s not ours.” The gunner 
continued to watch the truck drive away with the use of infrared imaging, “Are we going to 
destroy the truck?” The pilot replied, “Yeah. Go ahead and take it down when ready.” The 
gunner was concerned that the helicopter’s autocannon may not be sufficient to destroy the 
MRAP, “Will our main gun be enough to destroy it?” The pilot reassured the gunner, “Yeah, it’s 
plenty. The thing’s an MRAP. It’s no tank. Our gun fires 20x139mm rounds. That’s plenty for 
that little thing.” The gunner began the process of aiming the cannon at the moving vehicle. The 
pilot spoke again, “If it makes you feel any better, we can use one of our rockets on the vehicle. 


Just make sure to not waste all of our rockets on one little MRAP. Got it?” The gunner sighted in 


the vehicle and replied before firing upon the L-ATV, “Got it.” The gunner fired upon the L- 
ATV with the Super Hind’s main cannon. 

Nine heard the sound of rounds impacting the vehicle’s armor, and he immediately began 
looking around to locate the source of the incoming gunfire. The human looked to the right and 
left, but neither of these directions proved to be the source of the incoming hail of gunfire. The 
two ISG operatives looked upwards at the roof of the vehicle, and they knew that they were 
being attacked from above. One of the ISG members provided details of this observation, 
“There’s an aircraft attacking us!” Neither of the ISG operatives were effectively armed to take 
down the Mi-35 Super Hind, and Nine’s revolver would definitely not be enough to take down 
the helicopter either. Nine shouted to the driver, for the incoming gunfire was louder than his 
voice, “Drive faster! We can’t let that helicopter have a shot on us!” The Security Chief pressed 
the gas pedal down, and he tried to evade the helicopter’s gunfire. 

Within a few moments of getting the L-ATV up to speed, the vehicle’s front left tire had 
been destroyed by the Super Hind, and the vehicle lost traction. The Security Chief tried to 
recover from the lost traction, but his efforts were not enough to save the vehicle. The L-ATV 
crashed directly into a tree, and the crash left the crew of four disoriented. The helicopter began 
to move in closer to the disabled vehicle, and the gunner of the Super Hind continued to fire 
upon the crashed vehicle in a few short bursts with the cannon. The gunner spoke, “That’s it. 
They’ve crashed.” The pilot looked at the pilot’s display, and he could see the disabled vehicle, 
“Fire a rocket at it. Let’s end those guys.” The gunner toggled the weapon system of the 
helicopter to the rockets, and he aimed the rocket pod at the L-ATV the best he could. The Super 
Hind was outfitted with rocket pods which were able to slightly align themselves on the 


hardpoints of the auxiliary wings to provide a more accurate shot in order to compensate for the 


inaccuracy and lack of guidance of rockets. The gunner asked the pilot before launching the 
rocket, “You think we can hit that from here? The rockets don’t have homing.” The pilot 
reassured the gunner once more, “For sure. Give it a shot.” The gunner fired the rocket. 

The rocket launched from the Super Hind, and it began to fly through the air as the 
exhaust outputted from the rocket lit up the night sky. The rocket trailed off-course at first, but it 
then turned around and proceeded to head directly towards the L-ATV. One of the ISG members 
opened the top hatch of the MRAP, and he looked upwards to see a rocket flying directly 
towards their vehicle. The ISG member knew he would not be able to flee from the vehicle in 
time. All he could do was shout in shock, “Oh shit!” Right before he could retreat back into the 
damaged vehicle and close the hatch, the rocket impacted directly on top of the already 
weakened MRAP armor. The vehicle exploded, and the blast was enough to kill both Nine and 
the Security Chief along with the rest of the ISG personnel riding in the vehicle. Rattlesnake’s 
gunner spoke after watching the results of the rocket he fired, “MRAP confirmed destroyed.” 
The pilot chuckled, “Heh, I told you you could make that shot!” 

The CDI operatives were almost done securing the compound. None of the anthros which 
they saw were still living, for all of them had been killed by the ISG. Rattlesnake was still 
patrolling the surroundings adjacent to the compound, but no further threats appeared. The pilot 
of the helicopter reported, “Vertex, this is Rattlesnake. No additional hostiles spotted. Area is 
secure. What is the status of the ground team? Over.” Vertex replied within seconds, “Copy, 
Rattlesnake. This is Vertex. The ground team should be almost finished securing the area. 
Maintain your current patrol pattern as they finish up. Standby for a sitrep.” The pilot looked past 
his flight controls to view the gunner, and he spoke to him, “Was that one car the only one that 


left the compound?” The gunner replied as he continued to scan the ground, “Yeah. It was just 


that one black MRAP, and that was it.” The pilot then spoke once more, “Alright. Keep your 
eyes open. We’re still waiting for the ground team to finish their sweep.” The gunner 
acknowledged the pilot as he looked back at the infrared viewfinder, “Got it.” 

“What’s the plan, Bobby?” Jim had asked the cat. Bocchino replied, “I guess there ain’t 
no way around it. We’re going to have to spend the week on the boat to get back to the States.” 
Jim reminded the cat of one other factor, “Aren’t we going to look for those other two anthros 
when we get there?” Bocchino remembered his original plan, “Yes, that’s right. We’re probably 
going to need their help.” Jim presented an objection, “What if they don’t want to come with us? 
What if they don’t want any part in this?” Bocchino looked downwards and sighed, “I don’t 
know, Jim. This shit fucking sucks.” Jim continued to look at Bocchino, and he also spoke again, 
“They’ve been in the Omega Foundation, and they’re even green tier.” Bocchino nodded, and he 
was beginning to lose some of his patience, “I know! Fuck... Dammit...” 

Jim could tell that Bocchino was irritated, but he did not stop talking, “I don’t know what 
they would be doing on their own but --” Bocchino cut the human off in the middle of his 
sentence, “That’s fucking plenty, dammit!” Bocchino looked at Jim straight in the eyes, and he 
began to rant, “Fuck, this shit’s been fucked ever since we got here. Man, it was a damn fucking 
mistake going here with Kurt in the first place. I could be home right now not worrying about 
this shit at all, but I’m fucking out here in the middle of Europe!” Jim shook his head, “Bobby, 
you shouldn’t abandon Kurt. Especially not right now.” Bocchino slammed his fist against the 
wall, “I fucking know, dammit!” The cat looked back at the human, and he could tell that Jim 
was waiting for Bocchino to say something else. Bocchino spoke after calming himself down 
enough to speak at a normal level, “Jim, I really don’t know what we’re going to do.” Jim replied 


to Bocchino, “We’re doing what we can right now. We’ Il have plenty of time to figure this all 


out on the boat.” Bocchino remembered that the trip would take an entire week, “Seven whole 
fucking days. Can you believe that?” Jim shrugged, “Nothing we can do. If we were to take a 
flight, we’d have to pay even more to take those vehicles with us. This is the only way.” 

Bocchino thought about the vehicles which he would be taking over to the port in the 
morning, “We’re gonna have to get all that shit over there. How are we gonna do that?” Jim 
replied with a suggestion, “It’s very simple. I’ll fly you to the place where we have the Stealth 
Hawk and the two cars stored. You will take one of the cars to the port while I fly there. I’ll get 
there before you do, and when you arrive, you will have to drive me back there to get the other 
helicopter. And then... You’ll have to drive me back once more to get the other car.” Bocchino 
cringed, “You fucking call that shit very simple? What type of fucking shit is this? That’ll take 
all fucking day! What the fuck?” Jim shook his head, “Calm down Bobby. You have to realize 
that this is the only way we can do this without spending another fortune to have somebody 
come by and take the cars for us.” 

Bocchino stood in silence as he tried to come up with a better solution. The cat 
remembered that they had one other anthro with them, “Can we get Jackie to drive one of the 
cars?” Jim shook his head, “No, the problem with that is --” Bocchino interrupted the human yet 
again, “There’s always a fucking problem, now isn’t there? Well then fuck me! Dammit!” Jim 
was beginning to grow impatient as well, “Can you fucking let me finish, man?” Bocchino shot 
back, “Well I sure as hell would if your dumbass could fucking come up with some shit that 
actually fucking works in a reasonable timeframe.” Jim quickly fired back, “Look here, this shit 
ain’t gonna fucking change no matter how much you fucking make a big ‘ol shit about it, 


dammit.” Bocchino fueled the fire, “I’m making a big shit about what now? This fucking shit is 


gonna take all fucking day!” Jim did nothing to diffuse the situation, “Well let’s see you come up 
with a fucking brilliant idea!” 

The Prince of Sealand entered the room, “Blimey! Can you blokes keep it down?” 
Bocchino and Jim immediately stopped arguing, and they turned to face the Prince. The Prince 
spoke again, “What’s the big deal here, anyways?” Jim spoke before Bocchino could, for he 
knew the anthro would not say the right things to the Prince, ““We don’t know how we can 
efficiently get two helicopters and two cars to the port in a reasonable amount of time.” The 
Prince considered a few options before he spoke, “Here, how about I come and help you out with 
that? Would that make things any better?” Bocchino said, “How are you supposed to do that 
anyways?” The Prince replied, “Jim can fly me to the place where you have the vehicles stored. 
Bobby can take one of the cars, and I’Il take the other car. I’ll then drive Jim back to the lockup, 
and he’ll fly the other helicopter back while I take the car back here.” 

Jim knew that the Prince’s plan was not too different from his own, “Well, that’ Il still 
take some time, but it’s better than the original plan.” The Prince replied, “I didn’t quite hear 
your original plan, but I’m guessing that it’s basically what I said but in a few more steps?” Jim 
nodded and replied before Bocchino could interject, “That’s right.” The Prince shrugged, “Well, 
you see, the thing is that there really isn’t any way to get around going back and forth with what 
we have. As far as I’m concerned, Jim here is the only one who can pilot a helicopter.” Jim said, 
“Tt would make two of us if Kurt was here.” Bocchino then had something else to say, “We 
would also not have to make any return trips if Kurt and Jason were here, either. There would be 
one man per vehicle.” The Prince knew that mentioning the two anthros would not bring them 
back, “We have to make-do with what we have. We don’t have Kurt, and we also don’t have 


Jason.” 


Bocchino was still unhappy about the fact that Arcades and Jason were both captured, “I 
should’ve ended those African fucks. Then, we wouldn’t be in this fucking situation.” Jim then 
said to Bocchino, “Are you sure that would be the best way to get around that?” Bocchino 
nodded, “Yeah, they’re the shits who fucking took Kurt away in the first place.” The Prince 
reminded Bocchino of the bigger picture, “Bobby, even if Kurt was here, you would still be 
waiting a week to get back to the US. Unless he decided to spend a large sum of cash on a plane 
that would be able to carry those four vehicles.” Bocchino shook his head, “Kurt would’ ve 
probably chosen the boat as well.” The Prince nodded at the cat’s answer, “Yes, exactly. No 
matter the outcome, you would still be losing the same amount of time. The Omega Foundation 
would not be any different if Kurt was still with us.” Little did the Prince know, Arcades had 
already been captured by the Omega Foundation. 

The Prince decided to say another thing to the two, “You guys should focus on taking 
down Omega first, and then you can go look for Kurt. He would’ve wanted you to do that.” Jim 
spoke to Bocchino, “See, Bobby? That’s what we’ve been trying to tell you the whole time.” 
Bocchino did still feel guilty for letting Kurt get captured, “I could’ve stopped them from taking 
him.” The Prince wanted Bocchino to focus on the current mission instead of the previous 
mission, “Bobby, you’re only going to keep slowing yourself down if you keep focusing on that. 
Get it out of your mind and focus. You lads can go and find Kurt and Jason when the Foundation 
is no more.” Bocchino was not sure if he would ever see Arcades or Jason ever again, “What if 
we can’t find them? What if they just took them out back, shot them, and that was the end of 
them?” The Prince sighed, “You could carry on forever like that, mate. What you need to do is 


complete the mission; Then, regardless of the outcome, you can be rest-assured because you 


completed what Kurt and Jason came out here to do in the first place.” Bocchino frowned, but he 
basically had no choice but to accept what the Prince was saying to him. 

The CDI operatives looked at the deceased anthros which Omega had recently executed, 
and they were inspecting the way the anthros had been kept while in Omega captivity. One of the 
operatives commented on the sight, “They’re treating them with less respect than damn animals.” 
Despite the fact that CDI was an entirely human company, they still could tell that the anthros 
were not treated ethically. Another CDI member looked at a few of the devices which Omega 
used to sexually abuse the anthros, “Damn. This shit is something you’d hear about on the 
fucking internet. This place is a damn madhouse.” One CDI member picked up the XMP-1 off of 
a deceased ISG member, “The fuck is this gun supposed to be?” Another CDI operative moved 
over to inspect the weapon too, “I’ve never seen that before.” 

Nine’s office had been compromised by the CDI ground forces, and several of the 
operatives had already found evidence of other facilities within his office. A few of the 
operatives were looking at the corpse of the deceased gray wolf, “Look at this one. She took a 
bullet to the head. Looks like she didn’t have any way to fight back, either.” Another CDI 
member pointed out a detail, “Why is she here anyways?” One of the members took a guess, 
“What if she was being used?” Another operative pushed the fire selector lever of his AK-12 to 
the upwards position to safety the rifle, “What do you mean by used?” The first operative 
replied, “From what I’ve seen here, these anthros were fucked. Maybe this one was as well?” 
Another CDI member made an announcement from behind Nine’s desk, “Hey, over here. We’ve 
got something.” The operatives studying the wolf quickly moved over to check out what was 
going on. A CDI member grabbed a bunch of papers and placed them on the desk, “Look at 


these. These were kept inside of a padlocked cabinet. I used the bolt cutters, and I got into it.” 


The other CDI operatives picked up the papers, and they began skimming through them. 
A few of them discovered the locations of other Omega Foundation facilities, “This place is 
called Facility Nine? You mean to tell us they have more of these places?” Another CDI 
operative responded, “That last place we went to must’ve been a different facility. How many do 
you think they have in total?” A different CDI member approached Nine’s computer, and he 
visually inspected it, “Do you think that computer holds any answers? This place looks like it has 
something important to hide.” One CDI member nodded in agreement, “Oh yeah, just look at all 
of these dead anthros. Whoever runs this place definitely has something to hide.” One of the CDI 
members who raided Facility Five made a comment, “These anthros have the same collars the 
ones at the last place had.” The leader of the CDI squad spoke up, “Gather all of the intel. We 
need to get to the bottom of this.” 

Rattlesnake’s pilot heard another transmission from Vertex, “Rattlesnake, this is Vertex. 
Do you copy? Over.” The pilot replied to Vertex, “Copy, Vertex. Send traffic. Over.” Vertex 
gave the helicopter crew a situation report, “The ground team has successfully secured the 
compound. The mission has been accomplished. You guys can return to base. Over.” The pilot 
replied to Vertex, “Solid copy. We’ll be on our way. Out.” The pilot spoke to the gunner as he 
began to turn the helicopter around in order to head back to base, ““We’re done here.” The gunner 
disabled his infrared viewfinder, and he disarmed the helicopter’s weapon systems, “That’s it?” 
The pilot replied as he began to make the helicopter fly forwards, “Yup. The ground forces have 
finished their mission. That means we’re done with our mission as well.” The gunner asked the 
pilot a question, “What do you think they found in there? This place was in the middle of 
nowhere.” The pilot did not witness anything within Facility Nine, “I have no clue. Maybe it’s 


like what we heard about the last place we were in.” 


The gunner was still curious, “Yeah, I heard those rumors too. Do you think they’ ve got 
something similar going on in there? It’s operated by the same people, right?” The pilot replied 
with uncertainty as he continued to fly the Super Hind, “I don’t even know if the guys from the 
place we were just at are related to those guys from Salt Lake City. We’ll probably hear about 
the results of this operation sooner than later anyways. News travels rather fast around here.” 
The gunner looked out the window, and he could see the Mi-17s were already on their way back 
to Facility Nine, “They’re already coming back? Shouldn’t we be there to make sure they don’t 
get shot down?” The pilot saw the flight of Hips flying in the opposite direction of their own 
helicopter, “Who’s gonna be there to shoot them down anyways? They told us we could RTB 
because they’ve got the situation under control. They can take care of themselves.” The gunner 
acknowledged the pilot, “Yeah. I’m still wondering what all they found there.” 

Bocchino laid down, and he tried to get some sleep again. However, his mind continued 
to return to his guilt for abandoning Arcades. The cat shook his head while he closed his eyes 
shut and contemplated what he did and said to Arcades in the past couple of weeks. Bocchino 
began to regret some of what he did, even though he had already regretted leaving Arcades with 
mercenaries in Africa. Bocchino knew that he should focus more on the mission, but there was 
too much that happened to Arcades that he couldn’t help but think about what it was like to 
actually be Arcades. Bocchino remembered how the fox had voluntarily returned to Salt Lake 
City in order to infiltrate Facility Five for the second time, and he also knew that it was Arcades 
who had infiltrated the compound in the first place. The cat began to wonder why it wasn’t him 
who infiltrated any of the Omega facilities in the first place. After all, it was Arcades who 
brought him along to Denver in order to infiltrate Facility Eleven, even though all Bocchino 


ended up doing was sitting in the getaway car. Bocchino realized that he actually did not do too 


much to help Arcades during his missions involving the Omega Foundation. Bocchino knew all 
he did was complain to the fox. When the cat thought about complaining, he was reminded of 
what he did to Arcades before they left to go to Africa in the first place. The cat shook his head 
as he regretted speaking to the fox in such a way, but he knew that there was nothing he could 
currently do to help the fox from Sealand. 

In a way, Bocchino was rather glad that he was not the one to enter Facility Eleven or 
Facility Five since he was not sure if he had the willpower to not kill everybody who was inside. 
He had indeed seen the video Arcades recovered from his first infiltration at Facility Five, and he 
knew that he would face trouble not killing all the humans and anthros alike in the facility. He 
knew very well of what happened at Facility Twenty-Four. Bocchino reckoned that he simply 
did not see the world in the same way that Arcades did, and the cat asked himself as to why he 
did not see the world like the fox did. The cat knew he worked the same job with the fox, but he 
couldn’t help but notice that both of them operated completely differently. Bocchino reviewed 
everything that happened from the Siege of Berlin to the current day, and he kept thinking about 
all of the people he had killed while Arcades did not kill anybody. Bocchino wanted to have his 
answers, but he was not sure how he would get them. The cat decided that he should just go to 


sleep for now; After all, he still had plenty of work to do when he woke up in the morning. 


Chapter 9 


Transfer 


Arcades felt the plane as it touched down on the runway. Though he was still blindfolded, 
he could still feel the distinct bump of the wheels of the aircraft coming into contact with the 
ground. He could also feel the plane during its process of slowing down as the plane reduced its 
speed in order to properly taxi. Arcades could feel that the plane was now slow enough to taxi, 
but the fox still did not know where he had been taken. This was not the aircraft's first stop, so 
Arcades did not know if he had finally reached the destination the ISG had originally planned. 
The Learjet finished taxiing, and it was shutting down its engines after it was completely 
stopped. The main door of the aircraft opened, and Zeta-Kappa was greeted by Alpha-Omega 
who brought two black International MaxxPro MRAPs to transport the two anthros. Alpha 1 
spoke to Zeta-Kappa, “You got them both in there?” Zeta 1 nodded as he stepped aside to let the 
ISG Special Forces Unit enter the aircraft. 

Alpha 1 motioned for Alpha 3 to remain behind as he and Alpha 2 entered the Learjet to 
retrieve Arcades. Zeta came with Alpha while Kappa went with Omega | and Omega 2 to 
retrieve Jason. Arcades listened as he heard the cage open, but he could not see who was looking 
at him. Little did the fox know, he had already run into this particular ISG unit on more than one 
occasion. Alpha | commented upon seeing the fox, “Yep. There he is. Slimy little fucking 
bastard he is.” Alpha 1 moved closer to the fox, and he spoke to Arcades directly, “You thought 


you could snoop around the Omega Foundation?” Alpha | stopped talking as he waited for the 


fox to try and reply with some fashion or another. Since Arcades was still muzzled, he did not 
bother to try and speak, for he knew that he would not be able to do so anyways. It was not worth 
wasting his energy. 

Alpha 1 was unhappy with the fox’s silence, so he delivered a kick into Arcades’ 
stomach. The fox was unable to anticipate the kick, so he was equally unable to brace himself for 
the sudden impact. Arcades slumped forwards in pain, and he let out a small grunt from behind 
the muzzle. Alpha 1 smiled as he looked down at the fox in pain, “You deserve worse than that, 
bitch.” Arcades, still stumped forwards, tried to bring himself to sit up straight, but he was 
quickly dragged forwards by Apha | before being suddenly dropped. Arcades landed face first 
on the floor of the aircraft, and his bound hands were unable to brace the impact for him since 
they were locked behind his back. Alpha 1 stepped away from the fox and spoke to him, “Now 
get your ass up, dipshit.” Arcades, unable to use his hands, tried to stand up by rolling to his side 
enough to bring up one leg to prop himself up, but the fourteen inch chain that connected the leg 
shackles together prevented the fox from bringing his legs forwards enough. After a moment of 
time, Arcades was finally able to get to a kneeling position, and Alpha | waited for the fox to do 
so before walking behind him and kicking him forwards to the ground. Arcades landed on his 
face again, and he lied on his stomach as he heard the human berate him, “Your dumbass can’t 
even stand up! What a worthless fucking piece of shit you are.” The fox was starting to realize 
that it was pointless to do what the ISG told him, for they would only purposely impede his 
progress and then blame him for the lack of progress. 

When Alpha 1 noticed that Arcades was now no longer making further attempts to stand 
up, the human grabbed the fox by the shoulders, and he yanked Arcades to his feet. The human 


continued to berate the fox as he pulled him upwards, “You’re a real fucking piece of shit you 


motherfucking bitch.” When the human finally had Arcades standing up, he took a step back and 
waited to see what Arcades was going to do next. Alpha | wanted to shove Arcades to the 
ground again, but he remembered that One had specifically asked for Arcades to be in good 
condition upon arrival. Alpha 1 decided he had physically abused the fox enough for now, so he 
grabbed the fox by his restrained wrists, and he began to force him to walk forwards. Since 
Arcades was still unable to see, Alpha | had to walk closely to the fox in order to prevent 
Arcades from potentially walking the wrong way down the Learjet’s ladder and accidentally 
sustaining a serious head injury. After all, Alpha 1 had only been recently informed that the fox 
had been knocked unconscious by a blow to the head before he was put on the aircraft in the first 
place. 

Alpha 1 continued to verbally abuse the fox as he was escorting Arcades off of the 
Learjet, “Fucking piece of shit. You foxes all deserve to fucking get fucked and die. Eat shit you 
fucking bitch.” At this point, Arcades had already begun to realize that the ISG was supposed to 
verbally abuse him, so the fox was trying his best to ignore all of what the humans were telling 
him. When Arcades finally reached the bottom of the Learjet’s ramp, he felt himself being 
suddenly jerked by Alpha | to walk in a different direction. The verbal abuse did not cease, and 
Arcades was hoping that he would be thrown into another vehicle so that he would not have to 
listen to the human for too much longer. The fox was also not sure what was happening to Jason, 
but he figured that the wolf was getting equal treatment from the ISG. 

With every step the fox took, he could still feel the extreme discomfort caused by the 
irregular restraints the ISG made him wear, and he was wondering how long he would have to be 
restrained in such a manner. Arcades was forcefully stopped by Alpha 1 when the human had 


taken the fox directly behind the MaxxPro. When the other two members of the Alpha ISG unit 


had fully deployed the rear ramp of the vehicle, Alpha 1 forced Arcades to enter. The fox could 
hear the Omega unit verbally abusing Jason, or the fox thought as he heard a human pass behind 
him that was continuing to shout insults and other similar words even after the human was no 
longer near the fox. Arcades was then forced to enter the vehicle, and he did so with less 
reluctance as before since he was basically eager enough to get out of the way of the verbal 
abuse. 

Arcades was shoved again once he had entered the rear of the MaxxPro, and he fell on his 
knees in the vehicle as the door behind him was quickly closed. The fox felt that the MaxxPro’s 
rear compartment seemed to be larger than the Caiman’s, but he was not actually sure if this was 
true or not because he was still not able to see or feel the vehicle in which he was now inside of. 
The fox moved off of his kneeling position, and worked to maneuver himself so that he would sit 
with his legs outstretched. However, the fox could feel the wall of the MRAP with his feet, so he 
had to scoot himself in order to face a direction in which he would be able to sit with his legs 
fully extended. After being cramped up in an aircraft for hours, Arcades was glad to have slightly 
more freedom of movement than he did before, for merely stretching his legs felt like an 
abundance of freedom to him despite the fact he was still heavily restrained and unable to see or 
speak. 

Arcades found another wall of the vehicle, and he pressed his back up against it the best 
that he could with his hands bound behind his back. The fox tried to relax himself despite the 
fact that it was difficult to do so with the intense physical and emotional stress on the fox. 
Arcades then began to feel the vehicle as it was moving. He would not be able to see where he 
was being taken to, but he could barely hear the ISG members speaking amongst themselves in 


the cockpit of the MaxxPro. Alpha 1 spoke first, ““We should be at Facility One in about an hour 


and a half.” Alpha 2 replied with a question, “Do you think One will be impressed with this 
fox?” Alpha 1 nodded in agreement, “Oh yeah. He’s the same fox that took the Jade Cane before 
we could get to it. He’s also the fox who broke into Facility Eleven and Facility Five. 
Apparently, one of the other ISG units found him after he was involved in a raid on Facility 
Twenty-Four.” Arcades knew that the ISG now knew very well of who he was. 

“Alright Bobby, you know what to do,” Jim spoke as he landed the helicopter at the lot 
where Arcades had stashed three vehicles while the team was in Africa. The cat hopped out of 
the helicopter, and he turned to see the Prince of Sealand was also disembarking from the HH-60 
as well. Bocchino looked over to the cars, and he removed the key fob for the Ford Mustang 
from his pocket before he unlocked the gray vehicle. The Prince moved over to the dark gray 
Toyota 4Runner, and he looked to the cat to watch him start the vehicle’s engine. Bocchino 
shifted the automatic vehicle into the ‘drive’ configuration, and he wasted no time slamming on 
the gas and speeding away from the other vehicles after turning up the volume on the car’s radio. 
Though the noise generated by the rotors of the Pave Hawk was already very loud, the Prince 
could still easily hear the noise generated by the Mustang’s 5.0L V8 engine as well as the noise 
from the radio. As the Prince scoffed and shook his head in disapproval, he started the engine of 
the 4Runner, and he briefly looked up to see Jim fly the HH-60 in the direction of the port. 

When Bocchino pulled out onto the road, he accidentally drove into the right lane of the 
road out of habit, for he rarely had to drive in a left-hand traffic country. The cat immediately 
realized that he was on the wrong side of the road when he could see an oncoming vehicle in the 
distance. The cat turned the steering wheel towards the left in order to enter the left lane before 
he would collide with the oncoming Vauxhall Crossland X. As the cat pushed the speed limit, he 


looked over to his left to briefly watch Jim gaining altitude with the helicopter. He then looked in 


his rear-view mirror to see that the Prince was just now pulling out of the car lot with the 
4Runner. Bocchino could also see the MH-60X Stealth Hawk which was still sitting in the lot 
where he had taken the two cars from. The cat looked ahead, and he remembered which route he 
was supposed to take to arrive at the port. He would wait with Jackie at the port while the Prince 
would take Jim back to the lot in order to retrieve the Stealth Hawk. 

“Typical Americans...” the Prince spoke under his breath as he watched Bocchino speed 
away from his SUV. The Prince looked at the speed limit sign as he passed it, and he did not try 
to exceed it. He knew that getting stopped by the police would cost valuable time, but he figured 
that Bocchino did not really care at the moment. The Prince reckoned that the cat had decided to 
just take his chances. As the Prince continued down the road, he checked the fuel gage of the 
4Runner, and he could see that the vehicle had just about a full tank of gasoline. He knew that if 
he did not waste his gas by revving the engine too much when accelerating, then he would have 
plenty of gas to spare when all of the vehicles were finally at the port. The Prince then looked at 
the clock in the SUV, but he noticed that it looked to be set to an incorrect time. The human 
briefly looked down at his watch in order to confirm that the 4Runner was not properly set for 
the time zone which he was currently in. Disregarding the time displayed by the SUV, the Prince 
believed that he would have a good amount of time to spare if the group brings all of the vehicles 
to the port in a reasonable timeframe. 

Arcades could feel the vehicle begin to slow down to a halt, but he was not sure if he was 
just stopping at another light or if he had arrived at Facility One. The fox wondered how other 
traffic cars on the road felt about at least two armored vehicles driving down the road, but the fox 
also did not even know if he was indeed inside of an armored car. For all Arcades knew, he 


could have been just shoved into an irregularly shaped van and then taken to the Omega 


Foundation. The fox tried to consider how much time had passed since he was in the back of the 
MRAP, but he did not have any indicators on how much time had actually passed. Though it 
certainly felt like an extended period of time to the fox, he knew that he could not judge the 
passage of time simply on how long it felt to him. Since the vehicle’s engine sounded as if it had 
been disabled, Arcades wondered if he had actually arrived at Facility One. The fox listened for 
the ISG as they moved over to the door that was apparently directly in front of him. The door 
opened, and Arcades immediately heard the ISG, “Alright, you fucking fox, get your ass 
moving!” 

The fox tried to scoot forwards to get into a better position to stand up inside of the 
vehicle, but he could feel his shackled ankles abruptly grabbed by gloves hands as he was 
forcefully extracted from the MaxxPro. The fox’s bare buttocks quickly came into contact with 
the steps extending from the rear of the vehicle as he was dragged out, and the fox could feel the 
device in his anus proceed further up his rectum as the chain between his buttocks pushed the 
device higher. Arcades grunted in pain, for the device felt extremely unpleasant as it proceeded 
further up his rectum. Before the fox could do anything else, he was dragged to his feet by Alpha 
1 and Alpha 2. Alpha 3 walked behind the fox, holding his XMP-1, and he looked to his right to 
see that Jason was also being extracted from the second vehicle in a very similar fashion as to 
how Arcades had been removed from the MaxxPro. 

Still blindfolded, both anthros were escorted into Facility One, and the blindfolds on the 
anthros prevented both Arcades and Jason from examining their surroundings to determine their 
location and to prevent them from devising a potential escape route. Arcades did not know where 
he was being taken to, but he did not think that he would be able to see Jason once he was inside 


of Facility One. A voice which the fox did not recognize spoke once he and Jason were at what 


Arcades presumed to be was a gate. This voice spoke to Alpha 1, “That’s him? You guys got the 
fox? The Site Director specifically asked for him in his office. Here, I’ll let you in there.” Omega 
1 pushed Jason forwards, and the noise the chains made was loud enough for the other Omega 
employee to direct his attention towards Jason, “And a gray wolf? Eh, One didn’t ask for him 
specifically, so he’ll just go with any other anthros we take here.” Arcades listened to the sound 
of Jason’s chains as they moved away from him, and the fox concluded that he was at an 
alternate entrance to Facility One. He would keep this in mind in case he did manage to escape 
the compound. Judging by the voice of the ISG member at the gate, Arcades was able to 
conclude that he was either in the United States or Canada. The temperature also felt very warm, 
so this indicated to Arcades that he was above the equator since it was towards the end of July. 

The fox heard a loud buzzer followed by the noise of a door opening, and he was soon 
forced to walk forwards again as Alpha took him inside. He could feel the cold floor beneath his 
bare feet, which had a very metallic feeling to it, and this was very similar to how the floor at 
Facility Five felt. Arcades could feel himself being turned in multiple directions as he was 
escorted through the facility, but he was beginning to wonder why he was not still being insulted. 
Arcades maybe thought the ISG had run out of ideas of rude things to say to him. The ISG was 
forcing the fox to move at a rather brisk pace, and this pace proved to be difficult for Arcades to 
keep up with given the excessive amount of restraints in which the fox had been placed in. The 
pain in Arcades’ rectum was now becoming more and more prominent the more he was forced to 
keep walking, and Arcades was hoping that he would not have to keep moving for a good 
amount of time if the Foundation wanted to keep the device up his anus. 

Arcades could feel himself being brought to a stop, and he soon heard a beep after a few 


moments of waiting. The beep sounded awfully familiar to the Omega Foundation’s 


electronically activated security doors. When the door had opened, Alpha 1 grabbed the fox by 
the collar and dragged him in the room. Despite the fact that a leash had been attached to the 
fox’s collar, none of the ISG members even bothered to use it. The fox was starting to wonder if 
the leash which was locked on his collar was also used as a tool to further humiliate him rather 
than to serve any actual practical purpose. When Alpha entered the room with the fox in hand, 
they forced him to stop once more. A new voice sounded, “Look what you guys dragged in. You 
did a good job. Now, I want you to leave us two alone, and gimme the keys.” Alpha | looked 
over to his colleagues, for he did not have the keys to the fox’s restraints. Alpha 2 dug around in 
his pockets, and he managed to pull out the correct key for the uniquely-keyed BOA handcuff 
Medeco lock cylinders. As Alpha 2 handed the keys over to One, and Alpha 1 commented as the 
exchange of keys occurred, “Where did you get those from?” Alpha 2 replied, “Zeta-Kappa told 
me that they were about to leave them in the Congo, but the other ISG unit over there handed 
them over before the plane took off.” Once the keys were exchanged, One gestured for the three 
operatives to leave the room, “You guys did good. Now, leave me here with this little bitch.” The 
Alpha ISG unit soon left the room, and One waited for the door to close and lock before he 
proceeded. One turned to look at the fox after he put out his cigarette, and he could see that 
Arcades was still standing up straight. The human smiled and chuckled before speaking to the 
fox, “Heh, enjoying yourself there, Kurt Hofmeier?” The fox did not reply in any such way to 
One. 

One looked over the restraints the fox was wearing, “Damn. Looks like they got you 
chained up real good. Good. You foxes should be chained up anyways, but I’m going to have to 
unfortunately briefly take those off because I want to see how tight you are.” Arcades did not 


believe what he was hearing, and he was hoping that the human was merely bluffing. However, 


the fox felt a sensation around his torso as the human grabbed the padlock locking the chain to 
his waist. The human looked at the padlock’s keyhole, and he concluded that he was going to 
need a standard handcuff key in order to unlock the padlock. One walked over to his desk while 
keeping an eye on the fox to make sure that Arcades did not try to flee. In a way, the human was 
hoping that Arcades did attempt to flee, for he would find enjoyment in watching the fox collide 
with the objects in his large office while trying to look for an escape. One grabbed the key which 
he was looking for, and he returned to his captive. 

The human grabbed the padlock dangling from the fox’s chain, and he inserted the key 
before turning it to release the padlock. Once the lock was off of the chain, One was able to 
remove it from between the fox’s buttocks. The human wanted to remove the device in Arcades’ 
anus, but the fox’s restrained hands were still in the way. The human unlocked the padlock 
which connected a chain to Arcades’ wrists, and he then removed the padlock which was in front 
of the orange lockbox which covered the keyholes of the BOA modified Smith & Wesson 
handcuffs. The metal piece holding the lockbox together fell to the ground, and the orange 
lockbox soon fell to the ground seconds later since it now had nothing holding it in place. Since 
the padlock in front of the lockbox prevented the Martin link from being removed from the 
chain, the Martin link slipped through one of the links, and the chain around Arcades’ waist fell 
to the floor. 

Arcades now only had his hands in mitts, handcuffs around his wrists, and shackles 
around his ankles as the main restraints preventing him from using most of his body. One still 
saw how the fox’s hands were locked behind his back, but he was not sure if he wanted to unlock 
one of the cuffs in order to bring Arcades’ hands to his front. One took a moment to move in 


front of the fox, and he looked at the clamps which had been placed on his nipples. One 


commented on the usage of the device, “Well, fuck. The ISG really went all-out on you, huh? I 
can use these later.” One reached and removed the clamps from the fox’s nipples, and Arcades 
immediately felt his pain lessen slightly. However, Arcades still had another device up his anus, 
and that device was exceedingly uncomfortable for the fox to wear. One decided he would 
briefly unlock one of Arcades’ wrists, but not before sternly saying, “You better not fucking try 
anything.” As One went over to unlock one of Arcades’ wrists, he noticed that the fox’s thumbs 
were cuffed, and this would prevent Arcades from moving his hands to the front of his body. 

One examined the keyhole of the thumbcuffs, and he believed that the unique restraint 
utilized a standard handcuff key. The human inserted the key into the hole, but he realized that it 
did not properly fit. One took a step away from the fox, and he vocalized his frustration, 
“Fuck...” As the human moved back over to his desk to search for a different key which would 
work, Arcades tried his best to eject the device from his anus. After a brief moment of pushing, 
the device fell out of the fox’s rectum, and it landed on the ground, producing a very audible 
thud. One looked up at the fox, and he wondered what made the noise, but he then noticed the 
plug on the ground. The human commented, “I’m glad they put that up your ass. That’ll be a nice 
intro for you, because we have so much more in store for you. You don’t even know half of it 
yet.” Arcades was beginning to feel more frightened, but he was glad that the human was unable 
to see his concern due to the blindfold and muzzle the fox was wearing. 

The human returned to the fox with a different key, and he then tested to see if it would 
open the thumbcuffs. Since the miniature restraints featured two keyholes that directly were 
connected to each other, One assumed that either keyhole would open the small restraints. One 
placed the key in one of the keyholes, and he twisted to no avail. The human did not realize that 


the thumbcuffs were already double-locked, and that the second keyhole was the correct keyhole 


to disengage the double-lock before releasing the main lock. After an extended moment of 
figuring out the proper operation of thumbcuffs, One was finally able to remove them from 
Arcades’ thumbs. One then removed the mitts from the fox’s hands, and he briefly looked 
Arcades’ palms over. One commented on the fox’s hands, “You know, for someone who gets 
himself into all of these places, I thought that your hands would be a bit tougher. Fuckin’ hell, 
your hands are soft as fuck!” 

One waited for the fox to say something else, but Arcades did not say anything. One 
looked up at the fox’s face, and he could see that he was still muzzled, “Oh that’s right. You 
can’t say shit with that on your mouth. Well, I’m gonna have to remove that anyways for what I 
want to do, so I guess I should do it now.” The human walked in front of the fox, and he 
unbuckled the muzzle from the fox’s face. Once the muzzle was off of the fox, One tossed it 
aside after looking at the saliva that accumulated on the silicon insert of the muzzle. The human 
smiled and commented as Arcades gagged and coughed, ““You’re going to learn to enjoy more 
things than that in your mouth here at the Omega Foundation, fox. Did you ever wonder why you 
foxes are always the stereotypical sluts of the anthro race?” Arcades did not produce a response 
to One’s question. The human, in his disappointment, yanked the leash which was attached to 
Arcades’ collar, and this rapid movement caused the fox to suddenly gasp. One tried to push the 
fox to his knees, but he was surprised that Arcades was not complying. After a good yank, the 
human managed to push the fox to the ground, but Arcades landed on his belly rather than his 
knees. One looked at the restraints on the ground as he walked around the fox who was still 
blindfolded, shackled, and handcuffed. One decided that he would remove the fox’s blindfold, so 
he moved behind Arcades as he was still lying on the ground, and he pulled the blindfold off of 


Arcades’ eyes. The fox immediately took in the surroundings of the room, which was dimly lit. 


The walls and floor were all a dark gray color, and there were some blue lights in select parts of 
the room. Arcades rolled to his side until he was lying on his back, and he was now able to see 
the human standing in front of him. 

“Welcome to the Omega Foundation, bitch,” One spoke as Arcades was now able to see 
him. The fox looked down at the cage around his genitals, the last irregular restraint, and One 
spoke when he saw that Arcades had looked at the cage, “The cage stays on, bitch. You fox 
fucks don’t deserve to feel any pleasure here.” Arcades could tell that the human misunderstood 
his priorities. The fox attempted to stand up, but he was quickly pushed back to the ground by 
One. One taunted, “No, no, no. No getting up for you, fox. You obviously don’t know your 
place.” Arcades wanted to say something back to the human, but he had a feeling that One was 
provoking him into doing so. The fox did not want to play along with the human, for he knew 
that One wanted him to submit to his will via psychological coercion. Arcades also knew that by 
not submitting to the human, he would be provoking the human to do more things to him, and the 
fox was not ready to take his chances with what One could come up with to abuse him. Arcades 
was glad that he was now free of a few restraints, and he was debating on using what he knew 
regarding his own capabilities to escape. 

The fox quickly examined his surroundings with his peripheral vision, and he took note 
of the current restraints on his person. Though the BOA locksets made the restraints more 
intimidating, Arcades knew that under the locksets were the standard Smith & Wesson handcuffs 
which he had owned and used on himself for years. The fox knew that he had learned a great 
deal about maneuvering himself while restrained, and he felt that it might be time to use those 
skills now. Arcades knew that his genitals were encased inside of a cage, but he did not see the 


cage as being detrimental to his escape effort in this situation. All the fox needed to do would be 


to obtain the key for the BOA handcuffs from the human, and he would be able to escape. 
Arcades shot another brief look at the cage for his genitals, and he could indeed tell that the 
padlock which held the cage in place was not keyed alike to any of the handcuff keys which the 
fox knew about. If he were to escape the rest of the restraints, then he would have to wear the 
cage until he would be able to remove it himself later. Out of all the restraints the fox had been 
forced to wear, the cage was the restraint which he minded the least. After all, the fox did not 
really need to use his genitals for anything. Arcades placed more value on having his hands and 
ankles free rather than having his genitals free. 

One was still waiting for Arcades to say something, but he was unaware that the fox was 
devising his escape plan in his mind as he was waiting. The human spoke again, “Are you gonna 
try and stand up again, bitch?” Arcades knew that it would be unwise for him to obey the human, 
but he also knew that he would have to stand up if he had a chance of escaping Facility One. The 
fox was very tempted to try and escape now, for he had been restrained in a similar manner 
numerous times. All the fox needed to essentially do would be to bring his hands to the front of 
his body, and he would be able to exponentially increase the effectiveness of his hands. Since the 
handcuffs were linked by chain, the fox knew that he would be able to bring them to the front of 
his body, for he was easily able to do so with similar Smith & Wesson models. Arcades decided 
that his best option given his current situation would be to pray to God Himself, so that He 
would bestow strength upon the fox in order to begin the escape. The fox closed his eyes, and he 
began to silently pray to God. 

The human noticed that the fox had his eyes closed, “The fuck do you think you’re doing 
you slut? Fucking look at me, you bitch.” Arcades did not open his eyes until he was sure he was 


ready. The fox finished his silent prayer, and he opened his eyes to see that One was raising his 


left leg to kick Arcades. As the human raised his left leg, Arcades noticed that One was carrying 
a handgun holstered on his right thigh. The fox now knew what he needed to do. Since One was 
standing on one leg, Arcades waited until he pushed his leg forwards to kick him. When the 
human’s leg started to move forwards during the kick, Arcades quickly scooted out of the way 
by using his bound hands to shift himself to the right. The human missed the fox, and Arcades 
sprung his bound legs outwards in order to successfully knock the human down on the ground. 

Arcades quickly pushed his bound hands past his tail, and he moved his legs closer to his 
body so that he would be able to bring his hands to the front of his body. The fox rolled 
forwards, and he stood up by transferring the momentum of the roll to his legs while bringing his 
hands to the front of his body in one swift motion. The fox raised his bound hands over his head, 
and he waited for the human to be in the process of standing up before swinging down with all of 
his might. The fox slammed One directly on the forehead with the heavy steel locksets of the 
BOA handcuffs, and he watched as One fell back over on the ground and yelped in pain. The fox 
raised his hands again, and he delivered another slam to the human’s forehead with the same 
heavy locksets. When One was disoriented from the impacts to his head, Arcades quickly 
wrapped the chain connecting his ankles around the human’s throat, and he began to pull his legs 
outward as much as he was able to do so. 

One scrambled to grab the chain the fox started to pull around his neck, and Arcades 
could audibly hear sounds of choking. Arcades did not want to wait for the human to potentially 
pass out from the lack of oxygen. Arcades moved to a sitting position while still keeping his legs 
extended outwards, and he began to repeatedly hit the human with the locksets over and over 
again. At this point, blood was now spilling from One’s head, and he was becoming less and less 


resistant to Arcades’ attacks. After about a couple dozen more blows to the head, the human 


finally stopped struggling with the fox all together. With the adrenaline still going through 
Arcades’ blood, the fox waited a few more seconds to make sure that the human was finished 
with him. Arcades unwrapped the human’s neck from the chain, and he was careful as to not get 
blood on himself since he did not know if the human carried any kind of bloodborne diseases. 
After all, from what he knew about the Omega Foundation, Arcades was not ready to take any 
huge risks. 

The fox stood up, and he squatted down in order to grab the handgun which was in One’s 
holster. Even though Arcades’ wrists were still bound together, he was still able to operate 
handguns and some rifle models. Arcades inspected the handgun, and he quickly identified it as a 
black Smith & Wesson M&P9 2.0. The fox dropped the magazine from the handgun, and he 
pulled the slide back halfway in order to verify that the weapon had a round in the chamber. 
When Arcades could confirm that the weapon was indeed loaded, he placed the magazine back 
into the weapon, and he held it in his bound hands as he aimed the weapon around the office to 
make sure that nobody else was in there with him. Arcades flipped the safety lever on the right 
side of the frame upwards to set the weapon to safe, and he held the handgun in his hands as he 
searched the ground for the keys to unlock his restraints. The fox knew what key he should be 
looking to find, for he was familiar with the BOA Medeco lockset modifications for the Smith & 
Wesson restraints. 

After a moment of searching the floor, Arcades finally found the key which One dropped 
during the struggle. The fox got on his knees next to the key, placed the handgun right in front of 
himself, and picked up the key for the restraints. Arcades inserted the key into the left restraint, 
and he had his wrist free within seconds. After freeing one wrist, he used the hand which he had 


just freed to release himself from the other cuff. Arcades gave one last look at the restraints 


before discarding them on the floor, for he knew how expensive the restraints were compared to 
the standard models manufactured by Smith & Wesson. Arcades then changed his sitting 
position so that he would be able to access the keyholes on his ankles. Arcades inserted the key 
into the keyhole, and he repeated the action for his other ankle. The fox was now completely free 
from conventional restraints, but he decided that he would bring the Medeco key with him for 
the time being. The key which he found would only open the restraints which Omega placed him 
in specifically, and they would not be compatible with other BOA locksets. Though he knew that 
each BOA lockset was keyed differently, he still figured that it would be worth a try if Jason had 
been locked in a set of restraints which shared the same key. The fox did not want to risk tossing 
the key to Jason’s freedom away. 

Arcades stood up, grabbed the M&P9 2.0, and he looked back over to the bleeding 
human one more time in order to make sure he was not planning on getting back up anytime 
soon. The fox did not know if he had killed the human, but he did not want to fire his weapon 
and risk altering the rest of Facility One. Arcades looked down at the cage which encased his 
genitals, and he inspected the padlock which held it in place. The padlock was manufactured by 
Master, and Arcades knew that it would be fairly easy for him to pick it once he had the tools to 
do so. He also noticed that the cage was constructed of polymer, so he knew that he would be 
able to cut the polymer off if his attempts at picking the lock did not come to fruition. Arcades 
disregarded the cage for now since he knew that he would not be needing his genitals in this 
situation; it would be something to worry about for later. 

Taking a look around One’s office, Arcades was searching for any equipment that would 
be of use to him. The fox was considering looting the bludgeoned human, but he did not want to 


risk getting any of the human’s potentially toxic blood on himself. Arcades knew that stealth 


would be his best friend for escaping the compound since he knew that he would not be able to 
take on the entirety of Facility One’s Internal Security Group using only a Smith & Wesson 
M&P9 and one magazine. Arcades had literally nothing else on his person besides the cage over 
his genitals which he was currently unable to remove. Though Arcades could not find any spare 
clothes in the office, he did find a keycard. The keycard appeared similar to one he found at 
Facility Five, but it was blue instead of red. The keycard had the word Omni written on it, and 
Arcades assumed that the keycard would be useful in opening any Omega security doors he 
might encounter during his escape since it was found in the office of the Site Director of Facility 
One. 

Before Arcades commenced his official escape, he knew that he would not be able to go 
anywhere with the collar still around his neck since he would likely be tracked by the ISG if he 
left it on. The fox first unbuckled the leash from the collar, and he tossed it aside before feeling 
for any padlock that might be keeping the collar in place. Arcades was surprised to find that the 
collar felt completely slick, but there was one section that felt more slick than the rest of the 
collar. The fox took into consideration that the collar he is wearing might be able to be unlocked 
with an RFID device. Since Arcades had just acquired a keycard, the fox decided that it would be 
worth a try. The fox held the keycard in front of the RF-ID scanner for a few seconds after he 
located where the chip was held, and he heard a beep followed by the collar popping off of his 
neck and landing on the ground. 

The fox looked at the collar on the ground, and he saw that the glowing red stripe around 
the collar was now disabled as well. Arcades assumed that the collar used some kind of GPS 
device, so he believed that it would not take long for the ISG to become suspicious of the device 


shutting off. The fox held the handgun in one hand, the Medeco key and keycard in his other 


hand, and he knew that he would not be able to effectively carry more items which he may need 
in the future if he was to remain completely naked. Arcades looked around One’s office some 
more as he looked for anything he could use to carry objects for himself. Wishing he could find 
some pants to wear, the fox was unsuccessful in locating anything that might be able to 
efficiently bear the load and free up his hands to use his weapon properly. After a few more 
moments of searching, Arcades opened a closet with the keycard he procured, and he struck a 
jackpot. 

Inside the closet, Arcades found a complete ISG Special Forces loadout: A Crye 
Precision G4 combat uniform in blue, a complete kit assault kit manufactured by Blue Force 
Gear and Velocity Systems, and an XMP-1. The fox pulled the G4 pants down, and he looked for 
the tag to see what size the trousers were. The pants had a 32 inch waist size, and a 32 inch 
inseam. The fox was too tall and too skinny for the pants, but he figured that it was either wear 
the ill-fitting pants or remain completely naked; Arcades was not too happy with being naked. 
Arcades put the pants on first, and he sat his acquired items aside for later. There was not a web 
belt included with the equipment, so Arcades had to utilize the velcro waist adjustment straps 
which were situated on the back of the Crye pants. After the fox pulled the velcro adjustment 
tabs as far as they would go, he was able to get the pants to fit his waist better than he did before. 

Arcades then grabbed the G4 combat shirt, and he donned it before tucking the excess 
fabric into the pants. The fox was glad that both the shirt and pants included their respective knee 
and elbow pads. Arcades did not see any footwear in the closet, but he decided that he did not 
need footwear anyways; he never wore any during his other operations. The fox grabbed the 
black Blue Force Gear SOC-C belt and harness kit, and he tightened it before buckling it to his 


waist. Arcades was glad to see that the belt included a Safariland holster for the M&P9 and 


several HSGI pouches which were already loaded with Magpul PMAGs for the XMP-1. The fox, 
however, did not have a tailhole in the pants for him to thread his tail into. Arcades noticed that 
the Spiritus Systems LV119 plate carrier contained a Hogue tactical knife in a polymer holster 
on the left side, so he used the knife to cut a small hole in the back of the pants in order for him 
to pull his tail through. Now with his tail through the hole, he could focus on donning the rest of 
the procured equipment. Arcades opened the two platebags on the carrier, and he removed the 
NIJ Level III+ plates from the carrier, for he knew that he did not need any extra weight slowing 
him down. Though he would be sacrificing significant ballistic protection, the fox knew that he 
needed to maximize the usage of the load bearing capabilities of the vest since the vest included 
many pouches manufactured by Velocity Systems. Once the plates had been removed from the 
carrier, Arcades threw the plate carrier over his torso, and he tightened it to fit his extremely thin 
torso. The fox then put on the black Mechanix covert tactical gloves which he found to be 
slightly too small for his hands. The gloves were ill-fitting and not Oakley, but Arcades would 
not complain, for gloves were better than no gloves. 

The fox removed the L3Harris radio and comms system from the kit because he did not 
need the ISG to potentially find him thanks to the help of their own radio. Arcades checked the 
equipment which he was currently wearing, and he was wondering if he was missing anything 
else he would potentially be able to use. The fox then felt his head, and he realized that he was 
wearing nothing over his eyes or his head. Arcades looked back in the closet, and he did see a 
Revision Caiman helmet; However, the fox did not want to bother with the helmet since it would 
only be slowing him down much like the plates in the carrier would. Arcades picked up the 
M&P%9, and he holstered it before he slipped the keycard into one of the pockets of the G4 


combat pants. Arcades also kept the Medeco key and placed it into one of the pockets of his 


uniform. The fox then grabbed the XMP-1 by the sling, and he ejected the weapon’s magazine to 
make sure that it was loaded. The fox looked at the rounds in the magazine, and he then looked 
inside the chamber by halfway pulling the charging handle back to see that it already contained 
one 5.56x45mm round loaded in the chamber. Arcades released the charging handle, and he 
inserted the magazine back into the lower receiver of the XMP-1 before throwing the two-point 
sling around his body. The fox tightened the sling, and he felt that he was now ready to truly 
begin his escape from Facility One. However, the fox knew that he would not be leaving without 
getting Jason out first. 

Arcades kept the rifle’s selector on safe as he took one final sweep around the room to 
make sure that he was not missing anything. The fox looked at One, and he examined what he 
could of the human’s injuries. Arcades wished that he did not have to hurt the human, but he 
knew that he had to do what he did in order for him to escape. Arcades also remembered that he 
asked the Lord Himself for support before attempting the escape. The fox felt he was obliged to 
thank Jesus, so he said another brief silent prayer to himself. When he finished, the fox moved 
back over to One’s desk, and he destroyed the computer by continuously whacking it with the 
butt of the XMP-1. Once the computer had been effectively rendered useless, the fox figured that 
he should destroy the L3Harris radio he discarded as well for good measure. Arcades gave the 
radio the same treatment, and he then looked around one last time to make sure that all of the 
communication equipment in the room had been disabled for now. The fox felt satisfied with 
what he saw, so he decided that it was now time for him to get going. Arcades used his keycard 
to open the door from the inside, and he then moved out to find Jason and escape. 

The fox carefully stepped through the doorway, and he looked in both directions to get a 


feel for his surroundings. Arcades noticed that the place he was in looked very different 


compared to when he infiltrated Facility Five. The fox tried to mentally estimate a rough number 
of steps he used when he was being taken to One’s office, but he was not sure how many times 
he changed direction. For all he knew, Arcades could become lost in a maze like he was at 
Facility Five, and the fox knew that such an outcome would be substantially less desirable than 
the ideal situation he wanted. Arcades saw that he could either go right or left, and after 
developing a somewhat educated guess, Arcades decided to proceed to his left. 

As the fox quietly traversed the metallic floor, he kept his rifle at the low ready position 
just in case he absolutely needed to raise it and use it. The weapon’s safety was not engaged, but 
Arcades kept his finger out of the trigger guard to ensure that he would not accidentally pull the 
trigger when he did not intend to fire the weapon. As the fox continued down the hallway, he 
kept his eyes and ears alert for signs of any ISG units who may be nearby. Arcades did not want 
to be caught by the ISG, for he knew that his fate would be even worse than it was originally 
going to be in the first place. He already knew what it felt like to comply with the Foundation, 
and he was not ready to see what happens when an anthro does not comply. When Arcades 
reviewed in his mind what the human was planning to do with him, he knew that he could not 
waste anymore time finding Jason. The fox also considered the possibility that Jason may still be 
restrained in handcuffs that use BOA locks, and he knew that he would not be able to take those 
off without cutting the bows off with bolt cutters. He knew that it would be too hard to tamper 
with the locks themselves, so he knew that he would just have to cut the bows from the rest of 
the body. Arcades decided that it would be best for him to wait until he found Jason instead of 
thinking about the possibilities ahead of time. 

Jim arrived at the dock with the Stealth Hawk, and Bocchino stood up from where he was 


sitting as he watched the human begin the process of landing the helicopter. Bocchino could feel 


his fur and tail swishing in the wind generated by the rotors, and he was surprised how quiet the 
helicopter sounded compared to the standard Sikorsky S-70 series of helicopters. Bocchino 
turned around to see Jackie was also watching the descending helicopter with him, and his vision 
then trailed over towards the HH-60 as it was in the process of being loaded on the ship. Jim 
disabled the helicopter’s engines once he had successfully landed on the ground, and the cat 
watched as the human toggled a few more controls within the helicopter before removing his 
seatbelt. The human opened the door of the helicopter, and he pulled off his Gentex pilot helmet 
before setting it in the seat he had just gotten up from. 

Bocchino visually examined the unusual helicopter, “How many of these fucking things 
does Omega have?” The human did not hear the cat at first due to the noise generated by the 
rotors as they continued to slow down, “What?” Bocchino repeated his question, but he slightly 
rephrased it, “How many Stealth Hawks does Omega have?” Jim briefly turned around to view 
the helicopter before turning back to face the cat, ““They’ve got a bunch of ‘em. They used to use 
the regular Black Hawk, but they started retrofitting all of them with the angular geometry after 
DEVGRU proved it worked during the Bin Laden raid from over a decade ago.” Bocchino 
nodded, “Yeah, I want to think that Kurt mentioned that at one point.” The cat began to think 
about Arcades since he mentioned him, “Kurt... Fuck...” Jim heard the cat, so he tried to 
reassure him, “We’ll find him. What do you think the odds are that he’s on his way escaping 
someplace right now?” Bocchino took a deep breath, “Pfft, I dunno, man. Did you see how they 
had him chained up back before we left in the first place? He looked pretty fucked to me.” Jim 
shrugged, “I’m sure he knows what he’s doing.” 

Arcades looked at the doors in front of him, and he removed the keycard from his pocket. 


The fox was not sure which door to choose, for none of them featured windows. To make 


matters worse, all of the doors appeared to be exactly the same. For all Arcades knew, one door 
could lead to Jason while another door could lead to a maze, and one door could even lead 
straight into the angry arms of ISG Alpha-Omega. The fox still was holding the XMP-1 with his 
right hand, but he had the weapon pointing downwards in case he entered a door which did 
contain Jason. Arcades certainly did not want to accidentally kill the wolf he was looking to 
rescue. The fox stood up to one of the doors, and he placed his ear against the door so that he 
would be able to hear voices or movement from the other side. Arcades could not hear anything, 
so he knew that either the doors were too thick to allow sound or nobody was actually on the 
other side. The fox did not know which possibility was the correct one, so he decided to take a 
risk. He placed the stock of the XMP-1 to his shoulder, and he swiped the keycard to open the 
door. Arcades then quickly raised his left hand to better support the weapon while still holding 
onto the keycard. Arcades stepped through the door, and he lowered his weapon as he saw that 
the door led to more corridors lined with doors. Arcades shook his head as he muttered under his 
breath, “Gosh, Ill be here for a little while.” 

Jackie sat back as she watched Bocchino and Jim work on moving the necessary parts of 
the MH-60X so they would be able to properly place it onboard the ship. The vixen looked over 
to the ship, already docked, and she looked at how the HH-60 was stored on the ship. She 
watched as the fabric covering the aircraft moved in the wind before looking back to check on 
the progress for the Stealth Hawk. After a few more moments of watching the anthro and human 
work on moving the parts they needed to, Jackie noticed an incoming Toyota 4Runner. The dark 
gray SUV stopped beside the helicopter, and Bocchino moved away from the helicopter to speak 
with the Prince of Sealand. Jim also hopped off the helicopter and approached the SUV as the 


Prince exited from the left side of the vehicle. 


“T still don’t see how you bloody Americans drive like that,” the Prince said as he looked 
over to the approaching men. Jim spoke with a question first, “That’s all of them, right?” The 
Prince nodded his head as his response. Bocchino looked at the 4Runner, and he remembered 
that he already had the Mustang on the ship. All they needed to do now was get the Stealth Hawk 
and the 4Runner on the ship. Bocchino looked at the SUV, “Yeah, I’ve already got Kurt’s 
Mustang on the ship. I'll go ahead and drive this one on the ship.” Jim looked at the helicopter 
which was partially ready to be loaded on the ship, “What about the helicopter?” Bocchino 
replied as he opened the left door of the SUV and climbed inside, “I put up mine; you can put up 
yours.” The cat could tell that Jim had something else to say to him, but he had already started 
the SUV’s ignition which drowned out the sound of the human attempting to speak to him. 
Bocchino drove the SUV away from the two humans, and he proceeded towards the ramp of the 
ship. 

Jim used his eyes to track the vehicle as it made it onto the ship. The other human spoke 
to Jim, “How rude. Anyways, it looks like that’Il be all the vehicles we need to bring over here.” 
Jim replied to the Prince, “Yeah. How are you supposed to get back to Sealand?” The Prince 
looked over to the waters, for they were still at the port, “I’ve got another boat of mine around 
here. I'll be taking that back.” Jim looked at the boats docked at the port, but he did not know 
which boat the Prince was talking about. Jim commented, “How many boats do you have?” The 
Prince replied, “I am a commercial fisherman. I’ve got quite a few boats around here. If I were to 
leave now, I’d be back at Sealand in an hour and a half at best.” Jim was curious, “You’re not 
leaving now?” The Prince shook his head, “Not right now. I was going to just wait for you guys 
to get your vehicles on the ship, and then I'll get going.” The human pilot was still curious, 


“Why wait for us?” The Prince said, “I just wanted to make sure you guys could get all four of 


those on the ship.” Jim shrugged, “Alright, I guess.” The Prince continued to speak, “I never 
imagined that all this would come my way. I don’t take it too many people acknowledge the 
existence of my nation.” Jim did remember what Arcades told him about the Principality of 
Sealand, “Is your country recognized by any international organizations by chance?” The Prince 
shrugged, and Jim could obviously tell that the Prince was indicating the answer as a negative 
while trying to mask his answer in ambiguity. Jim was prepared to speak, but the Prince spoke 
first, delivering a clearer response, “Unfortunately, I don’t think any of them recognize us. I wish 
that could change, but -- I mean, the bloody fort itself still needs loads of renovation. After all, it 
was made in World War II to look out for German U-Boats.” Jim spotted Bocchino walking back 
down the ramp, but the human looked back at the Prince again, “You know, I’m not even sure 
what the plan is when we get back to the US. Honestly, Kurt is probably a lost cause at this 
point. We may just have to hide from the Foundation for a while. We don’t have the resources to 
take them down. Even if Kurt was here, we wouldn’t be able to do it.” 

The Prince replied, “Well, I can’t say that I’m surprised. If anything, I’d be surprised if 
Kurt did return with you guys here. If I’m being honest as well, yes, I do believe that he is a lost 
cause. Africa is the second most populous continent on this planet; you would not be able to 
realistically find him. I’m sorry, but it might be best to just count this as a loss. After all, there 
isn’t really anything two guys can effectively do. Omega is an international organization, and 
you lads have already spent a fortune solely on the air fare to make the bloody round trip.” Jim 
took another look at Bocchino, and he could see that the cat was approaching. Jim wanted to 
wrap things up, but the Prince replied before he could speak again, “What I think you guys 
should do is just get her to safety. Bobby’s been spending Kurt’s money, right?” Jim replied, 


“Yeah.” The Prince nodded, for he had an idea for the remaining crew, “Aye, just give her 


whatever is left of the money Kurt had. He won’t be needing it where he’s going.” Jim 
considered the Prince’s idea. The Prince was not finished speaking, “You’ve defected from the 
Omega Foundation, Jim. Change your name, and go live somewhere you know they won’t be 
looking for you at.” 

Jim looked over at the cat one last time before looking back at the Prince, “And for 
Bobby?” The Prince realized that Bocchino was now in earshot of the conversation, but he 
started speaking to him instead of Jim, ““You’ve got your own home, right?” Bocchino did not 
know if the Prince was speaking to him, despite the fact the human was looking directly at the 
cat, “Who? Me?” The human nodded, “Yeah. Do you have your own home back in the US?” 
Bocchino slowly replied, “Erm... Yes? Hey, what’s the big idea here?” The Prince shared his 
idea with the cat, “You’re not going to realistically ever see Kurt or Jason again. Save yourself 
the trouble and just consider this mission complete when you get the vixen to safety. Just go back 
home, and divide out the rest of Kurt’s money amongst yourselves. He’s not going to need it. 
You two are not going to be able to take down Omega. Even if you guys had Kurt and Jason, you 
would not be able to do anything about Omega.” 

Bocchino was somewhat surprised to hear what the Prince was saying, “What?” The 
Prince continued, “Omega is simply too much to deal with. Your best bet is to just return where 
you came from and forget all about it.” The cat shook his head, “We know too much, though. 
How are we supposed to forget about this?” The Prince replied, “Any way you can forget about 
it. That’s all you can really do.” Bocchino began to raise his voice, his emotions were starting to 
show again, “What about all of those anthros? Are we supposed to just fuckin’ abandon them? 
We’re supposed to just leave them to get fucked?” The Prince nodded, “Sorry, I’m afraid so, 


mate. Too much for you two to handle.” The cat shook his head in denial, “What about Kurt and 


Jason? Are we supposed to just leave them behind?” The Prince replied, “Yes. You said they 
were taken with absolutely nothing on them. You would not be able to find them no matter what 
you do. They’re lost, they’re gone, and you’re not getting them back.” 

The cat was still in denial, “There’s gotta be something we can do, though.” The Prince 
looked over to the ship which was still docked, “And there is: It’s called you go back to your 
homes, divide up what’s left of Kurt’s money, and consider it done. Move on with your lives, 
and deny the existence of the Omega Foundation. Never contact each other again, and write it off 
as a business trip to people you personally know who may ask you about it. Seven days on the 
water is plenty of time to come up with a convincing cover story if you really need one. As far as 
you’re concerned, Kurt and Jason died before he made it to Sealand in the first place. Don’t go 
any further than that. You do not need Omega to find you guys. There’s too much of a risk at 
play when you’re considering the Foundation.” Jim knew that he definitely did not want to be 
found by Omega, “Yeah, Bobby. He’s right. It might be time to call it quits. We’re not CDI by 
any stretch of the imagination or anything --” the human was cut off by the cat, “We’ve gone this 
fucking far! We can’t just give this shit up now, dammit!” Jim shook his head, “We haven’t gone 
far at all. Omega still has over two dozen other facilities around the world. Taking down that one 
in Africa cost us a shitload of Kurt’s money. We won’t be able to afford going to another one.” 

Bocchino knew that Arcades’ funds would be completely depleted if he were to try and 
overthrow merely a couple more Omega facilities. The cat did not know what to say, “Man, I... 
We can’t just leave them out there, though.” The Prince reminded Bocchino of reality, “Kurt is 
just one fox. He can’t do shit. Neither can Jason. It’s time to forget about them and carry on. 
Kurt got himself into this situation in the first place, and you know that as a fact. Here, save 


yourselves: Sell Kurt’s stuff and you’ll have plenty of money to divide amongst yourselves. 


After all, I don’t think you guys can legally own that stuff in America anyways. How does it 
work for those weapons you guys have?” Jim knew about the weapon laws in the US, “From 
what Bobby has told me, the weapons are registered under Kurt’s company. We would have to 
get rid of those before the company ceases to exist.” 

The Prince proposed another idea, ““Yeah? How about you guys sell his vehicles as well? 
That’ ll give you guys, at the very least, a few million dollars for each of you. It’ll be plenty for 
you guys to live comfortably for a long while.” Bocchino remembered Arcades’ rifle, “I would 
like to keep Kurt’s gun, though. Maybe I can replace the lower with one of my semi-auto ones 
and I’ll be able to keep it.” The Prince shrugged, ““Any way that’s best for you, really. You do 
have two cars there, but they’re probably under his rego. I’m not sure how registering cars works 
over in the US, but maybe you can sell them if you can’t figure it out.” Bocchino remembered 
the cars which Arcades had, “I dunno. We might be able to sell them for some quick cash.” Jim 
remembered something else, “Gotta make sure the IRS doesn’t get too suspicious about our 
cash.” The Prince replied, “If you’re worried about a government agency finding out about these 
funds, you maybe could put them all in an offshore account. How soon do you actually need this 
money?” 

Bocchino remembered how much cash was currently left in the bank account he was 
using, “Well, none of this applies to me because I never spent any of my own money. I don’t 
need any of this money right now. I don’t have anything I need to replace, and I haven’t lost 
anything but a job.” The Prince reassured the cat, “Well, you can take some of the cash for 
yourself to hold you over until you need to start working again.” Jim shared what he was 


currently planning to do with the money, “I'll definitely change my name and I’Il go to live ina 


different state. He’s right, you know, Bobby. We don’t stand a chance against Omega. Take it 
from me: I used to work for Omega myself.” 

Bocchino was still somewhat hesitant, “I just don’t know if it’s the right thing to do. It’s 
not what Kurt would’ve wanted.” The Prince shook his head, “It doesn’t matter, does it? Kurt’s 
as good as dead now if he’s not dead already, and there is nothing any of us can do to bring him 
back here. On top of that, we wouldn’t stand a chance even if Kurt was here. It’s time to forget 
about him. You don’t need him anyways.” Bocchino knew that the Prince was right, “Man. I 
know what you’ re telling me makes the most sense, but... I just don’t want to leave Kurt 
behind.” The Prince replied, “Even if you had all the resources in the world, it would still take 
forever to find him in Africa. We’ve already told you: He’s as good as dead, and you should 
consider him as such. That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you this entire time.” Bocchino’s face 
clearly displayed disappointment, and Jim spoke, “Come on, Bobby. We have a whole week to 
think about this on the ship. We don’t have to do anything with Kurt’s stuff quite yet when we 
arrive, either. We have plenty of time to think about the best way to divide it up amongst 


ourselves.” 


Chapter 10 


Escape 


Arcades opened another door with his keycard, and what he found were several yellow- 
collared anthros held in very small cages. All of them were blindfolded, heavily restrained, and 
naked, but Arcades did not see that Jason was one of them. The fox had a relatively hard time 
determining the race of each anthro due to the combination of devices covering their faces, but 
Arcades could tell the difference between a canoid and a feloid by the shape of the muzzle they 
wore. The fox briefly examined each anthros to see if he recognized any of them, but he could 
not do so because they were unable to look back at him. The fox studied the yellow collars, and 
he was trying to remember which collar color the ISG placed on him. Arcades knew that the 
collar could change color without being removed because he remembered seeing the lights 
disable when the collar hit the ground after being removed from his neck. 

After a brief moment of trying to recall prior details, Arcades remembered that the collar 
appeared to glow red before he took it off, but the fox did not know which color collar Jason 
wore. Arcades had not looked at Jason since the two of them were captured by the ISG in the 
Congo due to the blindfold the ISG forced him to wear, so the fox did not know where Jason was 
within Facility One. Since Arcades was in a room with plenty of unarmed and defenseless 
anthros, he decided to flip the selector switch to the safe position on his XMP-1 to avoid a 
negligent discharge. As the fox performed this action, he briefly shouldered the weapon to peek 


into its scope while holding the rifle in a safe direction. Seeing as the scope was disabled, 


Arcades depressed the power button of the scope in order to enable it. Arcades looked through 
the scope again, and he could see that both the reticle and rangefinder were now enabled. The 
fox did not know if he was going to have to use the XMP-1, but he knew that he would be ready 
to use it if he had no other options. Arcades could not afford to be captured again by Omega. 
The fox walked down the narrow pathway while he was still looking at the captured 
anthros to his left and right. Many of the anthros had special devices attached to their genitals 
and nipples which Arcades could not determine the function for. The fox did not want to stop 
and inspect the anthros, but he also did not want to leave them to stay in the Foundation. The fox 
knew that the anthros would surely be killed by the ISG if they discovered that the anthros were 
trying to escape. After what happened in Facility Twenty-Four, Arcades wondered if the ISG 
would shoot him on sight as well. The fox knew that he would not be able to rescue all of the 
anthros in the room, and he also knew that there were definitely more anthros within the facility 
than the anthros which he was currently looking at. After all, Arcades was only looking at the 
anthros which were wearing yellow collars. The fox was trying to remember how many collar 
colors Omega used, so he tried to remember what he saw in Facility Twenty-Four. Though 
Arcades did not get a good look at many of the anthros at the facility, he did remember that a few 
of them were wearing orange colors while most of the rest of them were wearing yellow collars. 
The fox looked at the other end of the hall, but there was not a door which connected the 
current room to another. Arcades acknowledged that the best way to continue moving through 
Facility One would be to return back to the hall where he was previously at. Arcades removed 
his left hand from his XMP-1’s handguard, and he went back into his left pocket to grab his 
keycard to open the door on his way back out. The fox was glad Omega did not employ the use 


of security cameras, for he knew that he would have been discovered to be escaping long ago. 


Arcades also did not know when the ISG would find One in his office, and the fox did not even 
know if he had killed the human or not. Though he did use all of his strength to whack the 
human on the head with the reinforced metallic locksets of the restraints, he was not sure if he 
was even able to hit the human hard enough to cause death. Arcades also discarded the restraints 
when he was free, and he was beginning to think that applying them to the unconscious human 
would buy him at least some time for his escape. The fox, however, frowned upon the idea of 
restraining somebody who is already incapacitated. 

Arcades reached the door he had walked through, and he swiped his keycard. As he heard 
the door beep to indicate it was unlocked, he pressed the buttstock of the XMP-1 against his 
shoulder in case he needed to raise it quickly. Arcades also kept the keycard in his hand as he 
placed his left hand back on the handguard in order to stabilize the weapon. Though the weapon 
was still set to safe, the fox would be able to flip the selector switch to at least select the semi- 
automatic position if he was to be suddenly spotted by the ISG. The door slid open, and Arcades 
kept his balance as he turned from side to side while looking out for the ISG. The fox was 
surprised that the compound’s alarm had not sounded yet, so observation indicated to Arcades 
that either One had not awoken from his unconscious state or the ISG had not found him injured 
yet. 

Since the dimly lit hallway was clear of any hostiles, Arcades proceeded further as he 
tried to guess as to where Jason was. The fox felt bad for having to leave all of the other anthros, 
but he knew that there was nothing he could do for them. He also knew that he might not even be 
able to find or help Jason, but Arcades did not entertain the idea of merely abandoning the wolf 
at the Omega Foundation. The fox knew that he would be taking Jason with him one way or 


another, even if he would not be able to fully free the wolf from any restraints. Arcades did not 


see which restraints the ISG forced Jason to wear, but he assumed that they were similar to the 
Smith & Wesson models fitted with the uniquely-keyed BOA Medeco locksets. If Jason was 
wearing such restraints still, then Arcades would have to take the wolf with him with the 
restraints still on and cut them off later if his procured key was incompatible with Jason’s set. 
As the fox’s mind continued to wander while searching the compound, he remembered 
that there would be further complications brought about if he were to remove Jason from the 
Omega Foundation without removing the restraints. For one, Jason would still be completely 
naked with no way to wear any clothing. Arcades would also have to use bolt cutters at the very 
least to cut the bows of the restraints off, and he did not currently possess such equipment for 
performing this process. He was also not sure as to where he would procure this equipment. 
Arcades did consider going to a hardware store which may or may not be in his general vicinity, 
but he knew that he had no money on his person to pay for such equipment. The fox also lacked 
a vehicle to drive to such a store if it even was adjacent to his location, and Arcades did not want 
to try to take one of the Omega vehicles; the fox feared they could be equipped with GPS or a 
similar tracking technology. An MRAP would also look extremely out of place driving to a 
hardware store of all places. Even if Arcades did have a vehicle and money to drive to a 
hardware store to procure the equipment, he knew that he would have to leave a naked wolf 
chained up in his car, and Arcades knew very well of associated risks regarding such a 
possibility. Considering the best possible scenario, Jason would still be without clothing for an 
extended period of time within view of the general public, and a situation involving law 
enforcement officials would present both of them with more problems than he could count, 
especially since neither of them currently possessed identification. Even though neither anthro 


would lie to the officers, the fox knew that the likely human police would not believe the words 


of a fox. Arcades knew that there were further problems with taking Jason with him, but he 
decided he would think about those later once he found the wolf. He did not even know what 
state Jason currently was in. 

The fox finally reached the opposing end of the hall, and he once again waited in front of 
the door as he used his ears to discern if there were any people on the other side of the door. 
After a few seconds of waiting, Arcades scanned his keycard to open the door. The door opened, 
and Arcades was presented with a seemingly medium-sized staircase which was perpendicular to 
the current path he was using to travel with. The fox looked up and down the staircase from 
where he was standing, but he was unable to determine which way he would have to travel to 
provide him with the most desirable results. After all, the fox was looking for two things: Jason 
and the compound’s exit. He also knew he had to accomplish both of these tasks before the ISG 
was alert to his escape. The fox continued to consider ascending or descending the staircase, but 
he reminded himself of the time constraint associated with his situation. He knew that it would 
be unwise for him to remain in the same place for too long, especially since he was pretty sure he 
was still on the same floor as One. After some more brief consideration, Arcades decided to 
descend the staircase. 

As Arcades descended the staircase, he couldn’t help but remember that he did travel up a 
staircase when he was being taken to One’s office. The fox was surprised he did not run into any 
ISG members during his escape, but Arcades reminded himself of what was associated with 
working at the Omega Foundation. The fox had no idea how many ISG personnel the Foundation 
employed at each facility, but he did not know many people who would want to work in such 
conditions. Arcades also could somewhat remember what Jim had told him about the hiring 


process for the people who worked at the Omega Foundation, and Arcades was starting to 


believe that the ISG was not as large as Omega wanted him to think. Supported by personal 
experience, the fox knew that Omega heavily relied on psychological manipulation techniques in 
order to make adversaries and victims feel overwhelmed and helpless. Arcades began to 
rationally think about the methods which Omega used, and the fox was soon starting to realize 
that Facility One was probably smaller than he perceived it to be. Considering the sheer logistics 
required with maintaining such a massive facility, Arcades knew that such maintenance could 
have the potential to blow Omega’s cover unless the ISG performed the entirety of maintenance 
work in-house at the facility. When Arcades considered the logistics, he remembered how small 
Facility Twenty-Four was, and he also remembered that Facility Eleven only held one thousand 
anthros at a single time. Despite the fact that the facilities were not actually as large as Omega 
wanted outsiders to believe, Arcades knew that Omega had to have some method of 
manufacturing as well as sufficient resources in order to mass-produce the XMP-| rifles. 

The fox reached the end of the staircase, and he saw a door in front of him. The fox 
swiped his keycard, and he was somewhat less hesitant as he proceeded through the door. When 
Arcades moved through the door to the next room, he saw that the room only consisted of a door 
to his right and a door directly in front of himself. Arcades placed his ear against the door to his 
right, and he was able to hear ambient sounds which he did not remember hearing behind the 
other doors. Arcades figured that he may have just found the way he traveled through when the 
ISG brought him in the facility. The fox hesitated, for he considered that there may be an ISG 
post right outside of the door he was just about to proceed through. Arcades considered trying to 
blend in as an ISG member for a second, but he knew he would not get too far by doing so. His 


obviously anthro feet were exposed, his tail was exposed, and his head was entirely exposed as 


well. He would be able to be immediately identified as an anthro at the very least, or specifically 
a fox with mere moments of visual inspections. 

Arcades stood in front of the door, and he tried to remember what the ISG members 
spoke about before he initially entered Facility One. The fox ended up remembering something 
about Jason being taken through regular processing, and Arcades did remember hearing the 
humans speak about such when they were on his right side. The fox looked in front of himself, 
and he knew that the door he was looking at would technically be on the same side compared to 
when he was standing in front of the complex from the outside. Now that Arcades had a general 
idea of where he currently was, he decided that he would try and mentally map out the path he 
would be taking so that he would be able to bring Jason to the exit once he found the wolf. 
Arcades did want to confirm that the door did indeed lead to the outside world, so he took cover 
behind the wall as he swiped the keycard. The door briefly opened, and while it was open, 
Arcades was clearly able to see outside of the complex from the concealed position he was in, 
and he watched as natural light was able to enter the facility. The fox did not expose himself to 
the door itself, for he knew that he would be easily spotted by any ISG if they were looking 
towards the door. However, the fox did begin to wonder what would happen if the ISG became 
suspicious of a door opening seemingly for no reason. Arcades knew it would be foolish to 
remain in his current location, so when the door closed automatically, the fox swiped his keycard 
and entered the door directly in front of him. 

When Arcades entered the next area, the environment was not all that different from the 
previous area he was in. The fox did notice that the lighting and architecture within Facility One 
was very similar to how Facility Five was constructed. However, Arcades did also notice that 


both facilities were starkly different than Facility Eleven and Facility Twenty-Four. The fox 


figured that there was maybe a reason as to why the facilities were different, but he decided he 
should refocus himself on the mission and not pay too much attention to such things. As the fox 
walked through the corridor, he looked around to see where the ISG might have taken the wolf. 
Arcades tried to consider how much time had passed since he had first entered Facility One, but 
he was not sure if his estimations were correct or not. All Arcades could do from this point is 
hope that he would choose the correct door to go to. 

Arcades walked with his weapon pointed downwards since he had not encountered any 
ISG personnel since he had been left with One. Since absolutely nothing was marked within the 
compound, the fox was practically on his own in terms of navigation. With the lack of 
landmarks, Arcades was relying on the varying corridor construction to map his location. He also 
was trying to walk in a straight path, for taking more turns could potentially cause Arcades to 
lose track of where he came from. The corridor he was in was significantly larger than the other 
half of the facility, but it had fewer doors than the former. Arcades ascended a small staircase, 
and he came into contact with two more doors. One door was in front of him, and another door 
was to his right. Arcades looked at the door to his right, and it almost seemed as if something 
was trying to tell him to open the door. The fox looked away from the door, but his attention was 
immediately captured by the door yet again. The fox removed his keycard from his pocket, but 
he hesitated before he placed it up to the scanner. Arcades was feeling that something dangerous 
was behind the door, but he was not able to hear anything. The fox scanned his keycard before 
quickly shoving it back down in his pocket and raising his weapon. Arcades entered the doorway 
with his weapon at the ready. 

When Arcades entered the room, he noticed there was an anthro who looked very similar 


to Jason restrained in the middle of the room. Around the wolf were two ISG members who 


immediately spotted the fox. Arcades raised his XMP-1 at the two humans, and they quickly 
realized they should be focusing on drawing their own weapons back at the fox. Neither of the 
humans were wearing any tactical equipment; they were merely wearing navy blue BDUs and 
matching patrol caps. Arcades toggled the weapon to the HE configuration, and he fired upon the 
two men after aiming at their heads. Bean bag rounds were fired from the airburst component of 
the XMP-1, and both men were quickly incapacitated by the barrage of rounds fired at close 
range. With both of the humans down, Arcades stowed away his weapon in order to confirm the 
identity of the wolf he found. 

Arcades stepped over behind the wolf, who had been forced to assume a strange position 
on top of a unique chair which the fox had not seen yet. The wolf was positioned so that he 
would be almost in a kneeling position with his torso pointed forwards. Arcades inspected the 
way the gray wolf had been restrained, and he realized that he needed to use a standard handcuff 
key to unlock a majority of the wolf’s restraints. The fox went back to the two incapacitated ISG 
personnel, and he searched their pockets for any useful equipment. After a few moments of 
searching, Arcades had finally found the key he was looking for, so the fox stood back up and 
moved back over to the wolf. Before the fox worked on removing the wolf’s restraints, he 
removed his procured knife and cut off the muzzle and blindfold from the wolf. After removing 
the silicone mouthpiece of the muzzle from the wolf’s mouth, Arcades leaned down to confirm 
that the wolf he was rescuing was indeed Jason. 

“K-Kurt?” Jason spoke to his rescuer. The fox moved back, and he began to cut the rest 
of the restraints which he did not need a key for, “I’Il have you out of here in a moment, Jason. 
Just hang tight.” As the fox cut away the mitts from the wolf’s hands, he could hear Jason 


continue to speak, “Kurt, how did you escape, mate?” Arcades looked back over the wolf to 


make sure he did not miss any restraints which he would be able to cut before placing the knife 
back into the polymer sheath, “I'll tell you about that later. I don’t have much time.” The fox 
removed the handcuff key which he had procured, and he began to unlock the chains around the 
wolf’s waist since the padlocks holding them together were compatible with the key. When 
Arcades removed the chain from Jason’s rear, he could see that Omega did not remove the plug 
they had placed in the wolf’s rectum. The fox winced, but he knew what he had to do, “I’m 
gonna remove this. Brace yourself.” 

“Brace myself for --- Ehh, ugh!” Jason grunted as the fox removed the plug using his 
gloved hands. Tossing the plug aside with disregard, Arcades saw that he would be able to now 
remove the lockbox from the BOA handcuffs since he had removed the padlocks securing it in 
place. When Arcades removed the lockbox and the accompanying chain which was padlocked to 
it, he could see that the wolf was indeed wearing restraints with BOA Medeco lockets. Arcades 
then noticed that Jason’s thumbs were cuffed together. The fox knew that not all standard keys 
would open the thumbcuffs, but he tried the key anyways. Arcades was relieved when he saw 
that the bows were opening once he disengaged the double-lock. Even though the thumbcuffs 
belonged to Arcades in the first place, he discarded them, for he did not need them in his current 
situation. The fox looked over the wolf one last time, and he could see that only the BOA 
handcuffs and leg shackles were remaining. 

“Can you stand up on your own?” Arcades asked the wolf. Jason replied, but he did not 
stand up yet, “Yeah. You want me to stand up now?” The fox said, “Yes, we are leaving.” 
Arcades attempted to insert the key which opened his BOA restraints, and he quickly realized 
that it was indeed incompatible with Jason’s set of restraints. Arcades shook his head in 


disappointment, and he tossed the key away. He knew that he would not be able to use it to free 


the wolf. With one other lifeline on his mind, the fox began to rummage through the pockets of 
the ISG members, but he could not find the Medeco key for the BOA locksets. After he finished 
searching through the pockets of the incapacitated humans, Arcades looked at Jason from the 
front, and he could see that the wolf was wearing both a cage over his genitals as well as clamps 
over his nipples. The fox stood up and he gently removed the clamps before tossing them aside, 
“Those shackles don’t open with a standard key. They’re each keyed differently from the 
manufacturer, so we’re going to have to cut those off when we get out of here. The key that 
worked with mine won’t work with yours.” Jason was visibly disappointed by the news, “Kurt, 
you can’t take these off of me?” The fox shook his head, “I wish I could, but the manufacturer, 
BOA, made those specifically so that they were keyed differently.” 

Jason asked the fox another question, “How did you get out of them yourself?” Arcades 
replied, “The guy they left me with had a key of his own, and I managed to take it after I... 
Incapacitated him.” The wolf looked at the two ISG members in the room with them, “They 
don’t have the keys?” The fox shook his head, “No, I already checked them. I’Il have to use bolt 
cutters to cut off the bows from those once we get to a safe area. Underneath those locksets are 
standard Smith & Wesson restraints, so they shouldn’t be too hard to cut off.” Jason looked 
down at the cage over his genitals, “You can’t remove this either?” Arcades looked over to see 
what Jason was referring to, and he shook his head, “Nope, the padlock they used for that is 
keyed differently than what the rest of the padlocks were. I still have the one they put on me too. 
They’re made from plastic, so I'll probably be able to cut them off something that we’ll be able 
to get a hold of.” 

Jason still had his hands restrained behind his back, and the fox noticed this, “Jason, do 


you know how to bring your arms to your front? It’1] be more comfortable for you until we can 


find tools to remove those.” The wolf was interested to hear what Arcades had to say, “Tell me 
what to do, Kurt.” Arcades eyed over towards the wolf’s lower body, “Push your arms behind 
your tail and keep going until you clear your entire lower body. It’s easier to do that if you’re 
standing up. You’ll know you’ve got it when your hands are directly behind your knees. Then, 
just use the ground to help you roll backwards and pull your hands in front of yourself by pulling 
your legs up to your torso.” The wolf performed what Arcades instructed him to do, and he 
successfully was able to bring his restrained hands in front of his body. 

Arcades removed the keycard from his pocket, and he stowed the XMP-1 to his side 
before he spoke to Jason, “Alright, I can get that collar off of you.” The fox moved behind the 
wolf and held his keycard in front of the RFID reader on the rear of the collar. The red-lit collar 
disabled itself after the fox held the keycard in front of it, and it also fell to the ground after 
detaching from the wolf’s neck. The fox moved away from the wolf and said, “Move to the door, 
I’m about to open it.” The wolf took a few steps, and he was now in front of the door. Arcades 
swiped his keycard, and he held it in his left hand as he picked up the XMP-1’s pistol grip with 
his right hand. The door opened, and Arcades took a few moments to peek outside before he 
nodded to Jason to start moving. Jason looked around the complex, and he was surprised to 
actually see how it looked, “Mate, do you even know where we’re going?” The fox replied as he 
kept his eyes trained on the weapon’s sights, “Yes, so stay as quiet as you can and follow me. I 
know how to get us out.” Arcades knew that the shackles around the wolf’s ankles would 
significantly slow him down as well as generate noise, so the fox walked at a speed which more 
or less matched Jason’s pace so the wolf did not have to strain himself as he walked. He also did 
not want the chain making too much noise. After a rather uneventful walk, both anthros reached 


the doorway without any complications. Arcades swiped his keycard, and he moved with Jason 


into the next area. Arcades followed his path back to where he knew the exit was, and he was 
happy that he did not encounter any ISG personnel. 

Arcades finally reached the exit, “It’s this one. Let’s get out of here.” Arcades stood in 
front of the door, held his keycard out, and prepared to scan it. The fox spoke again, “Alright 
Jason. Just follow my lead, and we’ll be out of this soon enough.” Jason thought he heard the fox 
say that exact phrase before, but he could not remember when the phrase was spoken. Using his 
right hand, Arcades checked the magazine that was in his XMP-1, and he also felt the equipment 
on his plate carrier before he prepared himself to open the door. Jason suddenly realized what he 
was trying to remember, “Kurt, no!” Arcades looked up at the wolf in confusion, “What? What’s 
wrong?” Jason was visibly shaken, “There’s a guy with a bloody shotgun right behind there!” 
Arcades looked at the door while carrying the XMP-1 with both hands, but he did not see what 
the wolf was talking about. The fox spoke to the wolf again, “Stand back, I'll make sure it’s 
alright.” The wolf did not listen to Arcades, “I don’t wanna lose you!” Arcades was still not sure 
what Jason was referring to, but he swiped the keycard anyways while keeping a firm grip on the 
weapon. The door opened, and Arcades was prepared to meet whatever was on the other side. 

The door opened, and Arcades stepped halfway out the door in order for him to be able to 
clearly see his entire surroundings. To the fox’s surprise, there were no ISG members in sight. 
Arcades turned back towards Jason, and he used his left hand to motion for the wolf to proceed 
as Arcades pocketed the keycard. The restrained wolf made a decent amount of noise as he 
walked, but Arcades continued to scan the environment to make sure that neither of them were 
being watched. Looking to the sky, the fox was able to tell that it was in the middle of the day, 
and he knew that this fact carried both advantages as well as disadvantages. The largest 


advantage would be visibility, for Arcades would have less of a chance to become separated 


from the wolf. On the contrary, daytime meant that the ISG could also potentially have an easier 
time locating the anthros once they are alerted to the situation. Arcades was curious as to if the 
Foundation would want to risk being seen in the middle of the day, but he remembered seeing 
them deploy a Stealth Hawk to look for him when he infiltrated Facility Five. 

Arcades moved towards one of the gates built into the fences, and he swiped his keycard 
in order to open the gate and let him and Jason out. Stepping outside of Facility One, Arcades 
looked back to see if there were any personnel on a vantage point seeking them out, but he could 
not see any humans whatsoever. Jason looked around the heavily wooded area, “Where do you 
think we are, Kurt?” Arcades felt the air around him, “Well, it’s pretty warm out here, so we’re 
probably a good bit north of the equator. That’s about as far as I can tell right now. We’re gonna 
have to find a town or city for me to be able to narrow it down further.” Jason looked down at his 
unclad and restrained body, “We’re going -- like this?” Arcades spoke to the wolf, “I'll get those 
off of you as soon as I can find the equipment to do so.” Jason wanted an alternative, “Why can’t 
you just pick the locks?” The fox replied, “I’m not skilled enough to pick those. Those locks are 
specifically designed just to prevent picking, and I still don’t have the tools to pick anything at 
all. If I could pick those, we’d still have to find tools. Cutting the bows off would be the best way 
to do this.” Jason briefly vocalized his disappointment and Arcades replied to the wolf’s implied 
complaint, “I’m sorry I couldn’t find a key for those. I didn’t want to spend too much time there 
because they’re gonna find the guy I incapacitated sooner or later. We have to keep moving, 
because they’re going to be looking for us. That’s for sure.” 

Bocchino stood on the port bow of the ship, and he looked at the water as it splashed 
against the ship. The cat was still contemplating what he was going to do with Arcades’ 


possessions since they were all aboard the ship along with the vehicles. Jim began to approach 


Bocchino, and he started speaking as well, “How did Kurt manage to buy a helicopter anyways?” 
The cat looked down at the waters before looking up at the human, “He used to do a lot of 
contracts, and he saved up until he was able to afford it.” Jim nodded slowly, “Yeah? How long 
have you guys had it?” Bocchino replied, “About five years or so. How was it when you flew 
it?” Jim looked back in an attempt to view the helicopter again, but he remembered that it was 
stored away inside of the ship. He spoke after turning back to face Bocchino, “It was pretty solid. 
It handles somewhat differently than the Stealth Hawk, even though both of them are technically 
the same.” 

Bocchino continued speaking with Jim, “Which one’s better?” Jim considered both 
aircraft, “Ehh.... They each kinda have their pros and cons. The Pave Hawk definitely has more 
features than the Stealth Hawk, but the Stealth Hawk has some advanced avionics that Omega 
developed themselves after they got it from DEVGRU. Y’know the ISG really isn’t that big 
when you think about it.” Bocchino became curious, “How many people are in the ISG in total?” 
Jim said, “They have a few thousand people worldwide, and that’s across all of their facilities.” 
Bocchino shook his head, “Damn... Worldwide?” Jim nodded, but he then elaborated further, 
“Yeah, but not every Omega facility has anthros. Some of them solely exist just for other 
functions. Like, those guns that you found on that one train, they came from...” Jim paused as he 
tried to remember the facility which manufactured the XMP-1. He continued his thought, “It was 
Facility Twenty, I think. They only deal with manufacturing those guns. A different facility 
builds the Stealth Hawks.” 

Bocchino replied, “Interesting... Yeah, but the odds are still against us. At the very least, 
it’s literally us versus a thousand men. That’s fucking impossible.” Jim nodded, “I’m with you 


on that. I think we got lucky at the facility in the Congo. They didn’t have as many ISG in there 


as I was anticipating.” When the human mentioned Facility Twenty-Four, Bocchino couldn’t 
help but shudder as he remembered the anthros which he accidentally killed. He then shook his 
head when he remembered Arcades and Jason being captured by the mercenaries. Jim could see 
that something was on the cat’s mind, “What’s up with you, Bobby?” Bocchino snapped out of 
his thinking, “Oh, shit... Nothin’, don’t worry about that.” The human decided to continue, 
“We'd wind up bankrupt if we were to continue, though. I hope Omega doesn’t clone anthros to 
replace their human ISG. If that were to happen, then Omega would be able to grow entirely 
under the radar, and they would be able to show up at any time with a whole army.” Bocchino 
was rather skeptical, “I don’t think we’re gonna have to worry about that for a long time.” 

Alpha 1 began to knock on One’s door. The human knocked again, and he called out after 
receiving no response, “Are you done in there yet?” Alpha 1 was given no response, and he was 
beginning to wonder if One was still playing with Arcades. The human gave another knock on 
the door, “Everything alright in there?” The human still received no response, so he pulled out 
his radio to call for the rest of Alpha, “I’m gonna need you guys here at the Site Director’s 
office. He’s not answering.” Alpha 2 and Alpha 3 soon acknowledged their leader, and they 
began to proceed to the office. Alpha 1 stood in front of the door, and he tried to listen to what 
was happening on the other side. Though humans had inferior hearing capabilities when 
compared to anthros, he still attempted to listen to what was happening behind the door. Alpha 1 
could not hear anything, but he was not sure if it was because he could not hear behind the door 
or if simply nothing was happening. 

Alpha 2 and Alpha 3 soon approached the door, and they could see that Alpha | was still 
standing in front of it. Alpha 2 spoke first, ““What’s the deal?” Alpha 1 thought he remembered 


telling his reason for calling over his colleagues, but he decided to relay his situation again, 


“Haven’t heard anything from the Director in hours. I came here to go check on him, and he’s 
not answering.” Alpha 2 tried to think rationally, “How do you know he’s not still playing with 
that fox we took earlier this morning?” Alpha 1 shrugged, “He would’ve stopped and said he’s 
alright at least, right?” Alpha 3 then spoke, “They must be really into it, then.” Alpha 1 was 
skeptical, “I dunno, it’s been over two hours.” Alpha 3 raised his eyebrows, “It’s been that long? 
Shit...” Alpha 1 nodded, “Yeah, see what I mean?” Alpha 3 was still skeptical, “He must be 
having a lot of fun there.” Alpha 1 suddenly heard a voice sound over his headset, “Alpha 1, this 
is Omega 1, we have two ISG members down, and at least one anthro has escaped. Over.” Alpha 
1 looked up at his two colleagues, but they could not hear the message he had just received. 
Alpha 1 looked over to the door and spoke to his unit instead of replying to Omega 1, “We need 
in there, right now.” 

Alpha 1 removed his Level 5 keycard, and he swiped it in order to open the door. The 
three humans readied their XMP-1s as they rushed into the office, and they quickly found One 
still incapacitated on the ground. The three humans quickly swept the office in order to find 
One’s attacker, but they could not find anybody else in the office where One was. Alpha 1 heard 
his radio as he continued to search, “Alpha 1, this is Omega 1. Do you copy? Over.” When the 
unit cleared the office, they lowered their weapons and went over to assist the downed human. 
Alpha 1 reported the current status to Omega, “Omega 1, this is Alpha 1. The Site Director is 
down. We’re gonna need some assistance. Over.” Omega | replied within seconds, “Copy. We 
are on the move. ETA five minutes. Standby.” Alpha 2 squatted down to lift up the damaged 
head of One, and he could see that the human had bled a considerable amount from the wounds 


he had received to his head. 


Careful to not get blood on his gloves, Alpha 3 lifted the human’s arms to make sure that 
he was not wounded anywhere else. Alpha | looked at the ground, and he could see all of the 
restraints which Arcades had been wearing when he entered Facility One. When Alpha 1 saw the 
open restraints, he immediately remembered that he was the one who escorted the fox to One’s 
office. Alpha 1 then looked over to the open cabinet which seemed to be completely empty. As 
the human proceeded over to the cabinet to inspect it further, he looked down to see that there 
were a few XSAPI plates which had been discarded on the floor as well as a few more assorted 
pieces of tactical equipment such as the Revision Caiman helmet. The human then looked over to 
the computer on One’s desk, and he could see that it had been damaged enough to be rendered 
inoperable. Alpha | looked back at the door, and he watched as Omega entered the office. The 
four humans who had just entered the office opened their IFAKs which were attached to their 
plate carriers, and they began to render the aid that they were able to render to One after 
confirming that the injured human was still holding onto life. Since the computer had been 
disabled, Alpha 1 was unable to set the facility on alert or to call for further reinforcements. They 
did not have the security chief’s radio frequency stored on their radios. Alpha 1 spoke to Alpha 
3, “Go and find the security chief. Tell him what happened.” 

“I’m glad whoever set up this kit packed those MREs in the back panel of the plate 
carrier,” Arcades spoke as he allowed Jason to finish the food he gave to the wolf. Both of the 
anthros had taken a break from walking after proceeding a few miles from Facility One. They 
were both still in a wooded area, and they had no idea where the nearest town was supposed to 
be. Jason spoke as he finished his food, “I don’t think I’ve eaten for about a day now.” Arcades 
attempted to figure out the correct way to go from where he was standing, but he could not figure 


out such details. The fox spoke, but he did not comment on what Jason said, “The radio that was 


originally part of this kit probably had a built-in GPS, but I didn’t want to risk us being found 
because of that.” The wolf ignored the fox’s comment and requested water instead, “Kurt, can I 
have some more water?” The fox grabbed the tube from the CamelBak which was attached 
behind the plate carrier’s back panel, and he held it up to the wolf’s mouth so that he would be 
able to drink from it, “There you go.” Jason drank from the CamelBak for a few seconds, and he 
let go of the tube to indicate to the fox that he was finished. Arcades secured the tube of the 
CamelBak after Jason had finished, and he spoke to the wolf, “Keep in mind that we both might 
need to make this water supply last. I’m not sure how long we’ll be out here.” 

The wolf stood up, and Arcades could still hear the chains of the restraints Jason wore, “I 
think I’m ready to get going again, mate.” Arcades looked at the cage which still encased the 
wolf’s genitals, “I can give you my shirt if you want to cover that up.” Jason considered the fox’s 
offer, but he had other things on his mind, “Can you shoot off these cuffs?” Arcades looked 
down at the thick metal which augmented the locking mechanism of the restraints, “That’s very 
risky. I wouldn’t be able to shoot the locksets because they’re too tough for one gunshot even at 
point blank range. I’d have to shoot the bows, and those would very likely fragment and become 
lodged in your body. I can’t afford to have you get sick due to infection out here given our 
situation. Also, even if that didn’t happen, you’d definitely get burned pretty bad by the hot gas 
coming out of the muzzle device of this weapon. I’ve seen hot gas like that blind a person 
before.” The fox looked at the XMP-1’s flash hider, and it visually appeared to be a mix between 
a birdcage flash hider and a quick detach suppressor mount which would be commonly seen on a 
MK-16 SCAR type rifle. 

Jason frowned, for he knew that there was not anything Arcades could do at the current 


point and time. The fox reminded the wolf of his previously stated offer, “Like I said though, I'll 


still give you my shirt to cover that up if you want. What do you say? It’s better than nothing.” 
Jason looked at the G4 combat shirt which Arcades wore, and he took a few seconds to think 
about the fox’s offer. The wolf finally replied, “I guess I’ll take the shirt. It’s better than being 
completely naked, after all.” Arcades nodded, and he placed the XMP-1 on the ground after 
unclipping the sling from around his body. The fox then removed the plate carrier by lifting up 
the center flap and unfastening the cumberbund which was attached with Velcro. Arcades sat the 
LV119 plate carrier on the ground, and he was being careful not to get too much dirt on the 
cumberbund; it would easily stick to Velcro, which was a great part of the vest itself. The fox 
then unzipped the combat shirt, and he loosened the Velcro wrist adjustments before he was able 
to lift it off of his body. Jason looked at Arcades’ shirtless body once again, but he was not 
forming any immoral thoughts in his head this time. Arcades knew that the elbows of the G4 
Combat Shirt still held foam pads inside of the elbow pockets, but he decided that he would not 
remove them since he did not know where else he would keep the pads. 

The fox moved over to Jason after removing the shirt, and he knew that he would have to 
wrap the shirt around the wolf’s waist since Jason would not be able to perform such an action 
himself with bound wrists. Arcades knelt down in front of the wolf, and Jason held up his bound 
wrists to allow for Arcades to wrap the shirt around his waist. As the fox continued to figure out 
the best way to wrap the shirt to provide the wolf’s lower region with the most coverage, Jason 
couldn’t help but think about how drastically things have seemingly changed in such a short 
period of time. The wolf knew that a mere week ago in the past, he would have been so very 
excited to see Arcades kneeling right in front of him, but after more recent events occurred, he 


was starting to change his mind due to a combined series of reasons. Jason would not become 


excited to see the fox in front of him now, and he was only waiting for the fox to finish providing 
him with something to wear rather than wearing absolutely nothing. 

Arcades finally finished dressing the wolf, and he backed away before standing up to 
look at the improvised clothing from a distance, “Alright, that should be fine.” Jason looked 
down at the shirt which Arcades had wrapped around his waist. The fox asked, “Is that too tight 
for you? How does it feel?” The wolf took a couple steps in multiple directions before delivering 
his verdict to the fox, “This’ll be fine.” Arcades nodded, “That’s good to hear. Are you ready to 
get moving now?” The wolf replied, “Yeah, it’s just that these cuffs are starting to hurt my 
ankles.” The fox frowned, “Those are not designed to be worn for an extended period of time. I 
promise that I'll have those off of you as soon as I can get something to remove them with.” The 
wolf still displayed a look of disappointment on his face. Arcades continued to speak after he 
donned the plate carrier, picked up the weapon, and continued walking with Jason, “I don’t think 
it’s right to make people wear restraints.” Jason replied, “Yet you put them on yourself 
sometimes?” Arcades then said, “The difference is that I chose to do that to myself. I wouldn’t 
make somebody else do that. I surely wouldn’t make somebody wear them for hours either.” 

The wolf smiled slightly, “I bet you wouldn’t like where I’m from.” Arcades replied with 
something Jason was not expecting, “Yeah, I know those are illegal to own in Australia.” Jason’s 
eyebrows raised, “I didn’t expect you to know that.” The fox shrugged, “A lot of things I have 
would be illegal over there. I’ve been all around the world, but I never went there. Partially for 
that reason. I don’t want to deal with the hassle.” Jason replied, “Just because you can’t bring 
handcuffs in?” The fox shook his head, “Not just those. Almost everything I own is illegal over 
there.” Jason shrugged, “Well, you’re pretty much right.” Arcades continued to speak, “I can’t 


bring any of my guns, and I also can’t bring any of my plate carriers either. Armored vests are 


banned over there, too.” Jason began to smile again, “Kurt, you definitely have some strange 
priorities.” Arcades continued to lament on the laws of a country he did not live in, “TI still never 
understood why airsoft replicas are banned over there either. I remember I used to handle those 
before I was old enough to purchase real firearms.” Jason commented on the fox again, “How 
many watchlists do you think you’re on?” The fox replied, “Probably a few at least. I mean, all 
you have to do is look at what I buy. However, I guess I’m kinda alright because I buy most of 
my stuff as Fox Security LLC, so that’s a bit different. An LLC is practically the only way to 
own a weapon such as this anyways.” Arcades held up the XMP-1 to provide an example to the 
wolf of what he was referring to. 

As the two anthros continued, Arcades was beginning to see what appeared to be some 
buildings in the distance. The fox walked up a small vantage point after he asked Jason to remain 
concealed. Arcades looked out from the vantage point, and he could see some roads and 
buildings. The fox turned back around to face the wolf and traveled back down the vantage point 
before speaking, “There’s a city right in front of us.” Jason was surprised, “We found it?” The 
fox nodded, “Yeah, but I still don’t know where we are. I don’t want to abandon the rifle yet just 
in case Omega is looking for us around these parts.” Jason thought for a moment, “Are you sure 
Omega would be willing to show themselves out here in broad daylight?” Arcades was unsure, 
“No idea, but we definitely cannot go back.” The wolf wanted to climb up the vantage point, but 
the chain between his ankle shackles would prevent him from taking wide enough steps to keep 
his balance up the incline. Arcades spoke again, “We could go down there, but I dunno how far 
we'd get. I’d eventually have to acquire some sort of tools to remove those, of course,” the fox 
pointed towards the wolf’s restraints. Jason replied, “If you’re concerned about me being seen, 


then don’t be.” The fox was surprised Jason made the inference, ““Are you sure you want to go 


down there?” Jason nodded, “If cops stop us, we should just tell them what happened.” Arcades 
was skeptical, “Why would they believe us? Why would they believe me? They’re most likely 
humans, and I’m a fox.” 

The wolf tried to reassure the fox, “Don’t worry mate, I'll back you up. After all, /’m the 
bloke who’s bound hand and foot. They’d probably listen to me at least.” Arcades exhaled, and 
he did understand what Jason was talking about, “You’re not going to feel embarrassed? I don’t 
want you to feel humiliated or anything.” The wolf shook his head, “Kurt, we’ve got bigger 
things to worry about right now. I promise you’re not making me feel any different.” Arcades 
nodded, but he appeared to still be reluctant, “Are you sure, Jason? I’d hate for you to feel 
humiliated.” The wolf began to start walking in the direction of the city, “Yeah, now come on, 
and let’s get going.” Arcades took a couple large steps to catch back up with the wolf. Jason 
spoke as he continued, “I’d rather get caught by the cops than be taken back to the Foundation 
anyways.” Arcades had nothing else to say to the wolf as they both continued towards the city. 

“And both of them were able to escape,” Alpha 1 reported to Zero. Zero replied, “How 
hard is it to keep one fox? I’m already getting some reports from Facility Sixteen and Facility 
Eight that CDI have already managed to obtain their locations. Both of them were attacked, and 
they did not have the manpower to repel the attacks. I’ve heard from some people who are afraid 
that evidence in some of these facilities can tie in some large corporations and important names 
with the Omega Foundation. We cannot let a leak like that happen.” The Overseer paused for a 
moment before speaking again, “Why am I not talking to One right now? He was the one 
responsible for keeping that fox in the Foundation!” Alpha 1 replied, “Sir, he was injured when 


the fox escaped. It looks as if he was bludgeoned with a blunt object.” Zero spoke again, “Right 


now, I cannot consider any facility to be safe. I want everything important to be sent to Facility 
Zero. I know you know where that is?” 

Alpha 1 then asked, “Sir, you’re sending us to the Arctic?” Zero replied, “Yes, I am. I 
want all green-tiered anthros there as well. We CANNOT afford to sustain any more losses.” 
Alpha 1 was curious, “Sir, what about the lower tiered anthros at the other facilities? They’re not 
going to the Arctic, are they?” Zero was quick to reply, “Kill them all. Burn all of the facilities to 
the ground. Too much has been compromised already, and we absolutely cannot afford for the 
public to discover who has ties with the Foundation.” Alpha 1 had another question, “Sir, what if 
they find out where Facility Zero is?” Zero replied, “When, we’re not going down without a 
fight. We still have the Dreadnought in the hangar, and it is almost completely combat 
operational from what I’ve been told.” Alpha | was surprised Zero mentioned the vehicle, “The 
XVP-1? Are you sure you’re willing to use it? Word about that thing will surely spread far.” 
Zero was confident in what he was doing, “We’re going to use that to make sure nobody escapes 
alive. We’ll rebuild the Foundation, and we’ll start cloning anthros to replace the ISG like we’ve 
been planning.” Zero continued after a moment, “I want a// green-tiered anthros and all 
Foundation personnel to report Facility Zero immediately. We need to make sure the existence of 
the XVP-1 remains a secret.” 

Alpha 1 still had a few more questions, “Sir, what about the fox?” Zero had a noticeably 
angry tone in his voice, “You find that fox? Bring him directly to me, and make sure he cannot 
escape again. I’ll make sure he won’t be able to recognize himself when I’m done with him.” 
Alpha 1 was not quite sure what Zero had exactly in mind, but he did not decide to question him 
on the matter. Alpha 1 then remembered something else important, “How about Facility Eleven? 


We don’t have a human ISG there, and we surely cannot let those anthros leave. Too many 


words would spread.” Zero had a solution for the facility, “We’ve already have a failsafe method 
that’ ll burn it down with all of the anthros still inside. In fact, you guys should burn down 
Facility One after you get the green-tiered anthros out. It’Il save you some munitions so you 
don’t need to kill the lower-tiered anthros yourself.” Alpha 1’s eyebrows raised due to The 
Overseer’s idea, but Zero could not see Alpha | since he was not transmitting a video feed. 
Alpha 1 replied, “Yes sir, it will be done.” Zero restated his orders, “Good. Burn Facility One 
and non green-tiered anthros. All human personnel go to Facility Zero. Understood?” Alpha 1 
nodded, but Zero could not see him nod, “Affirmative, sir.” Alpha 1 disconnected from the call. 
Arcades and Jason were now approaching the road, and the fox could already tell that the 
humans in the vicinity were alerted to their presence. The fox notified Jason of the current 
situation, ““They’ve spotted us.” Jason could also see a few humans drawing their phones to call 
the authorities, “You think they’re calling the cops?” Arcades and Jason made it to the sidewalk, 
and the fox looked around with concern, “Yeah, I think it’s over for us.” Jason replied as he 
looked down at his restraints, “Maybe the cops will be able to take these off.” The fox shook his 
head, “Not without cutting them off. Those locksets have restricted keyways. Every key is 
unique for those, and Omega has the keys somewhere. I’m really sorry I couldn’t find them.” 
Jason grunted, “Oh well, maybe they can finally cut them off.” The fox unbuckled the sling from 
his XMP-1, and he placed the rifle on the ground. As the fox began to remove the rest of the 
tactical gear he was carrying, Jason asked, “Kurt, what are you doing?” The fox replied as he 
removed his plate carrier and placed it on the ground as well, “I’m an armed fox, and that’s 
someone I don’t want to be when the cops show up.” Jason watched as Arcades placed the rest of 


his gear in the pile, “Are you scared, Kurt?” The fox did not give a response. 


Jason looked over the fox, and he could see that Arcades was now only wearing a pair of 
blue Crye Precision G4 Combat Pants which were obviously far too large for him in the waist 
but far too short in the inseam. Jason looked down at himself, and he was wearing the G4 
Combat Shirt to cover up his caged genitals. The wolf began to wonder how the police would 
react when they discovered the device. He also knew that Arcades was still wearing one as well, 
but Jason could obviously tell that the fox had more on his mind. Jason looked on the other side 
of the road, and he could see that a human was looking directly at the two of them while still on 
the phone. He assumed that the human was still on the phone with the emergency services 
operator. Jason spoke to Arcades again, “Kurt, you should calm down. You’ve already 
surrendered your weapon.” Arcades replied while he looked up and down the road to see which 
direction a police car would be coming from, “That doesn’t change the fact I’m still a fox.” 

Jason tapped the fox’s shoulder with his bound hands in order to get Arcades’ attention. 
When Arcades looked at the wolf, Jason said, “How about you let me do the talking? I'll talk to 
them first. Will that be better for you?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, they’re probably gonna believe 
a wolf over a fox.” Jason tried to calm the fox down, “Kurt, they’re not gonna hurt you. Come 
on, now.” The wolf placed his hands on Arcades’ shoulders again in order to try and get him to 
stay calm. Jason continued, “I’m the one who’s locked up. They’ll listen to me.” Arcades took a 
couple of deep breaths to calm himself down, “Make sure you let them know that I’m not the one 
who did it to you.” Jason shook the fox by the shoulders for a bit, “Mate, just calm down. Don’t 
make them any more frightened than they are already. They’re already responding to reports of a 

fox with a gun.” Arcades frowned, “That description doesn’t really help, you know.” The fox’s 
ears perked up when he heard a vehicle incoming. Arcades looked, and he could see that it was 


indeed a police vehicle. 


A white Ford Police Interceptor slowly pulled up in front of the two anthros, and Arcades 
read the side of the vehicle. The text on the side of the vehicle read ‘Sheriff- Pennington 
County’. A human wearing a khaki police shirt stepped out of the vehicle, and he looked at the 
two anthros before walking up to them. As the human walked up to Arcades and Jason, he said, 
“What’s going on here?” Jason was the first to speak, “Hey, we both had been kidnapped, and 
we managed to somewhat escape.” The officer looked at the wolf before looking at the fox. 
Arcades did not say anything to the officer, but the officer asked, “Where did you two come 
from?” Arcades replied, “We don’t even know where we are right now.” The officer replied to 
the anthros, ““You’re in Rapid City, South Dakota.” Arcades was somewhat surprised and spoke 
primarily to the wolf, “The Foundation is pretty close to the city.” The officer was confused, 
“Foundation? What are you talking about?” Jason replied for the fox, “The group that kidnapped 
us call themselves the Foundation.” The officer picked up the XMP-1 from the pile of gear, and 
he inspected the weapon, “Where did all of this come from?” Arcades replied, “I took that stuff 
while I was escaping.” The officer shook his head while he looked at the XMP-1, “I ain’t never 
seen nothin’ like this thing. You got this from this Foundation?” Arcades nodded, “Yes, along 
with everything else in that pile there.” Another police vehicle arrived at the scene; it was a 
Chevrolet Tahoe. 

The second officer looked at what was happening, and he asked the same question the 
first officer did, ““What’s the deal here?” The first officer replied, “These two anthros say that 
they’ve been kidnapped by some sort of organization called the Foundation. The fox says that he 
found this equipment during his escape.” The second officer looked at Arcades, “Do you have 
any identification on you?” Arcades replied with the truth, “No, all of our belongings were taken 


from us before we were captured.” The second officer could tell that Arcades obviously did not 


fit in the pants he was wearing, “Even those pants?” Arcades shook his head, “I procured these 
during our escape. We both came in completely naked.” Both the human police officers were 
rather surprised due to the situation. One of the officers inspected the restraints Jason was 
wearing. The officer spoke to his fellow officer, “Have you ever seen any cuffs like these?” 
More police vehicles began to arrive, and there was now a group of human police officers 
at the scene. One officer asked Arcades a question, “What is your name?” Arcades replied, “Kurt 
Hofmeier.” Jason then spoke to the officers, “I’m Jason Barter. I’m one of his employees.” 
Another officer was puzzled, “Employee? What company are you two from?” Arcades replied, 
“Fox Security, LLC. We were on a job in the Democratic Republic of Congo, but we were 
captured and taken here by the Omega Foundation against our will.” With all of the police 
officers at the scene, Arcades was wondering what was going to happen to the two of them. One 
of the officers spoke to both of them, “We’re going to have to take you both to the station.” 
Arcades knew what was going to happen next, so he took a couple steps forward until he was 
standing up against a police vehicle. Familiar with police procedures, the fox raised his right leg 
as he placed his hands on the rear panel of the car. The officer questioned Arcades’ actions, 
“What are you doing?” Arcades replied, “You’re not going to shackle me?” The officer replied, 
“Yeah we are. Give us a minute, so hold on. Put your leg down for now.” After Arcades placed 
his right foot back on the ground, the officer grabbed the fox’s arms and pinned them behind his 
back. With the fox unable to resist yet again, the officer removed a pair of Smith & Wesson 
Model 300-1 hinged handcuffs and locked them around Arcades’ thin wrists. After the fox was 
restrained, the officer used the post on the reverse side of the key to push the double-lock bars 


towards the keyholes in order to double-lock the restraints. 


The officer looked to one of his colleagues, “Do you have any leg shackles in your car? I 
still need to put some on this fox.” The other human officer nodded and walked on over to his car 
before opening the trunk. Arcades watched the officer look around in the trunk, but he soon felt 
the officer pushing him up against the car, “Stay there, fox.” The fox frowned, but he knew that 
common policies in most of the United States required people to be restrained while in police 
custody; anthros were always supposed to be restrained more than humans were. Though 
Arcades personally felt that such policies were unnecessary, he kept his mouth shut since he 
knew that he would not be able to talk the officers out of their own training. The second officer 
soon returned holding a pair of standard Smith & Wesson 1900-1s. The fox immediately 
recognized the shackles since they were the model Arcades commonly preferred to wear. Before 
the officer could arrive within range to hand the restraints to his colleague, Arcades could feel 
his pants slipping down from his waist. The fox looked down, but he was unable to pull his pants 
back up. The officer did not notice the fox’s pants were slipping down until he looked down for 
himself and saw the pants now at Arcades’ ankles. Arcades felt embarrassed, but he did not 
know what to say. The officer looked at the fox’s now naked body, and he also saw the cage 
which contained Arcades’ reproductive organs. The officer scoffed under his breath, “Damned 
anthros...” 

The second officer finally drew close, still carrying the leg restraints, and he spoke to the 
officer pinning the fox to the police vehicle, “Don’t bother pulling those back up.” Arcades 
looked at the officer and vocalized a response indicating he required elaboration, “Huh?” The 
officer did not reply with elaboration, “Step out of those, fox.” Arcades reluctantly complied, and 
he stepped out of the only piece of clothing he had. The officer stood with the restraints ready to 


apply, “On your knees, fox. Do it now.” Arcades slowly got down on his knees, trying to not 


scrape his bare knees on the pavement. When the fox assumed a kneeling position, he could feel 
the shackles locking around his ankles before being double-locked as well. With the fox now 
kneeling completely naked and restrained yet again, the officer ordered him to stand back up, 
“Get up.” Arcades got to his feet, and he looked down at the shackles he was wearing yet again. 
The fox noticed that the keyholes were not visible, so he knew that the police would make him 
kneel again when they were to be removed. Though Arcades was naked and chained, he at least 
knew that he would not be muzzled by the police like he was when the Foundation took him. 

The officer opened the rear door of his cruiser, and he ordered Arcades to take a seat 
inside of the police car. The fox sat down, and he tried to get comfortable with his hands behind 
his back as well as his tail pushing up against the back seat of the car. After managing to get into 
a position which was good enough, the fox heard the opposite door open and saw Jason enter the 
car as well. The first thing Arcades noticed about the wolf was the fact that he was missing the 
shirt which the fox gave him to conceal his caged genitals. Jason’s hands were still bound in 
front of him, and Arcades figured the wolf was restrained in such a manner because the police 
were unable to open the BOA locksets to arrange his arms in the proper position. Jason looked to 
his right and saw that the fox was also naked, “Looks like we’re not out of it yet.” Arcades, still 
embarrassed and humiliated to be naked in front of more people than before, mumbled, 
“Yeah...” The officers closed the door Jason used to enter, and Arcades looked at the doors from 
the inside. They were lacking door handles from the inside, and the windows were caged up to 
prevent an escape attempt. The fox sighed. There was nothing he could do now but wait and try 
not to think about his situation. 

Alpha 2 looked over to Alpha 1, “What did Zero say?” Alpha 1 replied, “We’re going to 


Facility Zero with the rest of the ISG, and we’re taking all green-tiered anthros with us. 


Everything else here is getting burned to the ground.” Alpha 2 was surprised to hear the 
situation, “Holy shit, what the fuck’s happened?” Alpha 1 then replied, “CDI found out where 
some other Omega facilities are. They’ve already raided two more today.” Alpha 2 shook his 
head, “Shit... I bet that fucking fox who escaped had something to do with it.” Alpha 1 nodded, 
“Yeah, that motherfucker got away somehow.” Alpha 2 began to wonder, “Are we supposed to 
go out and catch him?” Alpha 1 shook his head, “That fox has been nothing but problems for us. 
We should just forget him and get out while we still can. CDI is gonna probably hit this facility if 
we don’t get going sooner than later. We’d just be wasting too many resources looking for him; 
time being the most important.” Alpha 2 had another question, “What if we do manage to find 
him?” Alpha 1 replied, “Then Zero has asked to see him personally.” Alpha 2’s eyebrows raised, 
“Well, shit...” Alpha 1 nodded, “Yeah, you know what’s up. We should go ahead and hurry up. 
We need to get the green-tiered anthros out of here.” Alpha 2 had one last question, “And then 
what? What are we supposed to do with everything else? We have more than green-tiered 
anthros at this facility.” Alpha 1 stopped and looked directly at his colleague, “Burn everything. 
The anthros burn with this facility.” 

Bocchino staggered in the snow; he was not sure how long he had been walking for. The 
cat could not see anything in front of himself due to the violent blizzard which was heavily 
obscuring his vision, rendering what was left of his vision almost useless. After continuing for a 
few more meters, the cat stopped, and he looked back up at the snowy sky. Suddenly, the 
snowstorm dissipated, and the cat could now see a clear sky which was completely absent of 
clouds. Bocchino turned around, and he could see several CDI MiG-35M Super Fulcrums fly 
over his head only to spontaneously catch fire midair. The aircraft collided into the ground 


shortly after catching fire, and the crash resulted in a violent explosion which shook the ground. 


Bocchino then looked to his right, and he could see a massive vehicle he had never seen before 
emerge from a large gray building. The vehicle appeared to be a treaded vehicle, but the cat had 
never seen a vehicle which had six tread bases on each side. The vehicle shot off several missiles 
into the sky from concealed firing ports, and Bocchino looked to his left to see several more CDI 
colored vehicles fall out of the sky due to being hit by incoming missiles. The vehicles were both 
Mi-35 Super Hinds as well as more MiG-35M Super Fulcrums. 

Suddenly, Arcades, Jason, and many human CDI members ran past the cat with weapons 
in their hands. The two anthros and humans all began to fire upon the large vehicle, but their 
attacks did not seem to be effective against the vehicle. The vehicle rotated a large cannon on its 
roof, and it began to fire on the large group of humans. Bocchino watched as Arcades was caught 
in one of the explosions caused by an HE round impacting the ice on the ground. The cat looked 
down, and he could see Arcades lying directly in front of him in a pool of blood. The fox spoke, 
and his speech was somehow coherent and rather calm despite the gruesome visual injuries to the 
fox, “Bobby, it’s up to you. Take it down.” Arcades reached out his gloved hand, and Bocchino 
grabbed it. Moments later, Arcades seemingly lost his grip on life, and his eyes stared blankly 
into the open sky. Bocchino let go of the fox’s hand, and he watched as it flopped down on the 
ground. The cat looked around the ground, and he could see numerous dead humans in the white 
snow. Bocchino began to walk slowly towards the vehicle, but the turret was not facing his 
direction. 

The cat now began to run forwards in the snow towards the vehicle, and he watched as 
the cannon on the vehicle began to rotate in order to fire upon him. Bocchino began to scream as 
he charged towards the vehicle, and he grabbed an M67 frag grenade from his belt before pulling 


the pin and dropping the safety latch. Bocchino threw the grenade with all the strength he could 


muster, and he watched it as it flew through the air before it somehow caused the vehicle to 
implode and then explode. Once the vehicle was in pieces, Bocchino looked around the ground, 
and he could see that Arcades was still dead. Bocchino returned to the deceased fox, and he 
grabbed Arcades’ head to look into his dead eyes. Bocchino started to shake Arcades, “Kurt, 
wake up!” The cat shook Arcades harder, “Dammit! I said wake the fuck up, you fucking faggot! 
Fucking bitch!” Arcades still did not return to a state of living. Bocchino stomped on the fox’s 
head and shouted, “Well fuck you too, then!” 

Bocchino awoke in the middle of the night, and he looked around his room as he was 
wondering why he was in a boat rather than a snowy area. The cat caught his breath, and he 
realized that he had been sweating. Bocchino shook his head, and he fell backwards back onto 
his bed. “Motherfucker....”” Bocchino muttered under his breath as he looked at the ceiling of the 
room. The cat shook his head again as he quietly talked to himself, “Why did I say that to him?” 
Even though Bocchino knew he was dreaming, he still wondered why he spoke to Arcades in the 
way he did so. Bocchino wished that he did not have to stay on a boat for a week, but he knew 
that he did not really have an alternate way of returning to the United States. The cat also was 
trying to figure out what was that vehicle he was imagining in his dream. In a way, the cat was 
reminded of some futuristic vehicle from a computer generated sci-fi movie, but at the same 
time, Bocchino did not remember seeing a vehicle of that type ever before. The cat was 
wondering what he saw, but he figured that it was just something his mind came up with. 


Bocchino laid back in the bed, and he attempted to get some sleep again. 


Chapter 11 


Logistics 


Arcades paid attention to the detective who was questioning both him and Jason, “So, let 
me get this straight: You went to this ‘facility’, and they spoke about -- bombing your house?” 
Arcades replied with a quick nod, “Correct. They ended up carrying it out sometime after we left 
to go to England.” Jason looked down at his now free ankles, and he was glad that the police had 
cut off the restraints which Omega had applied to him all the way back in the Congo. The 
detective asked another question, “Uh-huh, so why did you need to go to England?” The fox 
replied, “I didn’t feel safe staying in the US. I knew that their paramilitary organization would 
end up finding me if I were to stay. That suspicion was confirmed when I returned to see that my 
house was indeed bombed. I knew a place out there where I could stay hidden from Omega for 
some time.” The detective presented the fox with another question, ““What about the other people 
who lived with you? Did they make it out alive?” Jason spoke up after the questions were asked, 
“Yes.” The detective looked over to the wolf, ““What did you see?” 

Jason began to speak his story, “Well, that’s where I lived too.” The detective raised an 
eyebrow in a moment of slight surprise, “Oh really? I thought you two were just coworkers.” 
Arcades spoke up, “Where I live is where I work.” The detective now directed his attention from 
the wolf to the fox, “You live at your workplace?” The fox nodded, “Yes. Most of the people I 
had employed lived elsewhere. It was only me and Jason who lived there. He didn’t really have a 


place to stay, so I let him live with me.” The detective took note of one specific phrase Arcades 


said, “Had employed? So what happened to them?” Arcades answered the question, “I came 
back with my recordings of my infiltration at one of Omega’s facilities, and they decided they 
would basically not be coming with us to England.” The detective was particularly interested by 
the first part of the fox’s response, “Recordings? You have evidence?” Arcades nodded, “Yes. I 
wore a helmet camera when I infiltrated the complex. I uploaded my videos to the Internet before 
we came back to Facility Five.” 

The detective became curious, “Facility Five? How did you know it was called that?” 
The fox replied, “Partly because one of the members of the paramilitary organization there 
defected and joined me.” The detective quickly followed up with another question, “Is this 
former member part of your company now?” The fox shook his head, “No, well... Not officially. 
This all happened over the course of a few days. I don’t even know what day it is now. We were 
blindfolded and placed on an airplane.” The detective’s face clearly displayed disbelief; he did 
not believe a single thing either of the anthros told him, “Oh really?” Arcades replied, “Yeah, but 
we’ ll probably get to that in a bit.” As the fox talked to the detective, Jason looked down at the 
pants he had been given. The pants were the same dark blue colored pants which would have 
been given to inmates at the jail. The largest difference for the wolf was that he was wearing a 
white t-shirt rather than a matching blue shirt which would be worn by inmates as well. Jason 
looked to his right, and he looked over Arcades. The fox was wearing the same attire, but he was 
still not wearing shoes. Though both of them had been given an orange pair of Crocs, Arcades 
did not decide to wear them. 

The detective donned a pair of blue latex gloves, and he grabbed a plastic box with the 
word ‘evidence’ marked on the lid. He opened the box, and he removed both of the devices 


which Omega had locked over both of the anthros genitals. The detective questioned, “Why did 


they make you wear these devices?” The fox shrugged, “I mean, I don’t think I would be able to 
answer that for you. I think the video I took at Facility Five might provide some insight, though.” 
The detective was still in a state of disbelief, “Uh-huh... Where did you say this Facility Five 
place was again?” The fox replied, “Salt Lake City, Utah. At least, that’s where it was.” The 
detective questioned the fox again, “What happened to it?” Arcades spoke, “CDI came out and 
took it down.” The detective slowly nodded before further speaking, “Did you hear that CDI was 
attacked by an unknown threat?” Arcades shook his head, “No. When did this happen?” The 
detective placed the cages back in the evidence box after he studied them for a few more 
seconds. He spoke after he closed the lid on the plastic box, “I’d say about half a week ago. It 
was a place not too far from Salt Lake City, actually. There were a number of dead anthros and 
humans found at the scene.” Arcades knew where the anthros came from, “Those are the anthros 
from Facility Five.” The human detective did not believe the fox, “And how would you know 
that?” Arcades began to further explain his story, but the fox knew that he was not making any 
actual progress. 

“Jim, how long did the captain say we were supposed to be on this boat still?” Bocchino 
asked the human as he walked by. Jim stopped to answer the cat’s question, “Bobby, we still 
have three more days here.” Bocchino shook his head, “Fucking shit, man. This whole fucking 
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journey’s been boring as shit!” Jim shrugged, “I don’t know what I can tell you, Bobby. We’re 
out in the middle of the North Atlantic Ocean.” The cat was already impatient, and he knew that 
he would be bored to death for three more days. Jim continued along, for he had nothing else 
which he had to say to the cat. Bocchino looked at Jim as he walked away, and he was 


wondering where the human was going. The cat got Jim’s attention again, “Hey! Where the fuck 


are you even going?” Jim paused, and he slowly turned around to look at Bocchino. He waited 


for a short moment before answering the cat, “I’m just walking around. Ain’t nothin’ to it.” 
Bocchino shook his head and shrugged, “The fuck?” The human disregarded the cat’s last 
response, and he continued about his way. 

Bocchino still attempted to speak with Jim as he proceeded to walk away, ““Where the 
fuck do you think you’re fucking going?” The cat emerged from the room he was in, and he 
looked to his right to see that Jim had already left his vicinity. Bocchino sighed, and he knew that 
there really was not anything Jim could really do for him. The cat decided that he would check 
out Arcades’ belongings in order to see if there was anything the fox had to keep the cat 
occupied for the next three days. Bocchino walked out of the hallway, and he was now on the 
deck of the ship. As he traveled down to where the vehicles were stored within the ship, he began 
to think about Arcades again. The cat thought about what happened at Facility Twenty-Four, and 
he remembered how he really wanted to pin the deaths of the anthros on Arcades. He shook his 
head in regret as he thought about the situation again, and he wished that he had intervened 
before both the fox and the wolf had been taken away by the mercenaries. The cat sighed as he 
continued, for he knew that there would be nothing he could do until he would be able to until he 
returned back to the United States. 

Bocchino entered the compartment which held the four vehicles they were bringing back 
to the United States, and he tried to remember which vehicle had the most of Arcades’ 
belongings inside. After a brief moment, the cat remembered that practically all of the fox’s 
equipment was stored within the HH-60 Pave Hawk. Bocchino lifted up some of the fabric 
covering the helicopter to prevent it from gathering too much dust during the week trip, and he 
opened the side door to let himself in. As Bocchino entered the helicopter, he let the fabric drop, 


and he noticed that nobody would be able to see in or out of the helicopter due to the fabric. The 


cat could not see himself since the helicopter cover blocked practically all of the light which was 
inside of the ship. Feeling for the cabin light switch, Bocchino bumped into a couple of Arcades’ 
items before he was finally able to toggle the cabin lights. 

The cabin was now lit up, and Bocchino could see all of Arcades’ equipment in the 
helicopter. Immediately, the cat could see Arcades’ bag of restraints, and he thought back to the 
mercenaries from the Congo yet again while he began to mutter his thoughts to himself, 
“Fucking son of a bitch... What a bunch of motherfucking shitbags.” Bocchino turned away 
from the bag, and he directed his attention to some of Arcades’ other equipment. The cat picked 
up the fox’s Rhodesian Brushstroke patterned combat shirt, and he held it up to the light as he 
studied the uncommon pattern. Bocchino thought to himself, ‘Hm. This one looks interesting. I 
wonder what Kurt calls this pattern?’ The cat placed the shirt back where it was lying, and he 
grabbed the Heckler & Koch 433 which was sitting behind some more gear. Inspecting the rifle, 
Bocchino pulled back the charging handle and looked into the chamber to see that the weapon 
was indeed empty. The cat shouldered the empty rifle, and he pretended to shoot at a few 
imaginary enemies before placing the rifle back where it was lying as well. 

The cat then noticed something very peculiar: Bocchino could see what seemed to be a 
thick book partially sticking out from a somewhat oversized pouch. The cat pulled the book out 
and looked at the title, ‘The Holy Bible Containing the Old Testament and the New: King James 
Version’. Bocchino sighed upon reading the title, for he was feeling both guilt and resentment for 
Arcades. Guilt and resentment did not stop the cat from quietly saying a few more words to 
himself, “Kurt always was a bitch anyways. That son of a bitch fucking wonders why people 
leave him. Motherfucker’s retarded.” The cat shook his head slowly and let out a long sigh as he 


flipped through the pages and skimmed through some of the text. Bocchino wanted to toss the 


book away, but at the same time, he knew that he would have nothing better to do for the next 
three days. Bocchino looked around at all of the other equipment one last time to make sure that 
he was not missing anything before he sat down in the middle of the helicopter cabin’s floor. The 
cat studied the light inside of the cabin for a few moments, and he looked around on the ground 
to see if there was anything interesting which he would rather mess with instead. The cat flipped 
the pages randomly, and he continued back and forth before stopping at a random page. 
Bocchino read, ‘And as it is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the judgment: So 
Christ was once offered to bear the sins of many; and unto them that look for him shall he 
appear the second time without sin unto salvation.’ The cat began to read further. 

Jason asked the fox a question, “Hey, do you think we should try and call Bobby? He 
doesn’t even know we’re here after all that happened.” Arcades’ eyebrows raised when he 
remembered the cat, “Oh, yeah. We should probably give him a call.” Jason knew that Arcades 
would have to know Bocchino’s phone number in order to actually call him, “Do you even know 
his number?” The fox nodded slowly, “Yeah, I think I remember his cellphone’s number.” Jason 
replied, “His mobile? Yeah, sure. You can give it a try.” Since both anthros had finished their 
session of questioning, they were allowed to make a phone call. Arcades picked up the phone 
connected to the wall and he waited for a moment to make sure that he did indeed remember the 
cat’s number. The fox began to dial the number into the phone, and Jason continued to watch 
Arcades as he proceeded to input the number. The fox finished dialing the number, and he 
looked to the wolf as he began to place the speaker up to his ear. He spoke to Jason as the phone 
started to ring Bocchino, “Here we go...” 

Bocchino’s reading was interrupted by the sound of his cell phone ringing. The cat was 


surprised to hear that he was getting a call, since he did not know who would be calling him. He 


was also surprised to get reception out in the middle of the North Atlantic Ocean, but reliable cell 
phone coverage had progressed during the decade. Bocchino reached into his pocket, and he 
pulled out his Samsung smartphone. The cat looked at the screen, but he did not recognize the 
number that was calling him. Bocchino wanted to simply ignore the incoming call, but at the 
same time, he could tell that he did want to answer the phone just to see who wanted to call him 
anyways. After all, Bocchino thought that he would be able to waste a telemarketer’s time for 
about ten minutes anyways. He did have three whole days to spend on the boat with nothing else 
to do. Bocchino answered the phone, “Hello?” Arcades recognized the cat’s voice, “Bobby? Is 
that you?” Bocchino’s eyebrows raised as he heard the fox’s voice, “Kurt? You’re alive?” 
Arcades responded, “Bobby, it’s me, Kurt. We made it out. Jason and I are in South Dakota.” 
Bocchino could not believe what he was hearing, “How did you guys escape the mercenaries? 
And how did you get back to the US? That female fox and Jim are on a boat with me back to the 
US right now.” Arcades began to explain a condensed version of what happened, “Omega found 
us, and they took out the mercenaries themselves. They put both of us on a plane and they 
brought us to one of their facilities not far from where we are now. Jason and I escaped, and we 
made it to the city -- we’re in Rapid City right now.” 

Bocchino replied to the fox, “We still have all of your stuff. What do you have right 
now?” Arcades then said, “Nothing, really. Is there a way for you guys to pick us up when you 
get stateside? We have absolutely nothing on us.” The cat spoke, “We weren’t planning on going 
up to South Dakota, but I guess we can stop by and pick the both of you up. Jason’s there, 
right?” Arcades nodded, though Bocchino could not see him do so, “Yeah, Jason’s fine. He’s 
with me.” Jason’s head perked up when he heard the fox mention him. The wolf continued to 


watch Arcades as he talked with Bocchino, “How long do you think itll be until you can get 


back to the US?” Bocchino promptly replied, “Three whole more days to go. That’s just until we 
make it to Massachusetts. We’ll still have to find a way to get the two helicopters and both of 
your cars somewhere.” Arcades asked the cat, “Where are we even supposed to go now, 
anyways? I don’t have my place anymore.” Bocchino spoke of his plan with Arcades, ““We’re 
planning on going to my place until we can figure something out. We still have to make sure 
nothing happens to that female fox we rescued.” Arcades said, “Alright. So, you guys can pick us 
up then?” Bocchino replied, “Where will you guys be?” Arcades spoke, “Pennington County 
Sheriff’s Office.” The fox heard the cat audibly snicker, “Heh, did you two fags get thrown in the 
slammer?” 

Arcades tried to explain himself while disregarding the cat’s rude remark, “No, Jason and 
I were found by the police when we got out of Omega. We have nothing on us, and nobody to 
pick us up. We basically have to stay here until you can come by to pick us up.” Bocchino took 
in a breath as he started shifting the conversation in a different way, “Well, Kurt. How does that 
make you feel?” Arcades was quiet for a moment before he finally replied, “Well... I mean -- 
I’m...” Bocchino did not bother to let Arcades finish, ““You foxes belong there anyways, if you 
ask me.” Arcades was silent for a minute, but Bocchino soon appended his last statement, “I’m 
just fucking with you, Kurt. Come on; just busting your balls. Don’t take it personally.” The 
fox’s face was noticeably distressed, but Bocchino could not see this. Arcades replied, “Alright, 
Bobby.” Bocchino was concerned that he had offended the fox, “Come on, I’m fucking with you. 
You know that, right?” Arcades gave an unconvincing reply, “Yeah...” 

The cat wanted to change the subject, “So, are you guys in jail with the rest of the 
niggers? Or did they give you two some kinda special treatment ‘cause you’re not really 


inmates.” Arcades answered the cat’s question, “We’re not with the general population. 


However, Jason and I do get to share a cell.” Bocchino chuckled, “Hah, you better watch your 
back, Kurt. You know that Jason’s a fuckin’ faggot. He’s gonna try something on you if you’re 
not careful.” Arcades shook his head slowly and replied, “Bobby, I highly doubt that. I think we 
both have had enough of an experience within the last couple of days.” Bocchino sighed, “Your 
funeral, pal. I guess you’ ll have quite a bit to tell us when we finally get over there to come and 
pick you up?” The fox deeply inhaled before he said, “Perhaps. I’d probably use up all the time 
they gave me for this call by trying to explain it all to you.” Bocchino replied, “Well, Pll 
definitely be looking forward to that. Anything’s better than being on this fucking ship.” Arcades 
thought for a moment before speaking, “Well... I’m in jail.” Bocchino chuckled again, “Yeah, 
you enjoy your stay in the fucking slammer with a fag.” Arcades sighed softly, “Ill try and make 
the best of it.” Bocchino decided to wrap up the conversation, “I'll be seeing you two fuckboy 
dickheads in about half a week then. How does that sound?” Arcades replied, still disregarding 
Bocchino’s rudeness, “Sure... I'll be waiting for you.” Bocchino disconnected the call. 

Arcades hung up the phone, and he turned around to look at the wolf who was waiting to 
hear when Bocchino would show up. “Well?” Jason asked. Arcades stood up as he replied to the 
wolf, “They’re on a boat from England. They’re not even gonna get to the US for another few 
days. We’re gonna be here for half of a week at the very least.” Jason shook his head but soon 
shrugged, “Well, it’s not ideal, but I’d rather be here than in the Foundation.” The fox replied, 
“Of course. I just wish we could’ve done something about the rest of the anthros in there.” Jason 
did not remember seeing any anthros, “How many did they have in there? I didn’t see any of 
them.” Arcades remembered back to what he had witnessed, “They had a few dozen that I saw. 


They probably had more, but those are just the ones I saw. They all had yellow collars I think.” 


Jason gestured towards Arcades after a moment of silence; he could tell that Arcades was still 
visibly distressed, “Come on. Let’s -- just get going.” 

Bocchino looked to his left and right, but he did not see where Jim was. The cat 
proceeded down the rightmost path, and he looked around the halls to see where the human 
wandered to. Bocchino spoke to himself, “Where the fuck is this guy?” The cat moved down 
another path, but he still could not see where the human was. Bocchino called the human’s name, 
“Jim? Where are you at?” Upon not receiving a response, the cat went back out onto the main 
deck of the ship, and he looked around trying to see where Jim had gone. Bocchino called out the 
human’s name once more, “Jim!? Where the fuck did you go?” The cat heard Jim’s voice 
approaching from behind, his voice showed to the cat that the human was rather annoyed “What 
is it Bobby?” Bocchino spun around to view the human, and he relayed the news, “Kurt’s alive.” 
The human did not immediately understand what Bocchino was getting at, “What are you talking 
about? What are you telling me?” Bocchino reworded the news, “Kurt called me. He made it out 
alive.” Jim was beginning to understand what Bocchino said, but he was not entirely sure he 
believed him, “Really? You’re not just fucking with me, right?” The cat assured the human he 
was telling the truth, “Yeah, I’m not fucking with you, man. Kurt’s fucking alive, and he let me 
know.” 

Jim, of course, had a few questions for Bocchino, “What? Did you talk to him or 
something? How did he let you know?” The cat replied, “Yeah, he called me on my phone.” Jim 
then asked, ““Where is Kurt, then?” Bocchino gave a slight smirk as he replied, “His ass is in the 
fuckin’ slammer in South Dakota with Jason the fag.” Jim was rather surprised, “Really? What 
did he do?” The cat answered, “Nothin’. Apparently, the Omega guys picked him up from the 


Congo --” Bocchino was interrupted by Jim, “Omega had him? Holy shit -- fuck me...” 


Bocchino continued after Jim finished his statement, “He escaped Omega, and the cops picked 
his ass up. He’s staying in the fuckin’ slammer until we can get over there to come and pick him 
up.” Jim was thinking about something else, “I’m trying to figure out how that fox managed to 
get out of the Foundation. From what I’ve seen, it’s next to impossible for anthros to escape. Hot 
damn... They must be pissed right now.” Bocchino nodded, “They should be.” 
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“Hurry up, we don’t have all day out here!” Alpha 1 shouted as he loaded more materials 
into an unmarked C-5M Super Galaxy. As he finished his current task, he turned around to see 
the rest of his squad was almost done with loading all that they would be bringing to Facility 
Zero. Alpha 1 approached Alpha 2 and asked, “Do we have all of the green-tiered anthros in?” 
Alpha 2 nodded, “Yes, we have the last of them coming in at any moment now.” Alpha 2 heard a 
vehicle on approach behind him, and he turned around to see what the vehicle was. Alpha 2 
watched as a black BAE Systems Caiman parked in front of the aircraft, and he pointed towards 
the vehicle when it parked, “There they are now.” Alpha | nodded, “Yeah, alright. I’ve gotta go 
and ask Omega if One’s looking any better or not.” The human turned around, and he proceeded 
into a different area within the cargo aircraft. After a little while of proceeding through the 
aircraft, he finally found Omega 1, “How’s One?” Omega | answered, “He’ll live. However, I’m 
not sure if Zero will be thrilled with him since he ultimately is responsible for letting that fox 
escape.” Alpha | asked another question, “How did that fox escape anyways? You remember 
how we brought him in. He wouldn’t be able to escape on his own.” Omega | then said, “Like I 
said, One is responsible for his escape. He probably let him out just enough for him to be able to 
escape.” 

Alpha 1 considered what would happen to One. He also considered what was lost. He 


knew that Facility One and most of the anthros in it would have to be destroyed before too many 


people were to discover its existence. He also knew that Zero would be exceedingly unhappy 
knowing that multiple facilities were compromised within the last couple of weeks. Though he 
did not know of any further facilities becoming compromised, he did not know what information 
was able to be recovered from the facilities which were already compromised. Alpha 1 knew 
what could happen to Foundation personnel who allowed information and anthros to be lost, and 
he was beginning to wonder if One would be better off if he had been killed by the escaping fox. 
Though One had not awoken yet, Alpha 1 was not sure if he would not even remember what had 
happened before he was bludgeoned. All he could do now was wait until he arrived at Facility 
Zero. From the conversation he had with Zero himself, Alpha | discerned that the Overseer was 
definitely not thrilled with the news. 

“Kurt, did you ever think we’d be taken by the Foundation?” Jason asked the fox. 
Arcades looked up at the wolf from where he was sitting and replied, “No, but at the same time, 
I’m not too surprised that it did happen.” The fox adjusted his sitting position before continuing, 
“After all, we were the ones who broke in. We were outnumbered everytime, and it kinda was 
only a matter of time before something did happen.” Jason shook his head as he thought about 
the ordeal, ““What do you think they planned on doing to us?” The fox exhaled in relief of what 
did not happen, “Nothing good, that’s for sure.” Jason was still thinking about the Foundation, 
“Kurt, why do they do that to anthros? Who would do stuff like that?” Arcades decided to 
answer Jason’s first question, “Why? Because they don’t have God.” The wolf was not exactly 
expecting Arcades to reply as such, but he did remember what the fox told him in the past. 

Arcades continued to speak, “How many anthros believe in God nowadays, anyways? I 
remember seeing what happened in the first facility I infiltrated. That facility was not like the 


rest. I’m not sure if I told you about this, but it was basically...” The fox paused as he tried to 


figure out the best way to word his thoughts. He continued, “It was basically a place for 
deviancy. It was nothing good. I didn’t see any humans within that particular facility until I got 
to the roof. There were humans picking up those two anthros that we took off that train.” Jason 
wondered what the fox saw, “What did you see there?” The fox was rather reluctant to answer, 
“Nothing good. Let’s just say it’s what would’ve probably happened to us if we didn’t escape the 
Foundation.” Jason replied, “They were preparing to do something to me before you -- rescued 
me, but I couldn’t see anything.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, they had me blindfolded too.” Arcades 
shook his head again, “T still don’t like how the Foundation treats anthros.” Jason said, “Yeah, I 
think you told me about that before we made it here.” The fox replied, “I think I did. Yeah, so 
you remember how I said that I obviously don’t think any anthro should experience any of that at 
all.” Jason frowned, “Are we going to be able to go back and help the rest of those anthros?” 
Arcades inhaled before saying, “At this point. I don’t think we’ll be able to help them.” Jason 
replied with a frown still on his face, “Are they going to die?” The fox frowned as well, “I pray 
that they won’t, but there is nothing we can do from here.” Arcades gestured to Jason, and the 
wolf did indeed see that they were still locked in a cell. 

Arcades looked at the cell door, “I’m not too much of a fan being locked up like this.” 
Jason commented, “Curious... You still like being locked up in general, though.” Arcades 
looked to his right to see the wolf, “You know, Jason. After what’s happened, I think I’m about 
ready to have a long break from doing anything of that sort.” The wolf questioned the fox, 
“Why? You’re not doing what Omega does.” Arcades replied, “Yeah, I know, but... Knowing 
that the same stuff I use for myself is used by the Foundation on unwilling anthros just doesn’t 
sit right with me at all. It makes me want to not do what I normally do -- if you know what I 


mean.” Jason shook his head, “Why do you have to be like that, Kurt? That’s like you never 


picking up a gun again just because a terrorist uses it to shoot people.” Arcades continued the 
discussion, “‘Perhaps, but they’re not entirely comparable to me. They’re not entirely the same in 
my eyes at least.” Jason objected again, “Why should that even matter? Both of them are just 
products made of metal.” The fox replied, “I know that it doesn’t really matter. I just don’t want 
to think about all of those anthros the next time I want to put them on myself.” 

Jason presented another objection to the fox, “Well, after all that happened, I don’t think 
you'll be forgetting anything anytime soon.” Arcades looked back at the cell door, “I know. I 
guess you could say the Foundation has two possibilities associated with it: You either don’t 
know it exists, and you go about your day despite all of the anthros they’re keeping. Or you 
know about it like we do, and we’re not even able to stop them.” Jason shook his head, “Kurt, we 
were able to take down two facilities.” The fox replied, “Yeah? Those are just two. Jim told us 
they had at least two dozen of them all around the world. I lost my home, and we were almost 
trapped in the Foundation for probably the rest of our lives!” Jason stood in silence as he looked 
at Arcades placing his face into his hands. The fox spoke again, “I didn’t do a good enough job. 
If I did, then we wouldn’t be in this mess. We could be out there with Bobby right now. It was 
my fault that Omega was even able to identify me. I’m the reason why all of this had to happen 
in the first place.” 

Jason tried to reason with Arcades, “You can’t really think about it like that, mate. What 
about the anthros that were liberated from that facility CDI assisted us in doing so?” The wolf 
did not know what happened to the anthros after the crew left to go to Facility Twenty-Four. 
Arcades began to shake his head again, “CDI doesn’t really hold anthros in high regard. They're 
probably not doing too much better than they were when they were at the Foundation.” Jason 


began to think about what happened at a different facility, “What about those anthros who died 


in that Omega facility in the Congo? Omega started just executing all of them.” Arcades rubbed 
some of his fur on his arms, “No way I can know anything about what happened to them after 
they died.” The wolf was still curious, “How do you know if they’re going to heaven or hell?” 
Arcades looked up at the wolf and replied, “There ain’t really anything I can do about that. It’s 
ultimately their choice if they repented or not. If they heard the Gospel and accepted it by 
becoming Born Again, then they are saved. Otherwise, they would be damned. If they never 
heard the Gospel during their lifetimes, then they will have their first choice right before the 
Final Judgement. I can’t do anything for them at this point.” 

One part of Arcades’ statement caught the wolf’s attention, “There are more than one 
judgements?” The fox nodded, “Yeah. The first judgement happens when Christ returns and 
resurrects all of the believers from the past. The current believers come as well, and they all are 
given new bodies. Jesus will then judge each person according to his or her works throughout 
their lives, whether they be good or bad.” The wolf was rather curious still, “Really? What 
happens next?” Arcades adjusted himself on the bunk bed he was sitting on, “The believers get 
to live with Jesus forever from that point onward. At this point, Jesus has already returned to 
Earth and has wiped out all of the sin in the world. Satan is locked away for one thousand years 
while Christ rules Earth with His followers. In the meantime, all of the people who were not 
resurrected in this first resurrection will still stay dormant until the thousand years is up. After 
that point, Satan is let back out so the rest of the people can make their choice of who to follow. 
Everybody who has not been given a choice yet will have their choice here. After everybody gets 
to choose, then the final judgement occurs for everybody else.” 

The wolf made another comment, and Arcades was beginning to wonder whether Jason 


was paying attention or not, “Locked away, eh? We’re locked away right now.” The fox 


shrugged, “Well, I suppose we are.” Jason looked at the cell door before looking back at 
Arcades, “Kurt, do you think you deserve to be locked up in here?” The fox ran his hand through 
some of the fur on his head, “I deserve worse than this, that’s for sure.” Jason questioned 
Arcades, “But for what? What did you even do?” The fox replied, “I’ve sinned in my life. One 
sin is enough to damn somebody to hell.” Jason then asked, “Didn’t you tell me at one point that 
you cannot work out your sins to be forgiven?” Arcades nodded, “Well, you can’t work to repay 
sin. The only way to provide payment for sin is by blood. That’s why animals needed to be 
sacrificed in the past. That was literally the only legal way to repay sin. We couldn’t pay off our 
own sins because that would require us to die. You cannot live and pay off your own sins. The 
reason why we can be forgiven without dying ourselves is because Jesus had no sins of His own 
to die for. Jesus died for the sins of the world, and His imputed righteousness is a gift and not 
something to work for. Those who have it are forgiven and get to live for eternity.” Jason 
objected, “If you’re saved, Kurt, then what is your issue?” 

Arcades frowned as he looked down at the ground, “Jesus loves us enough to provide us 
a way to be forgiven without spilling our own blood. I’ve been forgiven, but I still feel like I 
should be punished in some sort of way.” The wolf did not have anything to say back to the fox. 
Arcades spoke again, “I know it wouldn’t be right either. It’s not supposed to be something that 
I’m supposed to feel, but...” Jason remained silent, and Arcades was wondering if he was even 
paying attention anymore. The fox called the wolf’s name, “Jason?” The wolf replied, “Yeah, I 
heard you, mate.” Arcades asked a question, “You don’t have anything to say to that?” Jason 
waited a moment before shaking his head and saying, “No, I don’t.” Arcades took a deep breath 
before using the nearby wall to support his back. Neither anthro had anything more to say for the 


moment. 


“So, Jason. Which bunk do you want?” The fox asked as he gave the wolf the opportunity 
the choice to choose which half of the bunk bed he wanted to sleep on. Jason shrugged, “Yea? I 
dunno, mate. Which one do you want?” The fox replied, “I’d be alright on either half. I’m letting 
you choose which one you want.” The wolf looked at the top bunk, “How about I get the top 
bunk?” The fox nodded, “Sure, you can go right ahead.” The fox stepped back to allow for the 
wolf to climb onto the top bunk. Jason looked down at the fox as he moved his own tail out of 
the way, “Do you think Bobby’ll be feeling any better by the time he comes and gets us?” 
Arcades climbed into the bottom bunk, and he responded, “I hope so. I mean, I’m pretty sure that 
most of his trouble is due to all the crap that’s been going on. It really does suck. I can’t really 
blame him for it.” Jason continued to speak with Arcades, “For sure, but he has been cranky 
lately, hasn't he?” Arcades replied, “Yeah... He could be a bit better. Some people handle 
situations like these differently.” 

Alpha 2 walked up to the cockpit of the Super Galaxy, and he could see that Alpha 1 was 
speaking with the Omega pilots. Alpha 1 noticed the presence of his colleague, and he turned to 
face him, “What do you have?” Alpha 2 replied, “Facility One is set.” Alpha 1 nodded with a 
smile on his face; he knew of the plan, “Excellent. How long until you think it’Il be until CDI 
makes their way inside and into the trap?” Alpha 2 then said, “I heard they’ll be coming sooner 
or later. We’ ll be far away by the time they realize they’re walking into a trap.” Alpha 1 then 
shook his head as he thought, “But still... Damn... I find it pretty hard to believe the shit hit the 
fan over the span of a couple of weeks.” Alpha 2 agreed, “I know. All it took was one fucking 
fox to ruin the whole operation.” Alpha 1 was frustrated, ““And we had the bitch too! The fuckin’ 
dickhead Site Director basically let him go. His biggest mistake was telling us to leave him with 


the fox.” Alpha 2 presented Alpha 1 with something else to consider, “Are you sure you’d wanna 


watch what he’d do to the fox?” Alpha 1 knew what Alpha 2 was speaking of, and it did not take 
long for the operative to express his disgust, ““Eugh... I know we work for the Foundation in all, 
but I still don’t want to see that shit.” Alpha 2 replied, “You knew what you were getting into 
when you came to work for the Foundation in the first place.” Alpha 1 sighed, “I know... I just 
kinda get tired of seeing it. You know what I mean? What makes it worse is that many of those 
damned anthros want to be treated like that. Most of the anthros we intake come from Facility 
Eleven anyways. They fucking sign up for this shit. Of course, the Foundation doesn’t let them 


know they won’t be leaving, but most of them end up accepting it after a while. Shit’s fucked 
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up. 

Alpha 2 sighed as well, “I know... The Foundation makes so much off of the anthros that 
enter through Facility Eleven.” Apha 1 nodded, “Oh yeah, for sure. We empty their bank 
accounts, take all of their possessions, clear their names, and when we’re done, there’s nothing 
left. Makes it easy when we only accept anthros with as few outside connections as possible; 
nobody’s gonna come looking for them.” Alpha 2 was curious, “I wonder how those anthros get 
to a point where they’d be willing to go to Facility Eleven in the first place. That place is so 
fucked up; there’s a reason why it’s the only Omega Facility that’s not supervised by the human 
ISG.” Alpha 1 said, “Facility Eleven’s got that ‘informant’ fuckwit, and all he’s good for is 
fucking the anthros that decide they want to stay there.” Alpha 2 sighed, “Well, that’s what 
happens when you get an anthro to run the place.” Alpha 1 shook his head, “I dunno who’s 
worse, those anthros, or the Site Directors. Sometimes I have no idea how the Foundation found 
those fucks in the first place.” Alpha 2 thought about something else, “That reminds me, is the 
Foundation still gonna proceed with their program to replace all of the humans within the new 


ISG?” Alpha 1 considered current events, “It’s hard to say at this point especially since we don’t 


even know which facilities are compromised. They were at one point planning on sending the 
DNA to Facility Three to have that processed, but the Overseer has already ordered all Site 
Directors to Facility Zero. If the DNA isn't there already, then it’s on its way.” 

Alpha 2 shrugged, ““Who is gonna be deemed responsible for all of this when it’s all 
over? The Foundation has raked in so much money from the financial elites who pay for the 
anthros. If the ISG had more resources, then we could be a full-sized army. Hell, we already 
have more members than some nations have for their own armies.” Alpha | remembered what 
had happened to One, “Y’know, they’re probably going to blame the Site Director.” Alpha 2 
considered the greater picture, ““What about the Overseer? Technically, he is supposed to be 
responsible for all of the facilities. We had to abandon all of the non green-tiered anthros, and 
they’re going to die. How many anthros does the Foundation now have in total considering all of 
that?” Alpha 1 tried to remember the number of green-tiered anthros, but even ISG Alpha- 
Omega was not in the loop concerning Omega Foundation statistics, “Probably a little bit under 
one thousand.” Alpha 1 then thought of something else, “Hey, remember those two anthros we 
took away from Facility Eleven before this all started? Those two anthros we put on the train?” 

Alpha 2 knew what Alpha 1 was talking about, “Yeah. What about them?” Alpha 1 
replied, “What happened to them? That fox took them away after he raided the train. That was 
when we lost Alpha 4.” Alpha 2 then said, “Oh, that's right. One of the other ISG units was sent 
over to where Fox Security was. They actually ended up finding them about thirty miles from the 
base. They were found dead.” Alpha | was surprised, “Really? Shit... What the fuck happened to 
them?” Alpha 2 said, “They had died due to the combined effects of thirst and starvation. 
Nobody told them they were allowed to eat or drink anything I guess. That’s pretty typical for 


green-tiered anthros left alone.” Alpha | shook his head, “You don’t think that’s a little fucked 


up?” Alpha 2 knew what the other operative was referring to, “Brainwashing anthros to the point 
where they won’t even feed themselves without permission? Yeah.” Alpha 1| sighed, “I guess 
there’s no way out of it. After all, there would be no way for us to quit. The Foundation would 
surely have us killed.” Alpha 2 shrugged, “And we’re the ones they hired to make sure nobody 
leaves the Foundation.” Alpha 1 then said, “Well, yes, until they replace us with their own 
anthros.” Alpha 2 chuckled, “Hah... It’s a fucking wonder that the Foundation’s made it this 
far...” The human paused for a moment before continuing, ““You know, in a way, I’m kinda glad 
this is all happening. Makes our job a bit more interesting. Wouldn’t you say?” 

Alpha 1 was rather mixed on the matter, “Despite the very hefty paycheck the Foundation 
gives us, I wouldn’t mind watching the Foundation crumble. Maybe it’s the only way we can get 
out of this hellhole.” Alpha 2 was not as confident, “They wouldn’t just let us go and live a 
normal life. They’d have one of their other front organizations take us in and we’d be working 
for them instead. The cycle begins again.” Alpha 1 thought of something else, “Hey, what would 
happen to us when they replace us with anthros?” Alpha 2 raised his eyebrows, “Oh shit... Do 
you think they’Il kill us?” Alpha 1 looked at Alpha 2 directly, ““That’s what I’m saying! They 
wouldn’t need us anymore, and they know that they can’t just let us go.” Alpha 2 considered 
some options, “What if we staged our deaths? They’ II think we’ve perished, and then we can 
change our names and go separate ways.” Alpha | was skeptical, “I dunno about making that 
happen. That would look very suspicious on our part.” 

Alpha 2 shrugged, “Yeah, you’re probably right. Remember the pilot we used to have? 
Jim MacReady? Do you think he’d defect if he was still alive?” Alpha 1 thought before replying, 
“T dunno. He never really approved of what the Foundation did. You know, most of the ISG 


doesn’t approve either. They just know that they can’t leave, so they’re kinda forced to keep on 


going.” Alpha 1 continued speaking after a short pause, ““We’re not too much different from the 
anthros that we keep as prisoners. Though we have guns, we are still powerless against the 
Foundation at large. It’s like a false sense of security in a way. Though we may get to see the 
light of day more than the anthros do, we’re still caught up in the same shit they are. We’re the 
ones who have to deal with their shit as well as the Foundation’s shit. We may not get fucked 
like they do, but we’re ultimately prisoners just like they are. We can’t really leave the 
Foundation. I bet you most of those ISG guys who died in that staged Berlin Siege were glad 
they got killed.” Alpha | began to go off on a tangent after mentioning the NSS, “That was a 
fucking stupid idea the Foundation came up with. That’s probably how that fox found out about 
the Foundation in the first place. That’s the problem with doing things in the open like that. He 
probably got ahold of some sort of evidence one of the ISG guys dropped. They mixed our guys 
in with the NSS guys who were clueless to what was really going on.” 

Alpha 2 considered the situation from a different perspective, “What if the way things are 
going is actually the best for us? Think about it; we might be able to slip away from the 
Foundation while all of this shit is going on. After all, the Foundation knows that they cannot 
show themselves in the public view too much; otherwise, it would be all over. We’re fighting an 
invisible war, and the Foundation knows it. The war has to stay invisible. Otherwise, the elites 
who buy the anthros are gonna get fucked, and the whole scheme will come crumbling down.” 
Alpha 1 remembered Arcades, “On the topic of that fox, that fucker looked scared shitless when 
he was transferred over to us.” Alpha 2 shook his head, “Fuck me... I wonder where he is now.” 
Alpha 1 replied, “That motherfucker is damn lucky he got out of there in one piece. What do you 
think they would’ve done with him if they found him before he escaped?” Alpha 2 remembered 


how they first saw Arcades, “Definitely nothing good. He’d probably undergo some of the worst 


shit the Foundation could come up with, and we know some pretty fucked up shit the Foundation 
does to its anthros in the name of ‘training’.” Alpha 1 shook his head and vocalized his disgust 
again, “Agh... Fuck... Who the fuck deserves that kind of shit in the first place?” Alpha 2 
sighed, “Just another perk of working for the Foundation. You get to have shit like that happen. 
It fucking sucks...” Alpha 1 sighed, “Alpha 4 is probably the luckiest out of all of us. At least he 
doesn’t have to deal with this shit anymore.” Alpha 2 nodded, “That’s right. Now if only there 
was a way to escape the Foundation and keep our own lives.” Alpha 1 sighed one more time, 
“Maybe we’ll figure it out one day.” 

Alpha 2 tried to lighten the mood, “Do you ever wonder what it would be like to meet 
that one fox on better terms?” Alpha 1 was not sure if he understood the question, “Hmmm? 
What do you mean?” Alpha 2 replied, ““What if we asked the fox how he unraveled the entire 
story of the Omega Foundation?” Alpha 1 shook his head, “I’m not too sure he’d be willing to 
talk with us at all. Especially after how we treated him bringing him to Facility One in the first 
place.” Alpha 2 shrugged, “You think he maybe figured out that we’re supposed to treat all 
incoming anthros the same shitty way? He’d probably understand why we treated him like that.” 
Alpha 1 blinked a few times, “Perhaps... I’d kinda like to see that too. He’s been up close and 
personal with both the ISG and the Foundation as a whole. He’d probably have a lot to talk about 
with us, the humans who brought him to the Foundation.” Alpha 2 smiled, “Maybe one day we’ ll 
get to sit down with him and have a long talk. After all, it couldn’t possibly be too hard to find 
him again now would it?” Alpha 1 shrugged; he had nothing else to say. 

Bocchino found himself standing in the middle of a small platform seemingly in the 
middle of nowhere. The cat looked around, but he could not see anything in the distance, for the 


place he was in lacked lighting. The cat was holding a Heckler & Koch HK416AS5, so he looked 


at his weapon to check and see if it featured a flashlight mounted onto one of the RIS rails. After 
believing that he had located a mounted flashlight on his weapon, Bocchino pressed the button to 
toggle the light. The flashlight did not activate. The cat tried to see only his own eyes in the dark, 
but he still could not. Bocchino decided to call out for a few people he knew, “Jim? Kurt?” After 
a few seconds of no response, the cat tried once more, “Jim?! Hey? Where are you guys?” 
Bocchino still did not receive a response. The cat shook his head in impatience and ironically 
said, “Fuckin’ motherfuckers. Always gotta leave me behind. What pieces of shit...” 

After looking into the sky for a few moments, Bocchino heard a noise, and he looked 
down to see that the flashlight on his weapon had finally activated itself. The cat expressed his 
surprise, “Well, shit. Alright, I’ll have to find these assholes myself.” Bocchino used his 
flashlight to look around the environment. After a few moments, the cat realized that he was 
surrounded entirely by strange looking water. Bocchino shook his head, “Oh fuck... Shit! 
Fucking shit...” The cat squatted down and looked into the water as he tried his best not to fall 
into the water. Bocchino already hated being surrounded by water, but now he realized that he 
was entirely surrounded by water with no way to get out. The cat looked around with the 
flashlight again; he was wondering if he had missed something when he looked around for the 
first time. After a slightly more intensive surveying of the surroundings, Bocchino did conclude 
that he was indeed on a platform in the middle of the water. 

The cat vocalized his frustrations once more, “Dammit! Why the fuck did it have to be 
me?” Bocchino raised his rifle upwards, and he tried to view some sort of land in the distance. 
Though Bocchino could swim, he still did not want to be in a situation where he would have to 
be submerged in water for an extended period of time. In a fit of rage, the cat flipped the safety 


off of his rifle, and he began to fire into the water. Water splashed into the air as the rounds 


collided with the water, but firing into the water did not make the water go away. Bocchino 
continued to fire until his magazine had been depleted. The cat heard the sound of the rifle’s 
chamber lock open, and he turned it to the side as he tried to look inside of the chamber. Since 
there was no lighting, Bocchino was unable to look inside of the weapon’s chamber to verify that 
it was empty. Instead, the cat placed his finger into the chamber of the weapon while being 
careful as to not drop the bolt and squish his finger. After making sure that the chamber was 
indeed empty, the cat detached the magazine from the weapon. The magazine bounced off of the 
platform and fell into the water. Bocchino heard the noise of the magazine falling into the water, 
so he turned his flashlight downwards in order to view the magazine as it sank into the water. 
Bocchino was surprised to see that he could not visually locate the magazine in the water. 
He squatted down again and held the weapon’s barrel close to the water in order to illuminate the 
water’s oddly-colored surface as much as he possibly could. The cat shook his head and stood up 
again after confirming that he would not be able to locate the spent magazine. Bocchino spoke to 
himself as he checked his person for more ammunition, “Fucking hell. Those fucking bastards 
brought me all the way to fucking here, and now I’m fucking surrounded by damn water! Son of 
a bitch.” After finding out that he did not have any more ammunition, Bocchino continued to rant 
to himself when he suddenly felt the platform begin to rock violently. There was nothing for the 
cat to hang onto, but he did squat down in order to keep as much balance as he could. After 
rocking back and forth for a few seconds, Bocchino fell into the water and dropped the weapon 
he was carrying on his person. The cat panicked as he now realized that he had fallen into the 
water, and he tried to bring himself to the surface of the water to prevent himself from drowning. 


With the loss of his weapon and flashlight, the cat now did not know where the platform was. 


Bocchino flailed his arms around trying to find the platform which he had been tossed 
from, but he simply could not locate it. The cat spun in circles as he tried to reach out and grab 
something, but this action also provided him with the same results. Bocchino gave up trying to 
find the platform, and he began to tread water. He knew that he would be in trouble when he ran 
out of energy to continue to tread water, so he knew that he had to conserve as much energy as 
he possibly could. The cat tried to move towards a random direction, and he looked at the sky in 
order to see if he could somehow orient himself towards a reference point. The sky was 
completely black, and there were no celestial bodies which were able to be seen from the water. 
Bocchino looked back down at the water, and he wondered where the weapon he was carrying 
went to. The cat held out his arms and spun himself around again, but he still ended up empty- 
handed. Despite his greatest attempts, he was unable to find his weapon. 

When the cat finished his final rotation, he could suddenly feel a strong current from the 
water. Bocchino now felt himself moving somewhere, but he could not see where he was going. 
Though the cat did fall underneath the surface of the water for a few seconds, he brought himself 
back up and tried to catch as much of a breath as he could. He knew that struggling against the 
current would only end up with him depleting his energy faster than it would be if he went with 
the current. The cat realized that he would not be able to fight his way out of this situation, so he 
decided that he would prioritize keeping himself afloat. Bocchino looked at the rushing water 
around him, and he could also feel it splashing up against his fur that was not submerged in the 
water; However, one thing Bocchino noted was that the water felt significantly different than 
what he would call regular water. He was not sure what was exactly different, but he could 
indeed notice a difference of some sort as he found himself unable to control the direction he was 


proceeding in. 


After floating in the water for what felt like eternity, Bocchino could see that he was 
approaching lights of some sort in the distance. The cat found that he was heading straight for the 
lights, but he did not know where the lights were being emitted from. Within the next couple of 
seconds, the current increased its intensity, and Bocchino was sent beneath the surface of the 
water yet again as he continued to go forwards. When the cat emerged from under the water, he 
could see a hand extended from what appeared to be land. There was minimal lighting, but the 
lighting was enough for the cat to see the hand reaching out. Bocchino was reluctant to trust the 
hand at first, but he did take into consideration that he did not really have any other choice. 
Bocchino held out his own hand, but he also started to fall back below the surface of the water 
once more. The cat took a deep breath as he sank, but he used his legs in order to try and keep 
himself partially out of the water. With the cat’s head now underwater yet again, he was hoping 
that his hand was extended far enough to make contact with the other hand. Seconds passed, and 
the cat suddenly felt himself going against the current. Bocchino tried to move his arm, but he 
could feel that the hand of another anthro was holding onto his arm. The cat struggled to raise his 
head from the water again, but he quickly felt himself being extracted from the water. Bocchino 
grunted as his body made contact with solid ground. 

Coughing the strange water out of his system, Bocchino rolled around on the ground in 
order to confirm to himself that he was indeed out of the water. Dirt was quickly accumulating 
on the cat’s soaked fur and clothes. The cat rolled to his back, and he looked up at the anthro 
who had dragged him out of the water. Though the lighting was very minimal, it was enough for 
the cat to see who rescued him. Bocchino voiced his amazement as he recognized the anthro he 
viewed, “Kurt?” Arcades stood before the cat, and the fox reached out his hand yet again for the 


cat to grab. Bocchino extended his own hand, and he accepted Arcades’ invitation for help 


standing up. The fox helped the cat stand, but he did not say anything to Bocchino. The cat 
looked at the fox and asked, “So, Kurt... Where’s everybody else?” Arcades returned with a 
vague response, “They’re not here.” Bocchino shook his head, “I knew that, but I wanna know 
what happened to them.” Arcades spoke once more, but his statement was ambiguous at best, 
“They didn’t make it.” 

Bocchino was confused and moderately concerned, “What? What do you mean they 
didn’t make it? Kurt?” Arcades inhaled before he spoke, “Our helicopter went down. Jim and 
Jason are dead. I was the only one who made it out alive.” Bocchino asked the fox another 
question, “Kurt, where the fuck are we?” Arcades turned around, and Bocchino watched the 
fox’s tail brush up against his right leg. Bocchino shook his head, “Kurt, are you gonna answer 
me or not?” Arcades pointed towards the stream, “The Foundation filled this stream with the 
blood of the anthros that had been killed. You see, you’ve killed more anthros than you were 
able to save.” Bocchino knew that what Arcades was correct, but the cat was not willing to 
simply take the blame, “Kurt, what the fuck have you done about it? You didn’t do jack shit the 
entire time! Your dumbass is the fucking reason why you got swooped up in the first place.” 
Arcades turned back around to face the cat, “Bobby, it didn’t have to be like this.” 

Bocchino was unsure of what the fox was trying to tell him, “What do you mean, Kurt?” 
Arcades replied, “You'll figure that out.” Bocchino then heard a vehicle approaching from 
behind him, and he could see the headlights of the vehicle were bright enough to illuminate both 
of the anthros, the ground, and the red water. The cat turned around to view the vehicle, but he 
could not identify the make or model of the vehicle since its headlights were simply too bright 
for him to look past. Arcades commented on the vehicle’s arrival, “Looks like they’ re here.” 


Bocchino was not sure who Arcades was referring to, “What? Who’s here? Who the fuck are 


these guys?” The cat looked back at the vehicle again, and he could see a couple humans 
approaching the two anthros. Both of the humans were wearing full UCP kits and were holding 
XMP-1s. Bocchino was rather surprised, “The Foundation? What the fuck?” Arcades looked at 
the cat, “That’s right. There here to finally give me what I deserve.” Bocchino was confused, 
“What the fuck are you talking about?” 

The two humans stood next to Arcades, and the fox replied, ““You already know.” 
Bocchino was still confused, “The fuck? What the fuck are you supposed to be saying, Kurt?” 
Bocchino watched as the two humans escorted Arcades to the edge of the land. The two humans 
stood back a bit, and they held their weapons at the hip. Bocchino continued to try and talk with 
the fox, “Kurt, what the fuck are you getting at? Dammit! Tell me something you bitch!” A third 
human walked past Bocchino, and he was also wearing the same uniform as the other ISG 
members. The only difference was that the third human was wielding a machete rather than an 
XMP-1. The fox stared at the cat, and he remained silent as the third human stood next to the fox 
while still holding the machete. Bocchino shook his head, “Dammit, Kurt! Fuck you! You 
fucking son of a bitch! Piece of fucking shit is what you are!” The cat made a brief pause, but he 
was not finished with what he wanted to say, “You fucking damned foxes! You fucking sons of 
bitches! You fucking assholes! Fuck all of you!” 

Upon finishing his final sentence, the human with the machete quickly slit the throat of 
Arcades, and the fox fell backwards but not into the water. Blood spilled into the water, and 
Bocchino suddenly realized what he said and witnessed merely a few seconds later, “Oh shit!” 
The cat ran towards the fox, and he could see that Arcades was moments away from becoming 
deceased. Watching Arcades’ blood stream into the water, he placed his hands on the fox’s throat 


trying to stop the bleeding, but he found that it was ultimately useless to do such. After 


withdrawing his hand, Bocchino shook his head, “Fuck! Kurt! Dammit...” The cat looked up, 
and he could see that one of the ISG members dumped the mortally wounded fox into the water. 
The cat voiced his complaint, “Hey, fuck you, man! You’re a fucking asshole.” The human 
ignored the cat, and he proceeded to walk back to the vehicle. 

With tears coming from his eyes, Bocchino quickly rushed the human carrying the 
machete, and he grabbed the machete from the human’s hand. The cat swung with the machete in 
his hand, but he only hit the kevlar ACH helmet of the human. The human turned around, 
grabbed the cat seemingly with minimal effort, and he slammed him directly into the ground. 
Bocchino grunted when he hit the ground, and he also dropped the machete which he was 
holding onto. The human disregarded the machete on the ground, and he began to walk away 
again. Bocchino did not stop yelling at the human, “Come back here you piece of shit! You 
fucking dickhead!” The cat stood up, grabbed the machete, and he threw it at the human this 
time. The machete ended up becoming lodged in the back of the human’s kevlar helmet, but the 
machete did not go far enough into the Gentex ACH in order for it to penetrate it. The human 
turned back around and looked at the cat, and he seemed to disregard the sizable machete which 
was now hanging out of his helmet. The human looked at the cat and remained silent. Bocchino 
shouted again with more tears in his eyes, “Fuck you!” The human said nothing as he turned 
back around and opened the driver side door of the vehicle. The human entered the vehicle, and 
Bocchino quickly jogged to approach the driver side door of the vehicle. 

Bocchino stood up on the side skirt of the vehicle, and he looked at Arcades’ killer, but 
the human only looked at him. The cat pounded on the glass as he continued to shout, “Get your 
fucking ass out of there and let’s fucking handle this, you piece of shit! Fucking dickhead! Son 


of a bitch!” When it was clear to Bocchino that the human would not open the door for him, he 


knew that he would have to find an alternate method to gain access to the vehicle. Bocchino let 
go of the side handle, and he leaped from the side skirt before proceeding to the rear of the 
vehicle. When Bocchino made it to the rear, he looked inside of the back of the truck, and he 
could see that it was full of black and white anthro foxes. All of them just so happened to look 
identical to Arcades. Bocchino shook his head, “No... What the fuck? Kurt?” All of the foxes 
were looking at the cat, but Bocchino was not sure what was even happening anymore. Bocchino 
looked to the right of the vehicle’s rear, and he could see that a Heckler & Koch 433 was 
hanging off of the frame. Bocchino grabbed the rifle, and he was prepared to go back to the 
driver’s seat and kill the human who had killed the fox. 

Before the cat had a chance to return to the driver side door, a door connecting the cabin 
to the rear of the vehicle opened, and Bocchino saw the human emerge. The human still had the 
machete embedded into the rear of his helmet. The cat pulled the charging handle, flipped the 
safety off, and aimed the weapon directly at the human. After silence filled the air for a few 
seconds, Bocchino broke it by screaming, “FUCK YOU!” The cat held down the trigger, and he 
fired the fully-automatic weapon at the human. The cat continued to scream in rage as he held 
down the trigger. Within a few seconds, the weapon’s magazine was now depleted. Bocchino 
looked at the weapon, and he could see that the chamber was empty this time. When he looked 
back up at the vehicle, he could see that the human was still standing while all of the black foxes 
were dead. Bocchino shook his head, “Oh no... Fuck... No...” The cat dropped the weapon, and 
he looked at the faces of all of the dead foxes. Some of them had been severely disfigured by 
their injuries, and Bocchino could no longer recognize them as Arcades. 

The human with the machete in his helmet stepped past the bodies, and he disembarked 


from the vehicle. The human looked directly at the cat, and he shook his head, “It’s a shame. It 


really is.” Bocchino could not speak, for he was entirely in disbelief. The cat only continued to 
look at the human. He knew that he did not have a way to kill him. The human removed a Smith 
& Wesson M&P45 M2.0 from his thigh holster, and he aimed the handgun at the cat. The cat 
looked down the barrel of the handgun, but he did not have anything left to say. When the cat felt 
that the human should have already killed him, he spoke, “Just fucking do it already. What are 
you waiting for?” The human placed the handgun back into the holster, and he turned around and 
walked back to the driver side of the vehicle. The human entered the vehicle, and he drove off 
into the water with the rest of the dead foxes. After the vehicle was gone, Bocchino slowly 
walked towards the water, and he looked at the rushing stream of blood water. Though the light 
emitted from the vehicle was no longer shining, the cat still noticed that there was some light 
coming from somewhere. Otherwise, he knew that he would not be able to see anything at all. 
Bocchino sat in front of the water, and he continued to watch it flow. He knew that there was 
nothing he could do to help Arcades. The fox was already dead. Bocchino screamed as loud as 
he could. The cat awoke in a sweat, and he looked around his room. He was back on the ship. 
Bocchino sighed once he realized that he was back in the real world, “Dammit... Fuck... Why 


do I always have to dream about this shit? Fucking hell...” 


Chapter 12 


Reunion 


“Rattlesnake, shift right ninety degrees. Over,” a CDI operative on the ground spoke to 
the helicopter pilot. The pilot of the Mil Mi-35M Super Hind pressed down one of the rudder 
pedals in order to make the aircraft yaw right. The gunner was keeping an eye out on the ground 
for any Omega personnel that might be emerging from Facility One. The pilot spoke once the 
turn was complete, “Copy. Shifted right ninety degrees.” The gunner watched as a CDI General 
Dynamics M1A5 Super Abrams was driving up the dirt path to the complex while being escorted 
by four tan GAZ BTR-90s. Since a mechanized infantry assault was planned on the compound, 
no infantry units were moving on foot outside of the APCs. The pilot of Rattlesnake looked over 
to the other helicopter on the mission, a tan Mil Mi-28M Super Havoc. The pilot of the Super 
Havoc spoke to Rattlesnake over the radio, “Rattlesnake, this is Copperhead, we’ ll watch the 
building’s roof. You guys should look after the ground vehicles. Over.” Rattlesnake’s gunner 
looked over to Copperhead when he heard the transmission, but it was the pilot of Rattlesnake 
who replied to the allied helicopter, “Solid copy, Copperhead.” 

The mechanized infantry unit finally reached the front of Facility One, and two of the 
BTR-90s opened their rear doors to allow the infantry to move out. The CDI operatives began to 
exit the vehicle once the doors opened to their fullest extent. Six operatives were deployed from 
each vehicle, and the squad of twelve soon was able to regroup in front of the main entrance after 


the Super Abrams drove through the barbed wire fence. The tank drove in reverse once the gate 


was destroyed, and the operatives kept their eyes open for any sightings of ISG personnel. While 
most of the squad was carrying AK-12s, a few had AK-15s and RPK-16s. The four BTR-90s 
began to drive in circles around the facility, and their gunners were scanning the walls and the 
roof for hostile forces. The group of ISG operatives was now lined up in front of the main 
entrance, and they were waiting for the go ahead from the driver of the Super Abrams. When the 
tank successfully moved into position, the driver spoke on the radio to the squad, “This is Turtle. 
We’re in position. You guys have the green light. Over.” 

The leader of the CDI squad replied to the tank driver, “Roger that, Turtle. Keep us 
covered. Standby.” Once the transmission was finished, the squad leader spoke to one operative 
wielding an RPK-16, “We’ve got the go ahead for entry. Set the C4 up.” The operative with the 
RPK-16 nodded, and he reached into his dump pouch to remove a chunk of plastic explosives. 
The operator removed the protective cover for the adhesive before he planted it on the door. He 
then removed a few cables from one of his plate carrier pouches and attached them to the plastic 
explosive charge. He announced to the squad as they all moved to the sides of the walls for 
cover, “Charges set. Going hot in one mike.” Once the operative made sure that all of his 
squadmates were clear of the blast radius, he moved to the side of the wall as well before arming 
the charge. After arming the charge, the operator opened the safety cap on the detonator and 
pressed the button to detonate the explosives. 

The C4 exploded, and the door was blown down within seconds. The operatives waited a 
few moments for the smoke to clear, and they were also waiting for any ISG members within the 
complex to return fire. A few more seconds passed, but there was still no response from the ISG. 
The CDI member closest to the door frame looked over to the Super Abrams while he spoke over 


the radio, “Turtle, do you have a visual on any hostiles inside the compound? Over.” The tank 


driver replied, “Negative. The doorway is empty.” The pilot of Copperhead heard the brief 
exchange, “This is Copperhead, we have no contact from the roof. Everything looks clear from 
here.” The squad collectively heard both transmissions, and a few members stepped away from 
the wall with their guns raised before exposing themselves to the doorway. With three operatives 
looking into the empty hallway, the rest of the squad was unsure of how to proceed with the 
mission. The squad leader spoke as he looked into the empty hallway, “On me. We’re going into 
the building.” 

The squad leader moved forwards slightly while keeping his AK-12 pointed up at the 
hallway. He did not want to be surprised by a sudden ambush by the ISG. Once the entire squad 
was ready to proceed, the squad leader moved forwards into the hallway while keeping his rifle 
pointed at one of the corners of the hall. He kept expecting an ISG member or two to suddenly 
emerge and fire on him, but he was surprised to see that a defensive counterattack was not 
launched against his squad. As the squad leader proceeded deeper into Facility One, the rest of 
his squad had finally managed to make their way inside of the building as well. With all twelve 
men now inside of the building, the squad leader agreed that the men should split up into four 
fireteams of three. The squad dispersed, and they each chose a different path. 

The gunner of Rattlesnake asked the pilot, “They didn’t encounter any resistance?” The 
pilot replied, “I don’t think so. They were expecting to face hostiles right at the entrance.” The 
gunner looked at the building again, and he also viewed the armored vehicles as they took 
positions around the building. He then looked up at the Super Havoc as it hovered above the 
building. The gunner spoke to the pilot again, “You think they’re walking into a --” The gunner 
was interrupted by the sound of a loud explosion. The gunner watched as the roof of the building 


tore off and debris were flung all over the sky. The gunner voiced his surprise, “Shit!” The 


explosion was visible enough to grab the pilot’s attention, and he immediately began to perform 
evasive action to try and avoid the debris from the building. A secondary explosion sounded 
mere seconds later, and fire emerged from the doorway from which the squad had just entered 
the building. Radio chatter started almost immediately, “We have a detonation from within the 
building!” The gunner’s headset was being overrun by the incoming transmissions, “What the 
hell is going on in there?” More chatter ensued, “Rover 1-Actual, what is your status? Rover 1- 
Actual, do you copy?” The radio chatter combined with the abrupt movement from the Super 
Hind’s pilot was enough to disorient the gunner. The gunner continued to hear the voices 
flooding the radio, “This is Copperhead, we’ve been hit!” Another voice quickly followed, and 
the chatter started to become less coherent, “Fuck! Back those vehicles up right now! Clear out, 
clear out! Oh shit!” 

The gunner looked all over the sky, and he was trying to figure out where Copperhead 
was. After a few moments of searching once his own helicopter leveled out, he spotted the Mi- 
28M Super Havoc trailing smoke from its fuselage and engine. The helicopter was spiraling out 
of control, and it was descending in the direction of the armored vehicles. The gunner could hear 
the panicked pilot of the Super Havoc as he broadcast on the open channel, “Oh shit, I’m gonna 


'”? 


hit you guys!” Though Rattlesnake’s gunner wished he could do something about the doomed 
helicopter, he knew that there was nothing he could do to help neither the pilot nor the gunner of 
the Super Havoc. One of the BTR-90s began to drive off as fast as the vehicle was able to go, 
and the driver veered right in order to escape the path of the crashing helicopter. The driver of 


the Super Abrams saw that he was directly in the path of Copperhead, so he stopped the vehicle 


in order to see if the doomed helicopter would pass over the tank. The CDI members all heard 


the final words of Copperhead’s pilot before the radio only outputted static, “Fuck, why did this 
have to happen to me? Dammit! Dammit --” 

The helicopter impacted the ground, and it quickly burst into flames. The wreckage 
began to roll forwards at a quick rate, and only two of the BTR-90s were able to evade the path 
of the wreckage. The other two APCs were struck by the wreckage, and they soon crashed into a 
few trees near the compound. Rattlesnake’s pilot spoke to the gunner, “Hey, snap out of it! Make 
sure there aren’t any hostiles looking to down our chopper next.” The gunner shook his head as 
he refocused his attention back at the burning building. He then looked back at the wreckage of 
Copperhead, “Two of the BTRs are pinned underneath the wreckage. Look!” The pilot wanted to 
focus on the mission, but he could not help but look at the burning remains of the Super Havoc, 
“Damn... How many people are in those two BTRs?” The pilot did not have to say another word 
because the gunner heard more radio chatter from the driver of one of the surviving BTRs, 
“They’re burning alive in there! Get them out!” The BTR which was not crushed underneath the 
wreckage opened its rear door as well, and the driver climbed out of the vehicle to see the 
burning vehicles. There was nothing he could do to move the burning wreckage off of the two 
BTRs. 

“Kurt Hofmeier?” A jail guard spoke after knocking on the cell door to grab Arcades’ 
attention. Arcades’ ears perked up, and he acknowledged the guard, “Yes?” The guard spoke 
after he had the fox’s attention, “Your friend, Bobby, is here to pick you two up.” Jason looked 
up at the cell door as well, and he was trying to mentally count how many days he had been held 
in police custody with Arcades. The fox asked the guard, ““When are we going to be on our way 
out?” The guard replied, “As soon as he can give you guys some different clothes to wear. 


You’re not leaving in those inmate uniforms.” Once the guard finished speaking, he left the cell, 


and Arcades and Jason were alone yet again. The fox spoke to Jason, “Bobby should have your 
clothes, right?” Jason replied, “I think so. I know I put my combat uniform in the helicopter 
before we got taken away.” 

Arcades slowly shook his head as he remembered the South African mercenaries, but he 
tried to keep his mind off the event as he continued the conversation, “Yeah... If they didn’t get 
rid of anything on their way back, then we should still have everything.” Jason presented 
Arcades with a different question, “Kurt, what are we going to do after we get out of here?” 
Arcades took a deep breath, “I... I don’t know, Jason.” The wolf spoke again, “How are we 
supposed to take down more than twenty more Omega facilities all by ourselves if we faced all 
this trouble trying to take down one of them?” Arcades fell silent for a moment, but he answered, 
“T don’t think we ourselves can do it.” Jason continued speaking to the fox, “Then how are we 
going to be able to rescue all of those anthros?” Arcades sighed, “It might be too late now. 
Omega likely knows that we know about them. I wouldn’t be surprised if they’re trying to cover 
up their tracks right now.” 

Alpha 1 stepped outside of the aircraft, and he looked around the chilly environment. 
Omega 3 stepped out as well and made a comment, “Facility Zero... Never thought we’d ever 
get to see it.” Alpha 2 overheard the conversation and replied as he stepped out of the plane as 
well, “And we’re the Alpha-Omega squad. Do they even have an ISG unit here?” Alpha | shook 
his head, “I don’t think so. This place was designed to be as secretive as they come. And that’s 
even considering Omega Foundation levels of secrecy.” Alpha 3 spoke next, “How much 
personnel does this place even have?” Alpha | looked to the sky and could see a few more C-SM 
Super Galaxies in a holding pattern waiting for landing permission, “Probably more people than 


they regularly have now.” Alpha 3 then asked, “Any idea how many people they had here in the 


first place?” The group began to walk, but Alpha 3’s question was still unanswered. Alpha 1 
finally tried to answer his colleague’s question after a moment, “I dunno. They don’t tell any of 
us much about this place.” 

Approaching one of the doors to Facility Zero, Alpha 1 could see a humanoid figure 
standing in front of the door, but the weather conditions made it rather difficult for the human to 
see who was standing at the door. Omega 4 commented on the humanoid first, “Who is that over 
there? Is that supposed to be an ISG member?” Alpha | recognized the humanoid when the unit 
was close enough to see what was monitoring the door, “An anthro?” Alpha 3 was surprised as 
well, “Really?” Alpha 2 remembered the discussion he had with Alpha 1 while on the plane and 
jokingly said, “Looks like we’ve met our replacement.” Alpha 1 stopped in front of the anthro 
and studied it. Except for the tail, the anthro was entirely covered up with a black latex-like 
material. The anthro wore a gas mask which resembled an Avon FMS0 mask, but it featured a 
red lens rather than the clear lens the mask usually was manufactured with. The lens itself was 
designed to be reflective, and Alpha | could not see a pair of eyes staring back at him from what 
he could see from the outside. Given the shape of the gas mask, the anthro appeared to be a 
canoid, but it was still hard for Alpha 1 to identify the race and gender of the anthro. The only 
identifiable characteristic of the anthro was the medium-brown tail which was the only exposed 
fur anybody from the outside could see. The tail and the shape of the mask were the only details 
which one could use to identify the anthro as part of the canoid race. The anthro held an XMP-1, 
but it only wore a minimal black chest carrier over the latex bodysuit. Alpha | could see that the 
anthro was not equipped with any equipment outside of a couple extra magazines for the XMP-1. 
The anthro was not even supplied with any first-aid equipment or armor; Alpha-Omega was 


convinced these anthros were designed to be expendable. 


The feature about the anthro which was most peculiar to Alpha | was the fact that the 
anthro wore a blue collar rather than a green collar. Omega 2 commented on the collar before 
Alpha 1 could, “A blue tier? The Foundation never told us about this.” Alpha 1 shook his head as 
he stood in front of the anthro and studied it further, “I thought green-tier was the highest tier for 
an anthro. They had a whole other tier they didn’t even tell us about?” Omega | nodded, “TI 
suppose so.” Alpha | remembered his conversation on the plane as well, “This is our 
replacement...” Alpha 3 questioned, “Replacement? I thought Omega was just supposed to get 
anthros to supplement the ISG when we need additional support.” Alpha 1 spoke, “Considering 
they’re using these anthros as the ISG here, my guess is that they have bigger plans.” Omega 4 
pointed at the collar, “So, there’s a blue tier they’re going to be replacing us with?” Alpha 1 
shook his head, “Let’s talk about this inside, how about we? It’s too fuckin’ cold out here for this 
shit.” Alpha 2 spoke to the anthro guard, “Let us in.” Almost immediately after the human spoke, 
the anthro spun directly around and placed its hand on a door panel. The panel looked different 
from the standard keycard readers which were common among other Omega Foundation 
facilities, but there was still a slot to swipe a keycard. The door panel flashed blue and then green 
before the door opened. The squad proceeded inside Facility Zero, but Alpha 1 took note of how 
the anthro moved. The anthro seemed to move in almost a robotic manner, and Alpha 1 was 
surprised that an anthro could be brainwashed enough to behave as such. He had not even seen 
green-tiered anthros behave exactly like this manner. When the anthro spun back around, it 
placed its hand back on its weapon, and the trigger group changed color from red to blue. Alpha 
1 raised an eyebrow as he studied the XMP-1 variant before he heard his colleague speak, “You 


coming?” Alpha 1 diverted his attention back to the task at hand, “Yeah...” 


Arcades examined the old-cut Zimbabwean uniform which he had worn in the Congo. 
The guard had given both the fox and wolf the clothes which Bocchino had supplied. Jason had 
been given a pair of jeans, a black t-shirt, and his work boots. The fox saw that the wolf had been 
given his shoes, “Looks like Bobby decided to give me this -- for some reason...” Jason spoke as 
he began to change into his regular clothes, “Why don’t you ask him when you get out there?” 
Arcades inhaled before speaking, “Yeah...” When Jason finished dressing himself, he 
questioned Arcades, for the fox had not yet changed his clothes, “What’s wrong Kurt? You don’t 
even wear shoes.” Arcades replied as he looked at the shorts, “These shorts were originally 
designed for the African climate. They’re very short, and I wouldn’t really want to wear them 
around a place like this.” Jason chuckled as he remembered how Arcades looked when the group 
was in Africa, “Heh, I think they look pretty good on you, mate.” The wolf’s comment made the 
fox even more reluctant to wear the shorts, but he knew that they were all he had been given. 
Arcades looked at Jason again, and the fox knew that he should just hurry up and change if he 
wanted to get out of jail. The fox removed the inmate clothes before putting on the Zimbabwean 
Brushstroke combat shirt and shorts. Arcades noticed that the shirt’s sleeves were still rolled up 
from when he was in the Congo, but he did not see any reason to roll them back down. 

The guard came back with a few moments to check and see if both anthros had finished 
getting dressed, and he opened the door when he noticed that Arcades and Jason were indeed 
dressed. The guard noticed Arcades’ shorts, sighed, and muttered under his breath, “Fuckin’ 
anthros are all the damn same...” The fox did hear the guard’s comment, but he did not say 
anything back to the guard; Arcades just wanted to get out of jail. The guard stood outside of the 
cell and gestured to the anthros before he spoke, “Come on out and take a right. Don’t walk too 


fast.” Arcades exited the cell first, and he briefly looked at the guard before following his 


instructions. As the fox walked, he could hear Jason trailing close behind him. After a good 
several meters of proceeding forward, the guard spoke again, “Take a left here.” Arcades listened 
to the guard, and he made a left turn. As the fox continued, Arcades couldn’t help but think about 
the comment the guard made before he exited the cell. 

Alpha 1 waited in front of a door which he had been told led to the hangar for the XVP-1. 
The unit did not know what the XVP-1 exactly was, but all they knew was that the codename for 
the vehicle was called the Dreadnought. With such a name, the group was left to speculate that 
the vehicle contained an impressive collection of high-caliber armament. Before the unit could 
converse among themselves again, the hangar door opened, and a human emerged, “Alright, ISG 
Alpha-Omega is here. Are you guys ready to see the Dreadnought?” The unit looked amongst 
themselves, but nobody produced any objections. The Foundation engineer waved the unit inside 
the hangar, “Come on now.” The unit walked into the hangar and was immediately surprised 
upon seeing the XVP-1. Alpha 1 vocalized his amazement first, “Holy shit...” The group looked 
over the railing, and they could see the absolutely massive vehicle being maintained in the 
hangar. The engineer chuckled, “Heh, you guys like it? It’s finally operational.” The vehicle 
consisted of four large segments, and it almost appeared to be a train of some sort. The XVP-1 
had four sets of large treads on each segment, and some of the treads were facing different 
directions, which let the group know that the vehicle was capable of rotating each tread group 
independently of the other treads. 

Atop of each segment of the vehicle were large weapon systems. The first segment held 
an array of automated CIWS turrets, which appeared to have been built to destroy incoming 
projectiles. The second segment held communication equipment and what appeared to be 


equipment for an advanced trophy system. The third segment contained an oversized version of 


a device which physically resembled the AN/SEQ-3 Laser Weapon System, but the LaWS 
appeared visually distinct from the model produced by Kratos Defense & Security Solutions 
since it was developed by the Omega Foundation itself. The fourth segment held an array of 
surface-to-air missile VLS launchers as well as unguided rockets and a conventional SAM 
launcher. The Omega employee spoke after the group visually inspected the Dreadnought from 
afar, “The eXperimental Vehicle Project 1, ‘Dreadnought’ features everything you need to stay 
in a fight. The armor is composed of a multi-layered system for maximum protection. If an 
enemy can even get past the trophy system in the first place, they’d still have to get through the 
other layers of defense. The outermost layer is entirely covered with reactive armor. I’m sure you 
guys are familiar with that concept: It’s designed to prevent projectiles from penetrating the 
armor and causing internal damage to the vehicle. Underneath the armor is a thick and improved 
titanium-steel alloy capable of withstanding high-energy projectiles. If you breach that layer 
somehow, then you'd still have to get through the Foundation’s classified composite armor 
filling which lines the cabin. Not to mention the cabin itself is also shielded by another layer of 
that same titanium-steel alloy.” 

The engineer continued to describe the vehicle, “And that’s just talking about its armor. 
The vehicle features a trophy system and a CIWS array to ensure that projectiles won’t even 
come close enough to the XVP-1 in the first place and cause damage. The CIWS can also be 
used offensively against incoming aircraft that might be threatening the vehicle if they fly close 
enough. You can use the radar guided SAMs on the fourth compartment to get this job done as 
well. We have infrared-guided SAMs too, so that’s another option. Either you can use the 
missiles, or you could even use the laser weapon system on the third compartment. The laser is 


invisible to the naked eye, so your enemies won’t even see it coming. It is capable of melting 


through a Super Hornet’s airframe within seconds. The LaWS is also more than capable of 
wiping out incoming bombs or missiles that may be coming towards the XVP-1.” The unit was 
still listening to the description of the vehicle, “The Dreadnought is equipped with an LRAD 
system to disorient subjects that may come too close to the vehicle on foot. We’ve even designed 
a special version that operates outside of the range of sound filtering headsets such as the 3M 
Peltor Comtac IIIs. If a subject is brave enough to get up close in let’s say a tank, then you can 
use one of the many available armaments for close-range combat. Each compartment’s panels 
can open up to reveal hidden weapons underneath. From built in 105mm howitzer cannons to 
incendiary grenades and flamethrowers, it’s basically bulletproof. You can engage subjects either 
seven miles away, or seven meters away. That’s not even including the missile bay which can 
fire anti-tank missiles alongside other SSM armaments.” 

Bocchino watched as Arcades and Jason exited the jail, “Look who finally made it.” 
Arcades heard the cat and replied, “Hey, Bobby.” Jim spoke next, “I'll be honest with you: I 
didn’t expect to see you two ever again.” Jason spoke after the human, “I wasn’t expecting to see 
you three either.” The fox looked down at what he was wearing, and he decided to ask Bocchino 
about his choice of clothes for the fox to wear, “So, why’d you give me this? We’re not in the 
Congo anymore.” Bocchino shrugged and returned a sarcastic comment, “Well, I just figured it’s 
something that’s fitting for a fox like you.” The cat looked over to Jason, and Arcades 
understood what he was trying to imply, “That’s not true, Bobby. I don’t find it funny, either.” 
Bocchino rolled his eyes, “Yeah, alright Kurt.” Arcades was not impressed with the cat’s 
response, “We haven’t seen each other since we were captured in Africa, and this is the greeting 
we get?” Bocchino became agitated, “Well if your dumbass didn’t get captured, maybe we 


wouldn’t be in this situation, now would we?” 


Arcades spoke again, “Bobby, please -- ” The fox was cut off by Bocchino, “Shut the 
fuck up, bitch. We came all the way back to get your fucking ass out of jail. That fucking faggot 
wolf too. Did you two enjoy yourselves while you were in jail? I know you looked pretty happy 
when you were being taken away back in the Congo.” Jason was offended, and he began to move 
forwards with an obvious angered look on his face. Before the wolf could go any further, 
Arcades placed his arm in front of Jason to prevent the situation from further escalating. The fox 
also spoke to try and diffuse the situation, “Enough. This is neither the place nor the time to have 
an altercation.” Jason began to talk back to Bocchino from behind the fox’s arm, “Listen here 
shit cunt, you’re the fucking dumb cunt who didn’t bother to do fuck all to help us in the first 
place!” Arcades could tell that Bocchino was getting angry, “Oh yeah? You’re the retarded 
dickhead who’s a fucking faggot. You gay-ass shithole!” Arcades knew that he had to step in 
before the two of them were thrown in the jail one of them had just exited, “Enough!” The two 
anthros did not listen to Arcades, and they drew themselves closer despite the fox’s efforts to 
keep Jason somewhat distant from the cat. Arcades intervened once again by placing one hand 
on the chest of each agitated anthro in order to prevent them from coming any closer to each 
other. The fox attempted to reason with the two anthros again, “Have we forgotten our entire 
goal? We should save our strength for the Foundation. We’d be unwise to waste it fighting 
amongst ourselves.” Jim walked on over to Arcades while the fox was still stopping Bocchino 
and Jason from getting into a fight, “Yeah Kurt, the problem is that we’re running low on cash.” 

Arcades was confused, “What do you mean, Jim?” The only human in the group replied, 
“We had to use your money to get back to the U.S., and we’ve almost used it all up at this point.” 
Arcades still did not entirely understand what Jim was telling him, “What?” The human decided 


to stop beating around the bush and just tell the fox one truth, “We can’t stop the Omega 


Foundation! There’s nothing we can do about it.” The fox was silent, but he did release both 
Jason and Bocchino after the two anthros stopped trying to push forwards and fight. The two 
anthros gave each other dirty looks, and Jason did display Bocchino the middle finger. The cat 
shook his head in both anger as well as disapproval, and he returned another vulgar hand gesture 
to the wolf. Arcades was more concermed with the mission, “Well, we definitely can’t stop the 
Foundation if we’re too caught up with infighting.” Jim replied to the fox, “Kurt, this entire 
campaign was a lost cause from the beginning.” 

Arcades did not believe the human, “No, that can’t be right.” Jim shook his head, “Kurt, 
there’s something about the Foundation that you don’t know. I wanted to tell you this before we 
left for Africa, but... I don’t know why I didn’t.” The fox’s eyebrows raised, and he was curious 
as to what the former Omega pilot had to say. Jim sighed, “Kurt, what you need to know is 
that... There are two types of anthros at the Foundation. Over ninety-eight percent of them fall 
into one category, and the remaining -- I’d say two percent into the other.” The human stopped 
speaking, and the fox was still curious to hear what those two groups were. Jim began speaking 
again, “Those anthros belonging to the larger category willingly went to the Foundation.” The 
fox’s face was a unique mix of disbelief and surprise, “What?” Jim nodded, “It’s true.” Arcades 
shook his head, “That can’t be right. That doesn’t explain the Berlin attack the Foundation 
staged.” Jim replied, “Those numbers come from before that attack. What I’m trying to say is 
that the anthros don’t want to be saved. You’d be wasting not only your time, but your money as 
well. You’d also run the risk of being caught yet again. You know what it’s like to be taken by 
the Foundation.” The fox was doubtful, “Those anthros Omega took from Berlin... They’d want 


to be rescued.” Jim said in response, “While I do agree that they’d probably want to be rescued, 


you do remember what happened in Africa, right? Omega started killing their anthros to stop you 
from taking them.” 

Arcades still did not know why the NSS had to exist, “Why would they make the NSS as 
a front organization if they have anthros signing up to go to the foundation?” Jim hesitated for a 
moment, but he continued speaking, “The Foundation has long been planning on using unwilling 
anthros to further their -- training regimens. This was the first time they actually went ahead and 
snatched anthros out from the public. Previously, the only unwilling anthros were the ones like 
you: Somebody who found out more than he should’ve.” The fox sighed, ““What happened to 
those anthros they snatched up?” Jim’s eyes trailed off, but he answered the question after he 
looked back at Arcades, “Kurt... I don’t think we’ll have a chance at finding them. Omega 
considered those anthros as disposable, and they were willing to try more dangerous tactics on 
them and use the data gathered to see how far they can push the willing anthros without 
causing... Irreversible physical damage.” The fox sighed since he knew what was already 
happening to the willing anthros. The fox did want to ask Jim if he knew some information about 
the unwilling anthros, “Do you know where they are at least? Which facility are they in?” 

Jim assumed he knew why Arcades was asking, “Kurt, even if I did know where they 
were, we wouldn’t make it there and back. The facility in the Congo was remarkably small 
compared to the other facilities, and it still went to shit.” The fox frowned; he knew that there 
was not anything he could do. Bocchino and Jason again looked at each other momentarily, but 
they looked away almost instantly after remembering their grudge. Arcades looked to the parking 
lot, and he could see his gray Toyota 4Runner was parked in one of the spaces. He could even 
see Jackie sitting in the rear seat watching the affair from afar. The fox spoke, “How about we 


just get going? This isn’t really the place to have this kind of talk. Jim shrugged, “Well, Bobby is 


the one with the car keys.” Bocchino looked to Arcades and then Jim, “Well, fine... Dipshits...” 
Arcades asked Bocchino with a concerned tone, “Bobby, what’s the matter with you?” Bocchino 
took a deep breath and remembered that he spent Arcades’ money and not his own, “Nothin’... 
I’m ready to get going too, Kurt.” As the group walked towards the parked SUV, Bocchino 
began to wish that Arcades did not survive. He would rather sell the fox’s stuff and keep the 
money for himself. 

“Alpha-Omega, do you know why we brought you guys here?” Zero asked the unit. None 
of the members spoke, and Zero spoke after a moment of silence, “For one, we have reason to 
believe that the locations of Omega facilities worldwide have been compromised. Facility Zero 
should be considered our last confidential location. If things somehow go to shit over here, then I 
want you guys to use the XVP-1 to take down any hostiles.” Alpha 1 decided that now would be 
a good time to mention the blue-tier anthros, “The Foundation doesn’t plan on using the blue-tier 
anthros to pilot it?” Zero looked impressed, “Ah, so you’ve seen the Foundation’s blue-tier 
anthro project? Yes, we’re going to be using them to replace our human ISG, but we won’t let 
them pilot the XVP-1. Even though they’re completely docile, we still can’t afford to run the risk 
of a potential rebellion. They would be able to completely demolish this facility before we would 
be able to stop them.” The group decided to accept Zero’s explanation. Alpha | thought of an 
idea in his head, but he did not want to tell his colleagues with Zero currently in the room. Zero 
looked down at his screen, and he could see schematics of the XVP-1. The Overseer continued 
speaking about the vehicle, “The Dreadnought was designed to have a crew of at least eight 
aboard. That means two men per segment of the vehicle. One man to control the main weapons 
of each segment, and another man to control the secondary weapons. Each operator is able to 


maneuver each segment if the pilot in the first segment enables the option to do so. Otherwise, 


the pilot in the first segment controls the entire vehicle while everybody else is responsible for 
manning the weapons. I trust that one of the engineers described the Dreadnought’s capabilities 
to you?” Alpha 1 replied, “Yes sir. We are aware of the XVP-1’s capabilities.” Zero smiled, 
“Good. Now, that’s out of the way. I’ll also be telling you that Site Director One will no longer 
be working at the Foundation with us. He’s been terminated, so that means you report directly to 
me now.” Alpha 2 hid his face of shock. He knew that One’s fate was not a pleasant one. 

The car ride was relatively quiet, and none of the anthros wanted to speak to each other. 
While Bocchino drove the car, Arcades looked around at the other passengers of the vehicle he 
was in. The fox looked at the female fox who was sitting to his right, and he then looked at Jason 
to his left. Arcades looked down at his furry bare legs and feet, and the fox did notice how the 
anthros on both sides of him were wearing shoes and pants. Arcades looked to his right again, 
and he began to speak with the female fox, “Surprised to see us again?” Jackie replied, “Yes. I 
didn’t think we’d ever see either of you.” The fox was not sure where they were going to bring 
the female fox, “Where are we taking you anyways?” Jackie then said, “Bobby said that we were 
going to figure that out once we get back to the town where you used to live.” Arcades knew that 
Bocchino also lived in the same town that he lived when he still had Fox Security, “Alright... 
What about my Mustang and Pave Hawk? Where are those at?” Bocchino answered the question, 
“We hired a couple of three guys to take that shit for us. It should all get there about the same 
time we get back. We’re all going to my house.” 

Arcades slightly raised himself off the middle seat, and he peered behind himself to see 
how much stuff Bocchino and Jim put in the trunk of the SUV. The fox could see that there was 
a very generous amount of equipment stored in the trunk. Arcades moved his tail out of the way, 


and he returned to his previous sitting position before he spoke to Bocchino, “So, how much 


stuff do we not have with us in the back?” The cat spoke, “We got about everything. The only 
things we don’t have here are your guns, your body armor, and that damn motherfucking bag of 
fucking handcuffs your bitchass has. Y’know? Basically anything that could get us in a pile of 
shit, we didn’t bring with us here.” Arcades frowned, “Did you really have to say it like that?” 
Bocchino impatiently replied, “Go fuck yourself, you piece of shit. Fuck...” 

The fox spoke defensively to Bocchino, “Bobby, I wasn’t even planning on using any of 
that stuff. Especially after what happened.” The cat gave another impatient reply, “Yeah? Well 
your fucking shitass probably enjoyed that shit anyways. Especially the fag sitting to your left. I 
know that motherfucker was really fucking excited.” The fox shook his head, “Bobby, come on. 
Let’s not get into this. What’s your issue?” Arcades’ words did not mediate Bocchino’s state of 
mind, “My issue is that I’m in this fucking car with your retarded fucking dumbass and that 
motherfucking faggot to your left. You pieces of shit ain’t worth jack fuck!” The fox figured that 
it wouldn’t be too helpful to keep agitating Bocchino, after all, he was the one driving the 
vehicle. Arcades decided to just remain silent for the time being while he was trying to think 
about what he could even do next. The fox looked at his free wrists, and he checked to make sure 
that all of the indentations in his arms were completely gone since he had been free from 
restraints for quite some time. Arcades took a deep breath and decided to think about other 
things. 

“Rattlesnake, you are cleared for landing. Over.” The air traffic controller spoke to the 
Mi-35 Super Hind. The pilot of Rattlesnake pulled his stick back as he leveled out the helicopter 
in preparation for the landing sequence. The pilot eased off the throttle once the aircraft was 
completely level, and he made sure to keep the stick held steadily to prevent the aircraft from 


drifting off course. After using the rudder pedals to adjust the yaw, the pilot was now hovering 


directly above the helipad. The pilot spoke to the gunner as he held onto the controls, “Are we 
looking good from there?” The gunner looked out the window, and he looked at what he could 
see from the front seat of the Super Hind. The gunner replied, “Looks fine from here.” The pilot 
acknowledged the gunner, “Alright. I’m putting her down here.” The pilot lowered the throttle 
more, and the helicopter was now unable to generate enough lift to remain at a constant altitude. 
The wheels of the landing gear soon touched the ground, and the pilot disabled the idling engine. 

After a few moments of waiting for the rotors to quiet down enough, the pilot and the 
gunner both opened their cockpit doors in order to disembark from the helicopter. The pilot 
unbuckled his seatbelt, and he left his pilot helmet in the Super Hind as he climbed down the side 
of the aircraft. The gunner exited the aircraft within a short timeframe, and he stepped off of the 
aircraft while trying to avoid stepping on the front turret of the helicopter. The pilot spoke to the 
gunner once they were both fully disembarked from the Mi-35, “Remember that mission we 
were on a few days ago? The one where the Super Havoc crashed after the building exploded.” 
The gunner did remember the mission, “Yeah. What about it?” The pilot replied with the new 
information, “I heard that they found bodies of dead anthros during the investigation. They had 
less anthros there than in the other complex we flew at, but they still had a decent number of 
anthros.” The gunner raised an eyebrow, “Oh really? Did they figure out what caused the 
explosion?” The pilot nodded, “Yeah, apparently the place was booby-trapped. Besides the 
people CDI sent in, there were no other humans in the building. There were just a bunch of dead 
anthros.” The gunner took a moment to think before saying anything else, “Sounds like the place 
was a Set-up.” The pilot nodded, “That’s right. They likely knew CDI would be coming.” 

The gunner was curious, “How did they figure that out?” The pilot shrugged, “Beats me. 


Maybe that other place CDI raided after the base attack had something to do with it. I heard they 


found the location of that place from that compound anyways.” The pilot remembered something 
else and continued his thought, “Oh that reminds me, CDI also found the location of a place in 
Poland from the same complex. It’s run by the same people, I heard they’re called the Omega 
Foundation or something. CDI USA has asked its parent company if they can raid that complex. 
There’s supposed to be some sort of connection to that NSS attack that happened about a month 
ago, but I dunno about all of that. I’m not sure if this Omega Foundation has anything to do with 
the NSS.” The gunner nodded, “Yeah, I didn’t pay too much attention to that whole fiasco. 
Didn’t the German government hire some American firm instead of CDI to come to Berlin and 
help out?” The pilot replied, “Yeah, I heard only bits and pieces about that. The company they 
hired was a company run by an anthro, can you believe that?” The gunner leaned against the 
helicopter’s fuselage, “Probably because CDI would charge way too much for an operation like 
that. That’s understandable, though. The whole city was under siege from what I heard.” 

The pilot moved over to the door of the Mi-35 which was directly under the engine. The 
pilot spoke as he opened the door, “Rumor has it that it was the Omega Foundation who attacked 
CDI’s base. They even had that same type of helicopter that we saw during the first raid we did 
on the original complex.” The gunner remembered the Stealth Hawk, “You mean that thing that 
looked like a Black Hawk but more angular? Wasn’t that from a movie that came out in 2012 or 
something?” The pilot grabbed a rucksack from the troop compartment of the Super Hind, 
“Probably was. Maybe they based the helicopter in the movie off of that one. Anyways, I’d say 
it’s more evidence it’s this Omega Foundation that’s behind all of these events. I’d say it’s down 
to what happens in Poland. If CDI decides to send people there, then they might be able to piece 


together more of what’s really happening.” 


Alpha 2 watched as Alpha 1 stepped inside of the small room and looked behind himself 
to make sure that he was not being followed. Once the human was certain that he and Alpha 2 
were completely alone, he closed the door and waited just a few more seconds in order to listen 
for outside noise. The room was silent, but Alpha 1 began to speak first, “So, we both heard the 
Overseer himself.” Alpha 2 spoke next, “Yeah. We’re being replaced by anthros.” Alpha 1 
nodded, “That’s right. What do you think Omega will do with us? They obviously can’t let us 
just leave. For one, we’re out in the middle of the Arctic. We also know things that could 
seriously compromise the Foundation itself. They won’t let us go for obvious reasons.” Alpha 1 
leaned his back against the wall and looked up at the dimly lit ceiling. He then looked at the 
boxes on the floor, and he began to wonder what was kept inside of the boxes. The human shook 
his head to clear his thoughts and then spoke, “One thing that we do know from what Zero said is 
that the Foundation doesn’t really trust those ISG anthros. Remember the ones they put in the 
other facilities? They used green-tiered anthros, and they left them completely unarmed. These 
blue-tier bastards are fucking armed.” 

Alpha 2 provided speculation, “You think they gave them weapons because the previous 
anthros weren’t good at their job without weapons?” Alpha 1 was uncertain, “Can’t tell. I know 
that the ISG had a few unarmed ones in Facility Five before it fell. They were apparently unable 
to stop that fox that broke in and out twice.” Alpha 2 remembered Arcades, “That fucker sure is a 
sly slimy fox isn’t he? He’s gotten away every single time.” Alpha 1 thought back to events 
which occurred a year ago, “Remember when we went to Hong Kong? He was the one who took 
the jade cane. I remember seeing him on the surveillance tape. It was him. I’m sure of it.” Alpha 
2 remembered more events, “He was also the one who broke into Facility Eleven. He was there 


when we were. Did you know that? He even beat up the anthro Omega put in charge of that 


facility.” Alpha 1 raised his eyebrows and nodded, “That bitch deserved it. Those anthros are 
fucking degenerates, the ones at Facility Eleven. Fuck... That’s most of the anthros the 
Foundation has, too; they come from Facility Eleven.” 

Alpha 2 voiced more of his thoughts, “Don’t forget that the Omega Foundation that we 
work for is responsible for making them worse.” Alpha 1 agreed, “I know. Anthros fucking 
volunteer to come to Facility Eleven, and then Omega takes them to a different facility when 
they feel like they’re ready for training. Damn, I can’t believe that they call that shit training.” 
Alpha 2 said, “Our pilot, Jim MacReady, you could tell that he wasn’t too thrilled about the 
whole Foundation shit. Bastard’s fucking lucky that he died before all this shit happened.” Alpha 
1 spoke about the Foundation again, “Omega’s greatest fuck-up was making the NSS. I know 
that they wanted to branch out and take anthros unwillingly, but that event when all this started.” 
Alpha 2 replied, “Yeah, it was after Omega sent the NSS that we had Facility Eleven broken 
into. Only a couple weeks later, and here we are today. How did that happen, anyways?” Alpha 1 
was unsure of the exact details, “The NSS had only a few ISG members to pose as leaders. Most 
of the members of the NSS were actual fucking neo-Nazis. Those motherfuckers must’ve been 
fucking retarded to not be able to realize that they were being used. Some people are fucking 
idiots, I tell you.” Alpha 2 chuckled, “Heh, just like when they sent those fucks to Syria. How 
did they not know they were being sent to their deaths? I guess the Foundation decided they 
served their purpose getting those anthros in Berlin.” Alpha | shrugged. 

Alpha 1 continued, “But to answer your question, one of the actual ISG members must’ ve 
died and left behind some sort of evidence tying him in with the Omega Foundation. After all, 
the NSS wore the same camouflage pattern that the regular ISG used. The ISG guy must’ve 


stashed his patch somewhere on his kit and forgot to get rid of it before the attack. He died 


before he could desert the NSS, and somebody found the patch.” Alpha 2 was curious, “Who do 
you think found the patch? It had to have been someone who knew the fox.” Alpha 1 shrugged, 
“No way of telling. That reminds me, didn’t somebody lose his patch when we landed at Facility 
Eleven?” Alpha 2 nodded, “Yeah, it was Alpha 4’s patch.” Alpha | nodded back, “Yeah. Do you 
think the fox took the patch on his way out? He did take one of the emergency parachutes we had 
in the Stealth Hawk.” 

Alpha 2 thought back to an earlier point in the conversation, “Do you think Omega 
would’ve had an easier time taking anthros if they were even worse off than they are now?” 
Alpha 1 knew what Alpha 2 was mentioning, “Perhaps. One thing is for certain: anthros 
definitely deserve the reputation they have; I don’t feel bad for them. It’s a wonder that they’re 
even still around given what’s constantly on their minds. It’s the entire fucking reason why the 
Omega Foundation had so fucking many of them!” Alpha 2 noticed that Alpha 1’s voice was 
becoming loud, “Watch your voice. You wanted this to be secret, right?” Alpha 1 realized what 
his colleague was saying, and the human quieted down for a moment. He continued his rant 
when he was ready a few moments later, “You get what I’m saying, right? There isn’t a single 
government in the world which is run by anthros despite them being half of the sapient 
population on Earth. They wouldn’t make it on their own.” Alpha 2 agreed, “Yeah, they put their 
-- carnal instincts above all else.” Alpha 1 raised his finger, “Exactly!” The human realized that 
he said his exclamation a bit too loud. After listening to make sure nobody was passing by in the 
hall, Alpha 1 continued, “They’re worse than animals, though. Even actual animals don’t do that 
kind of shit.” 

Alpha 2 remembered a specific example, “You know what that reminds me of? There 


was that one anthro, she was a female red fox --” Alpha 2 was interrupted by Alpha 1, “Off to a 


fantastic fucking start, right?” Alpha 2 chuckled, “Hah, you’re fucking right. Foxes are some of 
the worst. They’re usually the sickest out of all of the other races. It may be a stereotype, but 
foxes really are sluts.” After realizing he went off on a tangent, Alpha 2 refocused himself on 
what he was saying in the first place, “Anyways, that red fox wanted to be picked up by the ISG 
from a casino in Las Vegas.” Alpha 1 interjected again when the memory came back to him, “Oh 
yeah, I remember what you’re talking about. She arranged it and everything, but somebody 
called a fucking PMC to get her out. I still dunno who called them in. Somebody with a fuckton 
of money or something.” Alpha 2 nodded, “Yeah, but what makes it fucking hilarious was the 
fact that she still wanted to get picked up by the Foundation even after that. She wanted to be 
picked up so bad that the Foundation called us in to do that. Fucking unbelievable if you ask me. 
That’s not our fucking job. We’re the fucking Special Operations division of the ISG. We’re not 
the motherfuckers who give regular ‘ole anthros a ride.” 

Alpha 1 remembered something else about the event in question, “We saw a video on 
LiveLeak which was when somebody recorded that incident. That one black and white fox was 
the one who came in to get her out. How do you think he feels knowing that she went back 
willingly?” Alpha 2 shrugged, “He probably doesn’t know. I doubt he has seen her again since 
then. That guy who called that PMC didn’t do it again twice, remember? They ended up sending 
her away to Facility Twenty-Four after somebody around that area bought her.” Alpha 1 replied 
to the first part of his colleague’s statement, “He might not have known that she was planning on 
going to the Foundation again.” Alpha 2 began to chuckle, “Hah, can you fucking believe this 
shit in general? Who the fuck arranges to have the fucking Omega Foundation pick them up from 
underneath a hotel-casino in Las Vegas? That’s some next level shit right there.” Alpha 1 


reminded his colleague of the facts, “Well, you do know what’s on the minds of anthros. What 


type of shit do you think that black and white fox was into? How much do you wanna guess he’s 
the fucking worst out of all of them?” Alpha 2 remembered what it was like when they brought 
Arcades to Facility One, “Ehh... He was fucking terrified when we brought him to Facility 
One.” Alpha | agreed, “Yeah. I also remember that he didn’t wear shoes at all. You remember 
that as well from the videos we’ve seen of him?” Alpha 2 shrugged, “Meh, not all anthros do.” 
Alpha 1 spoke about his intentions for drawing attention to the detail, “The important reason is 
why he does it. Many anthros do it because they’re fucking degenerates who get a raging fucking 
hard-on by doing that.” Alpha 2 shrugged again, “I dunno. That fox always strikes me as being... 
different from the rest of the anthros I’ve seen, and I’ve seen a lot of fucking anthros.” Alpha 1 
couldn’t help but agree, “You know, I think you’re right. There is something different about that 
fox. Maybe we’ ll find him some other day eventually under different terms. I’d really like to 
meet him, actually. He may be an exception to the stereotype surrounding foxes.” 

After a long while more of driving, Arcades was still wondering what had happened to 
the female fox that landed her in the Omega Foundation. He remembered that he was the one 
who rescued her from Las Vegas in the first place. Arcades was sitting in silence as there was not 
much of any conversation that filled the space within the vehicle. Though Bocchino did have to 
stop a couple times so far in order to fill up the SUV and get food for the crew, the cat did not 
have anything else to say apart from telling the group of his intentions. Jim did speak a couple 
words with Bocchino, but the cat’s conversations with the human pilot were very brief and did 
not offer any new information that Jason and Arcades did not already know. Arcades also was 
not enjoying the ride too much, and the fact that he was bunched up between two anthros was not 
helping the situation since he did not feel comfortable remaining in the same position for an 


extended period of time. The group did not have anything to do but view the road from the 


interior of the vehicle. The only source of entertainment the fox found was the barrage of rather 
rude comments which Bocchino would direct to motorists whom he found to be exceedingly 
incompetent. 

The fox heard the cat shout another remark to a motorist driving too slow, “Step on the 
fucking gas, you piece of shit! You’re a fucking jackass shitbag, you motherfucker!” The cat 
turned the wheel to the right in order to move into the right lane and pass the slow vehicle, but 
Bocchino could not progress; there was another vehicle in the right lane as well. Bocchino shook 
his head violently and let out more of his anger, “Motherfucker! These non-driving fucks are 
pieces of shit! Son of a bitch! Get your damn ass off the motherfucking road and learn to fucking 
drive you assholes!” Arcades could not help but smirk as he found the cat’s profanity to be rather 
entertaining. Though the cat had said practically the same words to Arcades in the past, the fox 
found Bocchino’s words to be entertaining mainly because they were not specifically directed at 
him. As the vehicle in the left lane began to speed up, Bocchino saw that he was now lagging 
behind in traffic compared to if he stayed in the left lane in the first place, “Shit! Motherfucker!” 

Bocchino turned the wheel to the left, and he disregarded traffic laws as he drove into the 
other lane without first enabling his indicator. Now that Bocchino was in the left lane, he pressed 
down on his gas in order to speed up and hopefully pass the slower vehicle on the right. 
Unfortunately for the cat, the vehicle on the right began to speed up as well and was now directly 
beside the car on the left again. With nowhere to go yet again, Bocchino’s anger peaked, 
“Dammit! What the fuck are these bitches doing? I bet these motherfuckers are damn humans, 
too! Bitches always gotta slow down anthros like me.” Upon hearing the cat’s last sentence, Jim 
loudly cleared his throat to get Bocchino’s attention. Bocchino looked to his right to see the 


human was giving him an unimpressed look. The cat shook his head, “Well, you’re not fucking 


helping. Why don’t you tell your fellow humans to make a fucking path? We’ve got somewhere 
to be!” Jim disregarded Bocchino, and Arcades tried to hide his laughter caused by the exchange. 
The fox looked to his left to see how Jason was reacting to the situation, but the wolf appeared to 
have dozed off in his seat. 

Almost disappointed by the fact that the wolf was missing out on entertainment at 
Bocchino’s expense, Arcades looked to his right to see how Jackie was reacting. The female fox 
appeared to be uninterested in the situation, and she was merely looking out the right window. 
Jackie’s attention was suddenly captured by Bocchino blowing the vehicle’s horn at the motorist 
in front of him, “Get the fuck off of the road you stupid bitch! Motherfucker!” Seeing as the cat’s 
horn did not make the vehicle speed up, Bocchino blew the horn again, “Move, dammit! I said 
fucking move! Hey asshole, are you gonna move your retarded ass or not? Stupid bitch!” 
Arcades covered his grinning mouth with his left hand, and he was hoping that Bocchino would 
not notice that the fox was finding his road rage to be entertaining. Arcades looked to his left 
again, and he was surprised to see that the combination of both the horn and yelling was not 
sufficient to wake Jason. The fox wondered if the wolf was used to hearing road rage take place. 
After all, Australian motorists would often upload their bouts to the internet for the rest of the 
world to see, and a good chunk of the videos were indeed full of profanity. 

After a few more moments of rage-filled driving, the motorist on the right had slowed 
down enough for Bocchino to overtake the vehicle on the right and speed past the vehicle on the 
left. As the cat passed both motorists, he held his middle finger up and looked at the drivers of 
both vehicles in order to show his dissatisfaction for their driving skills. Neither motorist looked 
back at Bocchino, but the cat was indeed able to confirm that both drivers were humans. As the 


4Runner drove past both of the troublesome motorists, Arcades paid attention to the make and 


model of both cars. The first car was a gray Toyota Corolla. By the looks of the vehicle, it 
appeared to have been manufactured sometime around the early 2010s. The other vehicle was a 
red Ford Taurus, and it appeared to have been a newer model. Arcades identified the Taurus 
being manufactured only a few years ago. Bocchino lamented as a result of seeing that he was 
being held back by humans, “Fucking shits were human. Motherfucking pieces of shit... One of 
them was a fucking nigger, too. Fuckers deserve to get wrecked. Damn niggers make it even 
worse.” Jim spoke next, “Bobby, what does racial complexion have to do with driving skills?” 
Bocchino directed his next remark towards Arcades as he quickly turned his body around to view 
the fox covering up his grin, “The same reason why motherfucking foxes are associated with 
being dirty-ass fucking sluts! Yeah, I heard you laugh you fucking shitbag!” 

Arcades immediately lost his grin, and he raised his eyebrows. Bocchino spoke again, 
“Don’t play the dumbfuck card you shithead, I can fucking hear you from here, you son of a 
bitch.” Bocchino then looked over to Jackie, and he could see that she was mildly offended by 
the comment primarily directed at Arcades. Bocchino shrugged off Jackie with the help of a 
gesture, “Ah, fuck you too, bitch. Fucking foxes.” The cat waved his hand off and went back to 
focus on the road. The cat was driving at around eighty-five miles-per-hour, and he was putting 
the group’s safety at risk by not only taking his eyes off the road but also by his own 
recklessness and instigative behavior. Arcades decided to wait a few minutes to see if Bocchino 
was calming down or not, but Bocchino spotted a sign on the road within the next dozen 
seconds, “Rest stop in one mile? Fucking finally. I’ve got to fucking take a piss.” It would not 
take long for the 4Runner to progress another mile, and Arcades watched as Bocchino moved 
from the left lane into the rightmost lane which would lead into the rest area. As Bocchino 


slowed the vehicle down to make the turn into the rest stop, the fox looked out the window to see 


the gray Corolla and the red Taurus pass the vehicle. The fox shook his head after he saw the two 
cars overtake Bocchino, for he knew that Bocchino had worked himself up for literally no 
reason. 

Proceeding into the parking lot, Bocchino parked the 4Runner and turned the key to 
disable the vehicle’s engine. The cat quickly unbuckled his seatbelt, and he wasted no time at all 
hopping out of the vehicle and leaving the keys in the ignition. Jim unbuckled his seatbelt as 
well, and the human opened the door before stepping out on the ground. Arcades turned to Jackie 
and asked, “Are you going to step out and stretch too?” The vixen nodded, “I suppose so.” Jackie 
undid her seatbelt, and she opened the door which was closest to her. Jackie climbed out of the 
vehicle next, and she was soon followed by Arcades disembarking from the car after confirming 
that Jason was still asleep. The fox decided that he would let Jason sleep. Arcades looked at Jim, 
who was examining the map, before viewing the car stop in its entirety. The fox stood on his toes 
in order to stretch, and he could definitely feel the hot July pavement beneath his bare feet. 
Arcades winced upon feeling the heat, and he shuffled his legs around to prevent his feet from 
becoming burned. Even though the pavement was uncomfortable for the fox to stand on, he was 
at least glad to not be still couped up in the back of the 4Runner. As Arcades thought about the 
car ride, he quickly remembered what had happened when he was being brought to the Omega 
Foundation. Arcades shook his head to try and rid himself of the thoughts, but he was thankful 
that his situation had at least improved enough. Arcades brushed off his tail before turning back 
around to see Jackie observing the few other people at the rest stop. 

The fox approached the vixen, but he stood in the grass since it was cooler to stand on 
than the pavement, “Hey, there was something that I wanted to ask you earlier.” The vixen’s ear 


perked up, and she turned around to face Arcades. Jackie replied to Arcades to indicate that he 


had her attention, “Yes?” The fox asked his question, “How did you end up back at the Omega 
Foundation?” The female fox seemed very reluctant to reply, and Arcades did notice this detail 
from the face which the vixen made. Arcades did wait for a couple moments to see if Jackie 
would say anything to him. As Arcades was waiting for a reply, the vixen looked away from 
him, but she did not turn her back on Arcades. After another moment of hesitation, Jackie finally 
decided to tell Arcades the truth, “Kurt... I... I-I volunteered to go there.” Arcades’ face was that 
of surprise, “Why?” Jackie frowned and stayed silent at first, but she finally worked up the 
courage to reply, “I wanted...” 

The vixen stopped speaking, and her face was a clear signal to Arcades that she did not 
want to continue saying anything. Arcades did not pressure her to reveal any more information, 
but he did wait to see if Jackie would indeed speak. Before Jackie could say anything else, 
Bocchino was already coming back from the restroom, “Damn, that feels better. Come on, we 
still have a bit of a way to go don’t we?” Jim could hear the cat’s raised voice, and he turned 
around to see Arcades, Jackie, and Bocchino all standing in the middle of the parking lot. Jim 
walked back over to meet Bocchino, “Yeah, we’ve got a lot of ground to cover.” Bocchino 
nodded in response, “Yeah? Well let’s not waste anymore time. Who is going to decide on where 
we’re supposed to sleep tonight?” Arcades spoke up, “Uh... I guess we’ll figure that out when 
the sun starts going down.” Bocchino snickered and referenced where Arcades and Jason had 
been sleeping for the past few days, “Hah, I hope you’ve got a better suggestion than jail.” 
Arcades did not say anything else to Bocchino. Jim climbed back in the passenger seat of the 
4Runner while Bocchino looked back over to the SUV, “I’m glad you maintained this thing, 


Kurt. If you hadn’t then we’d probably be looking at a few more days out on the road trying to 


fix this piece of shit up.” Arcades nodded to the cat, and Bocchino began to move back to the 
driver’s seat once he realized that neither of the foxes had anything more to say to him. 

Bocchino started the 4Runner, and he did not bother waiting for Arcades or Jackie to get 
back in the vehicle before he shifted the transmission into reverse. Both of the foxes climbed 
inside of the vehicle, and Arcades took his seat next to Jason. To the fox’s surprise, Jason had 
not yet awakened from his nap. Jackie sat to Arcades’ right again, and she put on her seatbelt and 
closed the door as Bocchino reversed out of the parking spot. Arcades put on his seatbelt after 
Jackie did, and he couldn’t stop thinking about what Jackie had told him. From everything that 
the fox saw, he could not understand why one would ever volunteer to go to the Omega 
Foundation. Arcades also remembered first meeting Jackie, and he could tell that she was 
genuinely frightened to be in the situation. After such an experience, the fox couldn’t fathom 
why somebody would want to do it again. Bocchino stopped the SUV after he finished reversing, 
and he finally buckled his seatbelt last before he shifted into drive and began the process of 
getting back on the interstate. As the SUV began to pick up speed, Arcades sat in his seat, held 
his tail in his hands, and he reflected on what he had seen and went through. He remembered 
Facility Eleven, Facility Five, and Facility Twenty-Four. He could not wrap his head around why 


anthros would want to volunteer. 


Chapter 13 


Defensive 


Several CDI aircraft flew towards the last Omega facility which was still secured by 
human ISG personnel. It did not take long before the Polish parent company of Castle Defense 
Industries authorized the assault on the Omega complex. Already, the company had mobilized 
four Mil Mi-24 Hinds, eight Mil Mi-17 Hips, and two Sukhoi Su-35s. Each Hip was carrying 
twenty infantry units, and they would deploy first before being joined by a second wave of CDI 
personnel entering the area of operations from the ground. The second wave would deploy from 
a mechanized infantry unit of BTR-90s, Kurganets-25s, and T-90MS armored vehicles. As the 
Su-35s were closing in on the Omega facility, their flight paths were already diverted by 
incoming anti-aircraft fire. The pilots both broke off from their formation and took evasive 
action to not get shot down by the AA turrets, but also in order to make sure that they would not 
collide with each other. As one of the pilots commenced a roll to change the direction of the 
Flanker-E, he spoke over the radio, “Their AA defence batteries are active. Do not commence 
with the heliborne assault yet.” The pilot of the first Hip heard the sitrep, “Copy. We’ll remain 
outside of the AO. Standby.” 

A human ISG unit was manning the anti-aircraft turret, “Engaging two Fulcrums... No, 


1? 


wait. They’re Flankers!” The human tried to lead his target, but the aircraft he was firing at was 
drawing his attention away from the other attacker. The second Su-35 pilot armed the explosives 


on the hardpoints, and he prepared to deploy one of the three KAB-1500L bombs which were 


carried by the aircraft. Since the bombs were laser-guided, the pilot would have to lase the target 
while deploying the bomb. The pilot realized that he was approaching the turret too quickly, so 
he broke off his approach and now was planning to circle back around to attack the turret. The 
gunner on the AA turret saw and heard the engine noise of the Flanker-E as it passed directly 
over him. The gunner spoke over the radio, “I need someone on another turret! That Flanker’s 
gonna try to destroy the AA defenses!” The pilot of the passing Su-35 turned the stick to the left 
to roll the aircraft, and he pushed down on the left rudder pedal before he was ready to take his 
turn. Lessening the throttle, the pilot did not want to take too much of a wide turn; he knew that 
his wingman would only be able to buy him a limited amount of time before more AA defense 
systems were activated. 

Another ISG member reached the roof of the facility, and he ran to man another AA 
battery. Not long after the first member reached the roof, several other ISG operatives moved on 
the roof while carrying FIM-92J Stingers. Adjacent to the two AA turrets on the roof, some 
panels opened up on the roof to reveal RIM-156A SAM launchers. The launcher began to turn 
around and target one of the two Flanker-Es. The second launcher was targeting the second 
Flanker-E which was now adjusting an approach to attack the AA defenses. Since the RIM- 
156As used semi-active radar homing, they would use radar signals emitting from the facility’s 
radar tower reflecting off of the Su-35 in order to track the target. After signals from the radar 
tower were able to lock on the location of the Flanker-E, the missiles were now ready to fire. The 
ISG member controlling the launch of the missiles was waiting for the aircraft to fly at an angle 
which would make them vulnerable to being struck by the missiles. 

The Flanker-E came out of a roll, and was still avoiding the fire from the AA batteries as 


it was now closing in on the roof again. The CDI airborne early warning and control aircraft 


notified the pilot of the missile’s lock, “Dart 2, you’re being spiked by enemy radar.” The pilot 
looked down at the ground, and he was able to see the RIM-156A fire a missile at his aircraft. 
Dart 2 pulled back on the stick and considered deploying chaff in order to provide something for 
the missile to collide with instead of the aircraft. The pilot knew that his Su-35 only carried a 
limited number of such countermeasures, so he did not want to use them yet. The pilot heard his 
cockpit’s missile alert sound as he pulled the stick up and pulled a few Gs as well. The CDI 
AEW&C craft spoke, “Dart 2, enemy missile is still on your tail.” The pilot dropped the throttle, 
and he applied the air brakes before quickly pulling the stick aft. Since the Flanker-E was not 
generating sufficient lift or thrust, it quickly stalled. The AEW&C craft spoke again to warn the 
pilot of the missile yet again, “Dart 2, brace for missile impact.” The stalling aircraft’s nose 
began to dip downwards, and within a couple seconds, the nose was now facing downwards. The 
pilot retracted the air brakes, and he also pushed the throttle stick forwards as well as engaging 
afterburners. The aircraft picked up speed as it rapidly descended, but the missile was not quick 
enough to make contact with the craft. The missile flew directly by the tail of the Su-35, and the 
pilot heard his missile alarm stop sounding. The AEW&C craft replied, “Dart 2, enemy missile 
has lost you.” 

The pilot looked forwards again, and he now noticed that he had not given himself 
enough altitude to work with for his evasive actions. The pilot realized that he would crash 
directly into the roof of the building, and that the aircraft would not be able to recover by 
creating enough drag to slow its descent. One of the ISG members wielding a Stinger missile 
launcher on the roof looked up and saw the incoming aircraft, “Woah! It’s gonna crash!” One of 
the AA turrets was already looking in the direction of the Flanker-E, and the ISG member 


operating the turret began shooting at the aircraft. The aircraft was successfully struck by the 


barrage from the AA battery, but the gunfire was hardly enough to stop the massive aircraft from 
crashing into the building. Many of the ISG members on the roof scurried away in order to 
prevent being killed by the doomed aircraft, but the rest fired their weapons directly at the 
Flanker-E. Dart 2 armed all of his explosives, and he released them all right before he collided 
with the roof. Upon doing so, he immediately went to pull his ejection handle, but it was already 
too late for him to eject. 

The aircraft pancaked directly into the roof of the facility, and all of the bombs collided 
with the building as well. The resulting explosion was massive, and it successfully disabled all of 
the anti-aircraft installations on the building. The combined explosion caused by jet fuel and 
three 1500 kilogram explosives all but leveled the building. As the facility went up in flames, the 
AEW&C aircraft reported on the Flanker-E’s crash, “Dart 2 has crashed. He’s off the radar.” 
Though the aircraft’s demise was visible to the early warning and control craft, the radar 
equipment on the AEW&C plane could not see the complex going up in flames. Not only were 
the bombs high-explosive, they were also penetrating. The bombs were able to deeply cripple the 
building at its structural core. Dart 1 spoke over the radio as he circled the remains of the facility, 
“This is Dart 1, the building has been destroyed. Over.” The AEW&C craft asked a question, 
“Dart 1, how did that happen? Over.” The pilot of the first Flanker-E lowered his airspeed and 
tried to get a better view of the burning complex, “My wingman ran directly into the roof. All of 
his bombs must’ve detonated. A single attacker wouldn’t cause that big of an explosion. Over.” 
The AEW&C craft could not see the flames, “How badly has the building been damaged? Over.” 
Dart | gained altitude and flew away from the accumulating cloud of burning jet fuel and 
flammable materials inside of the facility. The pilot was silent as he observed the destruction. A 


few moments passed, and the AEW&C craft spoke, “Dart 1, do you copy? Over.” 


The pilot reminded himself of what the AEW&C craft had asked him, “The complex has 
been destroyed. It cannot be captured. Over.” The recipient of the transmission replied within 
seconds, “Roger, Dart 1. Patrol the airspace until the heliborne assault arrives. There may still be 
survivors. Over.” The pilot sighed before he answered the radio, “Roger, wilco. Out.” The pilot 
adjusted his frequency to speak to the heliborne assault, “All anti-air defenses have been 
destroyed, along with the building itself. Commence search and rescue for survivors. Over.” The 
pilot of the lead Hip replied, “Dart 1, this is Bagger 1, say again all after commence. Over.” Dart 
1 sighed again before replying, “Bagger 1, this is Dart 1. Commence search and rescue for 
survivors. The mission has been updated. Over.” The radio channel went silent for an extended 
moment, but the Mi-17 pilot finally replied, “Copy on the mission update. Commencing search 
and rescue. Out.” The pilot of the Su-35 flew over the destroyed facility again, and he could 
already tell that there would be no survivors. He knew that the personnel from the heliborne 
assault would only be wasting their time by searching through the charred remains of the 
complex. None of the members of the assault team had any equipment to extinguish the fire, so 
they would be forced to wait for the fire to burn through whatever was left of the facility. Dart 1 
could only sit in his aircraft and watch as the remains of the facility burned to the ground until he 
was told he could return to CDI’s base. 

Bocchino, Jason, Arcades, Jim, and Jackie all walked into the check-in room at a motel. 
The group was driving for hours on end, and they were finally ready to stop somewhere for the 
night. The cat spoke to the employee at the check-in desk, “Yeah, we'd like to get -- Uh... Do 
you guys have two rooms with two beds available?” The employee counted five people in total, 
but she did not bother to ask any questions. The human employee looked at Arcades, and she 


raised an eyebrow when she saw that the fox was wearing a Zimbabwean Brushstroke combat 


shirt with matching short-shorts. The employee slowly nodded, “Alright. Yeah. We have two of 
those available. How long do you guys plan on staying?” The cat was quick to reply, “Only for 
the night.” The employee inputted a few things on her computer before reaching below the desk 
to grab something. The employee returned with four keycards, “Here you guys go. You have 
rooms thirty-eight and thirty-nine. Are you paying with a credit card?” The fox replied, “Yeah, 
Ill pay for this.” Arcades grabbed his wallet from the back pocket of his shorts, and he removed 
his credit card. After he inserted the card into the chip reader, Arcades had successfully paid for 
the rooms for the whole group. The human employee looked to the only other human in the 
room, and she could see that Jim was wearing a navy blue flight suit. The human employee 
dismissed the group; though she did not understand why two of the five people standing in front 
of her were wearing military-esque clothing, she did not care enough to ask the group of their 
intentions, “Alright. Enjoy your stay.” Arcades gave a nod and gave a solid, “Thanks.” 

Within the next ten minutes, the four anthros and one human found their rooms and 
prepared to enter their rooms after parking the Toyota 4Runner right outside of the two rooms. 
Bocchino spoke to the fox as he passed him in the open doorway, “Well, Kurt. Jim and I are 
gonna stay in the next one over. You’ve only got two beds, and you have three people. I’m sure 
you'll figure out what to do with that fucking faggot.” The fox knew that Bocchino was talking 
about Jason, but Arcades was not going to argue with the cat. The fox remained silent as the cat 
passed him from behind and entered his own room with Jim. After a quick shake of the head 
confirming the fox’s disapproval of Bocchino’s words, Arcades held the door open to let Jason 
and Jackie enter the room. Both of them were carrying bottled water that they had picked up a 
couple hours earlier from a store they stopped by while they were on the road. When the vixen 


and the wolf entered the room, they moved over to the fridge to load the bottles into the empty 


fridge. Arcades looked down at what he was wearing, and he figured that he should bring in a 
change of clothes that he would be more comfortable wearing in a civilian setting. 

Arcades announced his intentions to the other two occupants of the room, “Alright, I’m 
gonna go out and grab something from the SUV.” Jason replied once he placed the bottles he 
was holding into the fridge, “Sure thing, mate. You’ve got one of the keycards?” The fox held 
the card in front of himself, “Yeah, I’ve got one. It should only take a minute.” The wolf nodded 
to the fox as Arcades exited the room and proceeded back to the 4Runner mere meters from the 
room. The fox attempted to open the trunk of the SUV, but he found that it was locked. Arcades 
patted his pockets, but he could not find the keys to the 4Runner. Suddenly, the fox remembered 
that Bocchino was the anthro who took the keys. Arcades looked over to the room right next to 
his, and he figured that he should just ask Bocchino to open the trunk for him. The fox walked 
over to the door, and he knocked on it. Moments later, Bocchino opened the door. The cat said, 
“What do you need, Kurt?” Arcades replied with his request, “Can you unlock the trunk for me? 
I need to get a change of clothes out.” Bocchino slowly shook his head, “Kurt, I’m not gonna do 
that for you. You don’t deserve to wear anything else. Not when you kept that fucking piece of 
shit faggot with us. You’re just as much of a faggot bastard as he is.” Arcades shook his head as 
well, “Bobby, this has nothing to do with Jason. I’d rather wear something that’s not camouflage. 
We’re in a civilian setting. I don’t want any complications on our way back.” The cat looked at 
the fox’s remarkably short shorts and gestured towards them, “Who the fuck wears that shit 
anyway? It’s almost like you’ re trying to get that son of a bitch to shove one up your ass!” 

Arcades tried to explain, “Similar shorts were worn by the Rhodesian Light Infantry 
when they--” Bocchino cut the fox off in the middle of his speech, “Yeah, go fuck yourself, 


bitch. You and Jason can go get fucked as well. You bitches deserve to be in the Foundation. 


You should’ve never escaped!” Arcades knew that this argument was not going anywhere, 
“Alright Bobby. Good night to you as well.” The fox turned around and walked away from 
Bocchino. As the fox turned around, his bushy tail swiped against the cat’s legs unintentionally. 
Bocchino was instantly angered by this unintentional act and spoke under his breath, “Oh, your 
sorry bitchass is gonna get the motherfucking hammer now, bitch.” The fox returned to his own 
room not far from where he was just standing seconds ago, and he inserted his keycard into the 
reader before he was able to open the door. When Arcades entered his own room, he could hear 
the sound of footsteps approaching from behind, but he was not sure who was following him. 
Arcades could see that Jason was sitting on one of the beds, and it was clear that the wolf was 
indeed looking at somebody that Arcades did not notice. Arcades vocalized his confusion to 
Jason, “Hm?” Jason pointed at Bocchino, “Kurt, look out!” 

Arcades sidestepped as Bocchino threw a punch in the fox’s direction. The fox spun 
around, his tail swiped the cat yet again, and this unintentional action only angered Bocchino 
further, “Dammit! Fucking bitch!” Arcades spoke in a neutral tone, “Bobby, what are you 
doing?” The cat only replied by commencing another attack. Bocchino threw a punch with his 
left hand, but Arcades dodged it yet again. As soon as Arcades dodged the cat’s attack, Bocchino 
threw another punch with his right hand. The fox backed up and sidestepped yet again to 
successfully avoid the incoming attack. Arcades tried to diffuse the situation, “Enough!” The cat 
tried to shove Arcades, but the fox backed up again out of Bocchino’s range. As the cat was off- 
balance from his failed shove, Arcades stood aside the cat and did not launch any counterattack. 
Jason sat on the bed in silence as he watched the one-sided fight unfold. As Arcades was waiting 


for Bocchino to recover, he could hear the sound of the shower running from the nearest 


bathroom. The fox briefly looked around the room, but he could only see Jason. He assumed that 
Jackie was currently using the shower. 

Bocchino finally regained his balance, and he returned by quickly trying to grapple 
Arcades. The fox this time parried the attack, and he pushed the cat’s hands aside before they 
were able to grab him. Bocchino realized that Arcades was not only dodging his attacks, 
“Motherfucker! Fuck you, dammit!” The cat threw a punch with his left hand, and Arcades 
quickly parried the attack and sidestepped yet again to avoid another sudden attack. The fox’s 
tail had swiped the cat multiple times at this point, and Bocchino’s anger had reached his boiling 
point. The cat vocalized a growl as he lunged forwards to attack Arcades, but the fox quickly 
moved out of the way right before the cat could hurt him. Bocchino shouted in frustration as his 
attack missed yet again, “Shit! Fuck!” Arcades spoke again with reason in his voice, “Bobby, I 
will not attack you.” Bocchino stood still for a moment before he sloppily lunged at the fox, 
“Fuck you, asshole!” Since the cat’s attack was sloppily performed, Arcades found it very easy 
to parry the attack. The cat then tried to attack the fox by using both punches and now kicks. 
Arcades parried every single one of the attacks, and Bocchino’s fighting style was becoming 
more and more sloppy as he was beginning to tire himself out. Bocchino’s eyes began to tear up 
as he realized that even with all of his strength, he could not harm Arcades. 

Arcades could see the cat’s face was changing from pure anger to a look of defeat, so he 
attempted to reason with Bocchino yet again, “Bobby, we don’t need to do this. Please stop.” 
Bocchino stood still, wiped away some of his tears, and sniffled before commencing his final 
attack. The cat lunged forwards and tried everything that he could to attack Arcades. Every 
single one of his incoming attacks were either parried or dodged by the fox, but Arcades never 


returned Bocchino with a counterattack. The cat was now beginning to sob with every other 


attack he lashed out against Arcades. Bocchino’s final attack was a high kick, and Arcades 
quickly parried the attack by pushing the cat’s leg out of the way. Bocchino did not expect the 
fox to parry the attack, and he lost his balance. The cat began to fall backwards, but Arcades 
tried to prevent Bocchino from falling by reaching out to grab him. Bocchino weighed far too 
much for the fox to catch, and he landed on his back on the ground and began to weep. 

Arcades dropped down to his knees next to Bocchino, and he began to reason with the cat 
yet again, “Bobby, please. Let’s not fight.” The cat covered his eyes as he wept, and Arcades 
remained at his side as he continued to speak, “I will not hurt you.” Bocchino sobbed loudly as 
he did not want to look at the fox who he was unable to attack. Arcades remembered that the cat 
hit the ground rather suddenly, “Did you hurt your head on the way down?” Bocchino did not 
reply, but Arcades gently lifted the cat’s head off of the ground and rubbed the back of his head. 
Jason was looking at the aftermath in silence, and he realized that he had watched Bocchino 
literally defeat himself. Arcades held onto the cat’s head, but he looked over to Jason and pointed 
to one of the pillows on the bed with his free hand, “Toss me one of those, please.” Jason 
grabbed one of the pillows from behind himself, and he tossed it towards Arcades. The fox 
caught the pillow in his free hand, and he placed it underneath Bocchino’s head before gently 
letting his head go. Bocchino continued to sob, but Arcades spoke to him again, “Bobby, I 
promise you that I’m not mad. I forgive you for this.” The fox’s words only made the cat weep 
harder, and Arcades waited a few moments to see if the cat would calm down. 

After a few moments had passed, Arcades saw that Bocchino was still covering up his 
face with his arm. The fox reached out to grab Bocchino’s arm, “Why do you need to cover your 
face? Look at me, Bobby.” The cat did not remove his arm from his face, so Arcades slowly 


grasped the cat’s arm to remove it from his face. The fox began to pull the cat’s arm down, and 


Bocchino did not offer any resistance to the minimal amount of force Arcades used. With 
Bocchino’s arm now moved off of his face, the cat closed his eyes, for he still did not want to 
look at the fox. Arcades said with a soft voice, “It’s all over, Bobby. Don’t worry about it. I 
already told you that I’m not mad.” The cat continued to weep, and Arcades used the fur on his 
arms to wipe away some of Bocchino’s tears. Still on his knees, Arcades looked up at Jason and 
asked, “Can you get him a bottle of water?” The wolf nodded as he removed himself from the 
bed and proceeded towards the fridge in the room. The wolf opened the fridge, retrieved a bottle 
of water, and he handed it to Arcades, “Thanks, Jason.”” When Jason had delivered the bottle to 
the fox, he climbed back on the bed and continued to watch Arcades diffuse the rather hostile 
situation. 

The fox opened the bottle, and he moved it closer to Bocchino’s mouth, “Here, this will 
make you feel better.” The cat did not reach for the water bottle, but he did somewhat prop 
himself up in order to let Arcades give him water to drink. Bocchino drank from the bottle, and 
Arcades said, “There we go. Are you feeling better yet?” The cat slowly nodded his head after he 
took a drink, and he sniffled as well. Bocchino sat up, and he finally looked at the fox who was 
still kneeling directly to his left. Arcades reached out and hugged Bocchino, and the cat 
surprisingly hugged the fox back. Bocchino quietly spoke into Arcades’ ear, “I’m sorry Kurt.” 
The fox replied, “I forgive you. I’m not mad.” Both anthros continued to hug each other for an 
extended period of time, but Bocchino eventually let go of Arcades. When the fox could tell that 
Bocchino was finished, he let go as well and sat back down on his knees. Bocchino sat in silence, 
and he looked at Arcades still kneeling in front of him. Arcades held out his arm, and Bocchino 
looked at the water bottle that was in the fox’s hand. The cat accepted Arcades’ offer, and he 


took the bottle from the fox. 


Arcades looked over to the small drawer with a lamp that was positioned between both of 
the beds, and he stood up in order to approach it. Jason’s eyes tracked the fox as he moved to the 
drawer, and the wolf looked back over to Bocchino to see what the cat was doing. From where 
the wolf was sitting, he was able to see Bocchino drinking from the water bottle as well as 
Arcades retrieving something from the drawer. The fox made a comment as he brushed off a 
decent amount of dust from the item he retrieved, “I’m glad they still leave these here.” The wolf 
returned his sight to Arcades, and he realized that the fox had retrieved the Bible which was in 
the drawer. Arcades returned to Bocchino while holding the book and said, “Why don’t you sit 
up there? It’s probably more comfortable.” The cat looked up at Arcades, and he saw that he was 
gesturing to him to sit on the empty bed. Bocchino looked at the bed, looked at Arcades, and 
then he saw that the fox offered his free hand to help the cat stand up. Bocchino accepted the 
offer, and the fox helped the cat stand up. Once Bocchino stood back up, he moved over to the 
bed and crawled on top of it. The fox looked down at the lone pillow on the floor, and he got on 
his knees right next to it. Arcades picked up the pillow and tossed it back to Jason before looking 
at both anthros who were now on elevated positions compared to himself. 

The fox opened the Bible, and both anthros watched as Arcades was looking through the 
pages. Arcades finally stopped on a specific page which he found. The fox viewed the page 
before he looked up at the two anthros who were both looking back at him. Arcades began to 
speak to Jason and Bocchino, “In Matthew 12 verse 25, Jesus says that a house divided against 
itself shall not stand. Now, a house doesn’t always have to mean a place that you live. As you 
probably know already, a house can mean a group of people. We are a house. We’re supposed to 
stick together and work together to achieve our goals. We are not going to get anywhere if we 


keep fighting amongst ourselves. This can’t keep continuing.” The fox took a pause, and he 


looked at both of the anthros as he remembered the fight Jason and Bocchino almost had before 
they started their road trip. Bocchino looked at Jason, but the wolf returned a neutral look to the 
cat as opposed to the dirty look he gave the cat previously. 

After both anthros returned their attention to the fox, Arcades began to speak again, “If 
we continue like this, then we’ll never be able to take down the Foundation. The only thing that 
we’ ll accomplish is that we will take ourselves down. That’s no way to go about this.” The fox 
paused again, and he waited to see if Jason or Bocchino had anything to say. After another 
moment of waiting, Arcades continued yet again by speaking to Jason directly, “Jason, I’m glad 
that you’re willing to change your ways. Yes, it may still take some time, but I don’t want you to 
give up. Remember that you must put your full trust in the Lord, and you will finally be free 
from that desire. It can happen, and I believe that it will happen.” Arcades then flipped several 
pages in the Bible before settling on a specific page. The fox looked over to Bocchino and spoke, 
“Now, I think that Romans chapter 14 applies here. Bobby, you should not be doing things on 
purpose to tempt Jason. It’s also not worth working yourself up on these matters. Whether Jason 
truly wants to change his ways or not is his business. You shouldn’t be setting a stumbling block 
in front of him. We both know very well that what he tried to do was wrong, but he’s already 
repented of that. You shouldn’t be judging him for that anymore. Christ died for that sin along 
with every other sin that everyone has committed in the past, present, and future.” Bocchino 
turned away from the fox, and it was clear to Arcades that the cat was feeling guilty. The fox 
continued speaking again, “It’s not worth causing this trouble. We still have a job to do, and we 
need to get it done.” 

When Arcades finished his last sentence, he heard a door open to his left, and he looked 


to his left to see that Jackie had just exited the shower. The vixen was wearing only a towel to 


cover herself. She saw Arcades on his knees on the floor holding the Bible while Jason and 
Bocchino each occupied a bed and asked an open question, “Am I interrupting something?” 
Arcades answered the question, ““No. You’re not.” Bocchino spoke next, and he presented 
Arcades with a question, “Kurt, I do have one thing I gotta ask you: How many times would you 
forgive Jason if he kept on trying to do shit to you?” The fox spoke about one part of Bocchino’s 
question first, “Bobby, this doesn’t only have to do with Jason. The same could be said about 
anybody. We all have our own problems and personal sins that we wrestle with every day. I 
could say the same thing about you: How many times am I going to forgive you if you continue 
to try and fight me?” The cat was silent, and he could not come up with anything else to say to 
the fox. Arcades slowly nodded after he saw that the cat was silent, “I will answer your question, 
though; it is a completely valid question.” Arcades flipped through the pages of the Bible, and he 
stopped at Luke chapter 17. The fox read directly from the Bible, “If thy brother trespass against 
thee, rebuke him; and if he repent, forgive him. And if he trespass against thee seven times in a 
day, and seven times in a day turn again to thee, saying, I repent; thou shalt forgive him.” 
Arcades looked up at the cat and spoke to him, “However many times it takes. The important 
thing is that you truly do repent of a particular sin. There is no such thing as a license to sin. You 
can’t ask for the Lord’s forgiveness if you’re going to keep on doing the same sin on purpose. He 
won't forgive you like that.” 

Bocchino considered what Arcades was telling him, and he closed his eyes as he slowly 
shook his head in guilt. Jason was still focusing on the kneeling fox, but he looked at Bocchino 
when he realized that Arcades was still observing the cat’s reaction. Jackie, with the towel still 
covering her private areas, sat on the bed right next to Jason. The wolf scooted over to allow the 


vixen to take a seat, but all three anthros focused on the fox still kneeling on the floor. Arcades 


looked at what he was reading again, and he did find another verse he found to be suitable for the 
situation, “How about this one here?” All three anthros waited for Arcades to speak, “Verse 6 
states, “And the Lord said, If ye had faith as a grain of mustard seed, ye might say unto this 
sycamine tree, Be thou plucked up by the root, and be thou planted in the sea; and it should obey 
you.’”. The fox began to explain the verse’s meaning to the three anthros, “I think this one is 
very important. We all look at the Omega Foundation as being this huge thing that we have no 
possible way of bringing down, but how are we even going to be able to get anywhere if we keep 
that mindset? When I was at the Omega facility in South Dakota, I trusted in the Lord that He 
would get Jason and I out of the facility unharmed. We did make it out, did we not?” 

The fox looked up at the wolf, but Jason did not have anything to say to Arcades. 
Arcades looked down at the Bible for a moment, but he looked back up at his audience of three 
and spoke, “I guess you could say the lesson for this church session is that we need more faith in 
the Lord. Of course, moving a mountain such as the Foundation is no easy task. What we need to 
remember is that the Lord is still out there and He is willing to help us provided that we put our 
trust in Him and truly listen to what He has to say. The Lord knows what is best for us, and He 
will provide us with everything we need to get the job done. He will guide us to where we need 
to go. All we need is faith and trust. We have to trust each other too. We can’t keep fighting 
ourselves; Otherwise, we’ll crumble down and never recover.” The fox took a pause in his 
speech. Before continuing, he waited to see if Jackie, Jason, or Bocchino had any questions or 
comments. After he realized that they were still listening, the fox continued, “Of course, it is not 
going to be an easy task. I mean, we’ve already faced plenty of setbacks and problems over the 
course of the last few weeks. The important thing is that we’re all together here. We’re all alive, 


and we still have time to clean ourselves before the Lord. After all, we don’t want to spend 


eternity in damnation. We all have something that we still need to work on, so let’s not waste our 
time that the Lord has provided. With Christ’s forgiveness and grace, we will be able to become 
cleansed. My last message to all of you is that I hope you consider what I have said and 
remember to put your trust in Jesus to get us through this hardship.” 

“Amen...” Jason spoke once the fox finished. Arcades’ eyes moved over towards the 
wolf, and the fox perked up a small smile. The fox finally asked his crowd one last question, “Do 
you guys have anything you want to ask or say to me? I’Il listen to anything you have to say.” 
Jackie spoke to the fox first, “Kurt, when you brought me out of Vegas that one night, I 
would’ve never expected to see you again. Even though I... volunteered to go to the 
Foundation... I didn’t think that anybody would ever come to get me out and help me realize 
that... It’s not what is truly right.” The vixen’s short comment served as a revelation for two 
other anthros in the room, but Arcades was glad that Jackie was finally changing her mind about 
the Foundation. Arcades nodded with a smile, “I’m glad to hear that. I hope you will find peace 
in the Lord Jesus Christ. He will be able to make certain that desire never returns.” Jason was the 
next to speak to Arcades, “Kurt, my life was very different before my brother died, and I really 
wish that he did believe in his lifetime. I do believe that the Lord loves me enough to allow me 
more time to live and change my mind about a couple of things that I have done. For all I know, 
I would’ve died alone in the bloody cold with my brother. There’s definitely somebody out there 
who wants me to change, and I’m glad that you helped me find Him.” Arcades’ smile grew 
larger, “I’m glad to hear that Jason. I hope you stay with the Lord; He will provide you with 
everything you need. That’s guaranteed.” 

Bocchino stood up from the bed, and he looked at the water bottle which he was still 


carrying. The bottle had about one-fourth of its original contents still left. The cat approached the 


kneeling fox before he began to speak, “Kurt, I think you’re one crazy son of a bitch. I used to 
think that you were fucking batshit insane, but now... I dunno, there’s something that’s different 
about you. I’m not entirely sure what it is, but you’re not like the other foxes I’ve met in my life. 
I also can’t seem to get away from you for some reason. You got fucking taken away by fucking 
mercenaries in bumfuck nowhere, and even the Omega Foundation snatched your sorry ass up, 
but you still somehow managed to get out of all of that shit.” Arcades listened to the cat in 
silence, but his smile had left him due to the cat’s way of wording his thoughts. The cat looked 
over to Jason and Jackie before looking back to the fox and continuing, “One thing I do have to 
tell you is that I dunno how you’re so patient. I don’t know many people who are generous when 
it comes to second chances, so I guess I’m thankful for that.” Arcades spoke to the cat after he 
made his final thought, “When you get to know the Lord Jesus Christ, then you will know 
somebody who is even more merciful than I may be. The Lord died for us so that we can still be 
forgiven of even the worst of our sins. Sins that we all have. We have plenty of them, and we 
don’t need to add up more of them. Sin only leads to destruction, and you can never live a truly 
righteous life with sin in your life.” 

Bocchino developed a small smile after Arcades finished speaking, and the cat reached 
down and pulled the fox higher up on his knees to give him a hug, “Thanks, Saint Arcades.” The 
fox could not hug the cat back since his arms were currently pinned to his sides, but he did 
respond, “I haven’t heard anybody call me that for a good while now.” Bocchino said, “Kurt, 
you’re one fox that I would actually trust. That’s all you really need to know.” With Arcades still 
unable to use his arms, he replied again, “You should look into trusting Jesus. I want to see all of 
you guys in Paradise. That’s not going to happen unless you repent and trust in Christ for eternal 


forgiveness and salvation. There is only one way into heaven, and that’s by Christ alone. There is 


nothing you can do to make you worthy of eternal life.” The cat chuckled as he began to easily 
drag Arcades off of his knees, “Heh... Oh Kurt, you always have something to say, don’t you?” 
The fox replied, “Are you going to at least consider what I’ve been telling you? I want all of you 
to be cleansed from sin.” Bocchino sat the fox back on his knees and let go of Arcades, “I'll 
think about it. That’s all I can tell you.” Arcades collected himself on the ground, and he looked 
back up at the cat, “Ill leave that between you and the Lord. It is your choice after all. That goes 
for everybody. You don’t have to listen to me if you don’t want to, and I encourage you to seek 
the wisdom of God for yourself by asking the Holy Ghost for guidance and eternal wisdom. 
Salvation is something that you settle with the Lord. I do pray that all of you become Born 
Again, though. When you’re Born Again, you have a new heart with new desires. You become a 
new creation that serves righteousness rather than sin.” 

Bocchino stood up and proceeded over to the door, “I think it’s getting a bit late. We still 
have a lot of driving ahead of us before we can come up with what we’re gonna do next. I'll see 
all of y’all tomorrow. Especially you, Jim Jones.” The cat opened the door and left after 
displaying a smug look towards the remaining three anthros in the room. Bocchino left the room, 
and Arcades looked at the door for a few seconds to see if the cat planned on returning to take 
anything he might have forgotten with him. After realizing that Bocchino would not be returning 
to the room, Arcades began to stand up from his kneeling position, and he could see that Jackie 
and Jason were still looking at him. Jason spoke to the fox, “Kurt, I wouldn’t take that personal if 
I were you, mate.” The fox replied, “I’m not taking it personally. He’s just Bobby Bocchino. I 
don’t really expect anything else out of him.” The wolf then thought about what Arcades was 
speaking about and asked the fox a question, “Kurt, did we just have a church in this room?” The 


fox nodded, “Yes, we sure did. A church isn’t a building or anything. It is simply a meeting 


between people to discuss...” Arcades paused as he squatted down to retrieve the Bible which 
was lying on the floor. The fox continued once he stood back up, “This library. After all, the 
Bible is composed of sixty-six books spanning multiple languages, authors, and time periods. It 
is the complete and final Word of God.” Jason asked Arcades another question, “You’ve read the 
whole thing for yourself, Kurt?” Arcades nodded, “Yes, and I still read it at least once everyday 
that I can. Of course, I couldn’t read it when we were being taken to the Foundation, but you get 
the idea.” 

Jackie stood up, and she held onto the towel to prevent it from falling down, “How are 
we going to sleep tonight? We have three people in this room and only two beds.” The fox 
directed his attention to Jackie’s observation, “Oh. How about you can have that bed behind me 
for yourself? Jason and I can share this bed.” The wolf’s ears perked up from hearing what 
Arcades suggested, “Is that what you want to do, Kurt?” The fox looked towards the wolf still 
sitting on the bed, and he presented the wolf with a question in return, “Would you be alright 
with doing that? Ill leave the decision up to you.” The wolf quickly accepted the fox’s offer, 
“Yes, I'd be alright with doing that, Kurt.” The fox looked back up at Jackie and spoke to the 
vixen, “Are you satisfied with that solution?” Jackie nodded, and Arcades spoke again as he 
looked at both Jackie and Jason, “With that settled, we should probably get to sleep soon. We’re 
probably going to leave early tomorrow.” Jackie approached the bed she would be sleeping in, 
and she sat on top of it while still holding the towel. Arcades opened the drawer from which he 
retrieved the Bible from, and he placed the book back in the drawer before closing it. The fox 
looked down at Jason sitting on the bed, and he sat on the bed right next to the wolf. Jason 
looked at the fox on his left and said, “How about I get my shower next. Would you be alright 


waiting, mate?” Arcades nodded. 


Bocchino entered his room, and he could see that Jim was watching The Rock on the 
television. When the cat entered the room, Jim was currently viewing the scene where a trolley 
had just barreled into a yellow Ferrari F355 Spider following a chase scene involving a black 
Hummer HMC4. Both vehicles were considered rather new vehicles at the time, and Jim was 
thinking about the modern equivalent of the two vehicles. Bocchino looked at the screen, and he 
listened to what a civilian in the movie had to say to the main character, “Hey man. You just 
fucked up your Ferrari.” Before the protagonist could reply to the bystander, Jim turned the 
volume of the television down and looked over to the cat, “Oh, I was wondering where you 
went.” Bocchino walked over towards the unoccupied bed across from Jim, and he sat on it, 
“Kurt had something he wanted to say.” Jim was curious, “Oh, what was it?” Bocchino sat in 
silence for a moment, but he did reply within a reasonable timeframe, “Nothing too important.” 

Jim looked back at the screen, and he didn’t press the cat for more information regarding 
his encounter with Arcades, “Have you ever seen this movie?” Bocchino looked at the screen, 
and he listened to the audio as Jim turned the volume back up. The cat shook his head, “Nope, I 
don’t think so.” Jim looked towards his left to view the cat seated on the opposite bed, “No? It 
was directed by the same guy who made those Transformers movies in the mid 2000s.” 
Bocchino looked at the human and replied, “I remember I grew up when those were coming out. 
I only went to see one of them: The one which came out in 2011. I was only twelve years old 
then.” Jim nodded towards the cat, “Yeah, I was fifteen when that one came out. That director 
sure loves making things blow up. I dunno if you saw it, but that trolley in the last scene blew up 
in an impossible way.” Bocchino shrugged, “Meh. If it looks cool, then that’s probably good 
enough. Those robots from that Transformers movie looked fucking weird, though.” Jim noticed 


the water bottle Bocchino was holding, “Where’d you grab that from? I don’t remember you 


getting that from here.” Bocchino realized that Jim was mentioning his water bottle, “Oh, Kurt 
gave me this.” Jim looked back at the screen when he replied, “Oh, alright. So did I miss 
anything important in a meeting or something?” Bocchino shook his head, “No, Jim. He wanted 
to tell me something personally.” Jim replied as he continued to watch the film, and he decided 
that he would let Bocchino’s business stay his own business, “Alright.” The human could tell 
that Bocchino was rather reluctant to relay what Arcades had to tell him. 

A CDI operative zipped up a body bag after placing the charred remains of a deceased 
anthro in the bag. Another CDI member walked up to the body bag and said, “How many bodies 
have we found so far?” The human stood up before replying, “This makes five-hundred and 
sixty-eight, I believe. We’re getting close to the number of anthros that went ‘missing’ during the 
NSS’ siege on Berlin from a few weeks ago.” The other CDI member looked around, and he 
watched as a tan KamAZ-6350 was sitting at the ready to collect the recovered bodies. The CDI 
operative shook his head, “Shame we couldn’t find any survivors. They all perished in the 
explosion and the fire along with the humans we found here.” The other CDI member 
questioned, “How many humans did we find?” The first operative replied, “About one hundred 
and thirty. They all had uniforms which greatly resembled the NSS uniforms, but they had tan 
boots instead of black boots. They also wore different helmets and used different weapons.” The 
operative stepped aside as a couple other CDI members bent down to pick the body bag up. The 
first operative looked over towards a different part of the complex, “We’re not even done going 
through the facility. We’re still finding more anthros. I’m starting to believe that this place is 
where the anthros from the NSS attack winded up.” 

The CDI members dumped the body into the back of the truck, and they closed the rear to 


prevent people from the outside from seeing the bodies inside of the truck. One of the members 


climbed up to meet the driver of the truck, “It’s full! Take them away.” The driver of the truck 
nodded and shifted the vehicle out of park before pulling away from the site. A CDI supervisor 
stood by and looked at the charred ground, “Good thing this fire didn’t get too far. We don’t 
want the public to know about this.” The first CDI member stood up to speak with the 
supervisor, “At least we’re far enough away from the nearest town. It shouldn’t be a problem.” 
The supervisor watched as a tan BREM-K pulled some wreckage of the Su-35’s starboard wing 
and fuselage out from the destroyed building. The supervisor commented, “Did anybody see that 
aircraft crash?” The CDI operative replied, “No, sir. Only that pilot’s wingman saw the crash. 
We don’t know what happened.” The supervisor slowly nodded, “Uh-huh. I'll have to go and ask 
him what happened. The AEW&C craft said that the blip disappeared from radar after the 
aircraft dodged an incoming missile.” The CDI operative replied, “Strange. We also found 
remains of anti-aircraft weaponry at the site. We found some mangled Stinger missiles and 
remains of permanent installations built into the building itself.” The supervisor looked up 
expecting to find a roof to look at, but the building was not too recognizable due to combined 
damage from the aircraft crash and fire. 

The supervisor looked down towards the body bags, “Are these all dead anthros or dead 
humans?” The CDI member reported the findings, “All of the ones you’re looking at are anthros, 
sir. We’ve already taken away all of the humans we were able to recover. We’ve found over five 
hundred anthros so far, and we’re even finding more.” The supervisor nodded, “Yes. I believe 
the official number was that a total of six-hundred and two anthros were taken from Berlin 
during the NSS attack. Are you expecting to make that number?” The second operative replied, 
“We are not sure yet, sir. We are getting very close, though.” The supervisor looked around the 


surroundings, and he could see that CDI members were still digging through the rubble. He paid 


close attention to one member dragging out the remains of an anthro covered in dust and ash. 
The anthro was so disfigured from the fire that he was unable to determine what race the anthro 
was part of. All he could see was that some areas of the anthro’s fur appeared to be orange. The 
supervisor turned back towards the operatives he was speaking to, “Yeah, the reason why I asked 
is because this place is a very possible location to where they might have ended up. The 
investigation supposedly found the trains that the anthros were put on were not too far from 
here.” 

The first CDI operative expressed interest, “Didn’t intel from a place operated by a group 
called Omega Foundation lead us here, sir?” The supervisor nodded, “That’s right. A CDI team 
in America found a few places operated by the Omega Foundation. We don’t know too much of 
what it is supposed to be yet, but all the places that were raided featured anthros seemingly held 
in captivity. Also recovered were weapons which resemble a mix between a South Korean rifle, 
a Chinese rifle, and a former Heckler & Koch weapons project from the 90s. It looks as if it was 
designed to fire both rifle rounds as well as airburst projectiles.” The CDI operative remembered 
the weapons they found at the destroyed facility, “I believe we found some of those here, sir.” 
The supervisor nodded, “Yes, we believe that this place is owned by this Omega Foundation as 
well. A team in the US is working on figuring out what else the Foundation does. They sent us a 
few samples of the weapon for analysis. We’ve also received some unique devices which 
appeared to have been used on anthros.” 

The operative was curious, “Devices, sir? What for?” The supervisor looked at the bodies 
on the ground before replying, “We were sent collars, and devices that would be placed over the 
genitals of anthros. They also found devices that appear to be designed to be inserted into the 


anus of the anthro.” The operative raised his eyebrows, “Really? What is supposed to be going 


on at these places, sir?” The supervisor shrugged, “It’s very unclear at the moment. Most of us 
would brush it off as something anthros would do on a regular basis, but there’s something oddly 
suspicious about it: There are humans here with weapons we don’t even know about. They 
appear to be keeping anthros here and using these devices on them.” The operative said, “Sounds 
like we still have some more secrets to uncover, sir.” The supervisor nodded, “Yes, that’s all we 
know at the moment. Continue with the clean-up, and recover any evidence you can.” The 
operative replied to his supervisor, “Yes, sir.” The supervisor gave one last nod before he left the 
two operatives to continue with their work. 

“Gentlemen, as we all know, the Omega Foundation is no longer a secret. We have lost 
numerous facilities including our largest facility containing anthros, Facility Five,” Zero spoke as 
he addressed all of the site directors who were still alive. Zero looked around the room, but 
several of the seats were missing due to the site director of the respective facility being deceased. 
Zero looked towards Eleven, “We are no longer able to proceed with Foundation operations. It’s 
time to shut down Facility Eleven. We have no more need to intake any further anthros” Site 
Director of Facility Eleven raised his eyebrows as he heard Zero give him the order. The director 
said, “We’re going to demolish Facility Eleven?” Zero nodded, “Yes. We have nowhere to take 
the anthros from that facility. It would not be worth it to bring them all here since none of them 
are trained. We also just can’t just let them go. For one, they don’t deserve it. Two, they’d be 
sure to spread word of the Foundation further and cause even more damage for us.” Eleven 
nodded, “Yes, sir. I’ll activate it.”” The human revealed a laptop from a backpack, and he sat it on 
top of the desk. The other site directors watched Eleven in silence as the human opened a 
program which would remotely detonate the failsafe explosives rigged within Facility Eleven to 


demolish the facility and kill all of the one thousand anthros still inside. The human inputted his 


password, and he hesitated for just a second before pressing the button which would kill one 
thousand anthros. 

After the deed was done, Eleven closed his laptop, and he knew that he had just sent one 
thousand anthros to their deaths. The human put the laptop away, zipped up the backpack, and he 
looked at all of the other humans looking back at him. Zero began to speak, “Well, the deed is 
done. Excellent.” One of the other surviving site directors had a question regarding the anthros 
still kept at his facility, “Sir, what about the anthros we had to leave behind? We don’t have a 
killswitch for them.” Zero shrugged, “They won’t make it for long. They’Il succumb to 
starvation and thirst within a matter of days. They’re completely helpless too, so we won’t have 
to worry about any of them escaping.” None of the humans had any objection to make. Zero 
began to explain the current plan for the Foundation, “I met with some people earlier today over 
the web, and they agree that we’ll need to lie low down here for a while. They gave us the go- 
ahead to use the XVP-1 in case anybody compromises our location. We only have one that’s 
operational, so we’re letting ISG Alpha-Omega take command of it in case something happens 
here. Nobody will be able to stop the XVP-1, though, so we shouldn’t have to worry about losing 
this facility.” 

Alpha 1 met with Alpha 2 in another secluded area in Facility Zero, “So, you’re going to 
do this?” Alpha 2 nodded, “Yeah, we don’t really have anything else to lose.” Alpha 1 asked his 
colleague another question, “What do you think would be the best way to leak the location of this 
facility?” Alpha 2 thought for a minute, “Well, we’d have to make sure to mask our location 
when we do. Otherwise, they’Il know that it was somebody within Facility Zero.” Alpha | 
agreed, “Of course, but where are we going to leak the location? We want as many people as 


possible to know where this place is.” Alpha 2 had an idea in mind, ““We’d have to use the 


Internet, but we'll also have to make sure to put the location everywhere we can. We should use 
a VPN or something at the very least.” Alpha 1 remembered that Omega did have the means to 
use the internet while masking the location of the sender. Alpha 1 nodded, “Good. We’Il use that. 
We’ll send it out later tonight.” Alpha 2 settled on the agreement, “It’s a deal, then.” 

Arcades sat in the bed next to Jason, and the fox was replaying memories of the one- 
sided fight he had with Bocchino. The fox took a deep breath, but he heard the wolf speak to 
him, “It’s nice to finally have a more decent place to sleep. Wouldn’t you say so?” Arcades 
agreed, “Yeah. You don’t really realize it until you’ve had it taken away from you.” The wolf 
tried to be optimistic, “At least we’re not chained, naked, and forced to go somewhere, right?” 
The fox’s eyes widened slightly, and he decided that he was going to reveal something to the 
wolf which he had not told him before, ““Wouldn’t be the first time I’ve been chained up and 
naked.” Jason was initially confused, “Hm? What are you talking about?” Arcades restated what 
he said, “I’ve been chained and naked before.” The wolf did not know of any event he 
remembered which matched Arcades’ description, “When did this happen? I don’t remember 
seeing this.” 

The fox paused for a moment, and he just realized what he told the wolf. Arcades 
hesitated, but he finally decided to tell Jason more, “It’s not something we experienced 
together... Well, at least until it happened to us.” The wolf waited for Arcades to explain more. 
The fox slowly blinked, and then he decided he was ready to speak again, “You know how I 
have that bag? You know, the one that’s full of all of those restraints?” The wolf nodded, “Of 
course.” Arcades hesitated again, but he said, “Sometimes I would wear those after completely 
stripping down naked.” Jason’s face developed from curiosity to surprise, “Really? Why?” 


Arcades looked down at the bedsheets which covered his body, “Well...” The fox could not 


come up with an answer for the wolf. Jason waited a moment for Arcades to choose his words, 
but he realized that the fox could not come up with anything to say. The wolf decided to pitch in 
and see if he could figure it out for the fox, “Does it make you excited?” Arcades initially did not 
understand what Jason meant by his suggestion, but when he did figure out what Jason said, he 
raised his head slightly before shaking it, “No, no. I’m not doing it because of that.” Jason spoke 
next, “Really? I couldn’t think of any other reason why someone would do that, then.” The fox 
replied, but he did not add anything to the conversation, “Well...” Jason could tell that Arcades 
was having a hard time deciding what to say, but he decided that he would just wait and see what 
the fox would eventually find to say. Arcades began to speak again, “Captive foxes don’t deserve 
to wear clothes.” Jason was somewhat surprised by Arcades’ declaration, “Who told you that, 
mate?” The fox closed his eyes and slowly shook his head, “Well, you were there when we were 
taken away.” Jason disagreed with Arcades’ logic, “Well, that doesn’t make sense. That 
happened after whatever you’ re telling me.” 

Arcades realized what he told Jason and said, “Oh -- yeah. I guess what I’m trying to say 
is that a lot of people seem to agree with that way of thinking.” The wolf replied, “No, that 
doesn’t answer my question. Who told you that in the first place?” Arcades exhaled and slowly 
inhaled before he tried to come up with an answer Jason would find satisfactory, “I don’t think I 
remember anybody telling me that specifically.” The wolf shrugged, “Why would you feel the 
need to do that, then? Who is taking you as captive, anyways?” The fox replied relatively quickly 
compared to his other delayed responses, “I feel like it’s what I deserve.” Jason struggled to 
understand Arcades’ motives, “Why do you deserve that? Who says you deserve it?” Arcades 
frowned, “Nobody really told me, but captive foxes don’t deserve to have anything. Not even 


clothes to wear.” 


Jason shook his head, “Kurt, there’s something wrong here. You were telling us earlier 
about how we all still have a chance to be redeemed and everything. Why are you telling me that 
captives don’t deserve anything?” The fox was silent, for he did not know what to say to Jason. 
The wolf continued, “Kurt, from what you’ve been trying to tell us, Jesus died so that we don’t 
have to do that. Why would you still say you deserve it when you’ve already been forgiven?” 
Arcades knew that he could not defend his actions, “I’m sorry Jason. It’s what I need to work on. 
You're right, I shouldn’t be doing that. Not for that.” The wolf continued to look at Arcades, but 
the fox did not want to look at the wolf. Jason could tell that Arcades was embarrassed, “Kurt, 
you told us earlier that we’ve all got something we need to work on.” The fox slowly nodded, 
“Yeah?” Jason replied, “Yeah, that’s right. You know, after coming from the Foundation, I don’t 
really wanna do something like that again.” The wolf took a pause to see if Arcades had a 
thought to input, but he continued since Arcades stayed silent, “From what I understand, Jesus 
died so that we can be free. Right?” The fox said, “Yes... He did...” Jason placed his left hand 
on the fox’s right shoulder, “Then you don’t have to feel bad anymore for whatever it is may be 
the problem for you. If you’ve already been forgiven, then why should you still be punished? 
Didn’t you tell us something like that earlier? I know what I tried to do was wrong, but you said 
that we can move past that because I’ve already asked for forgiveness. Why don’t you feel the 
same way?” 

“Because I’m a fox,” Arcades replied. Jason shook his head, “Does that really have to do 
with anything? Kurt, didn’t you tell me that we live in a fallen world?” Arcades said, “Yes...” 
Jason then said, ““The mercy of Jesus is for everyone who accepts it, right?” The fox nodded. 
Jason removed his hand from the fox’s shoulder, “Then what’s the issue here? You have no 


reason to feel that way.” Arcades knew that what the wolf was telling him was true, “I shouldn’t 


have this issue.” The wolf nodded with confidence, “That’s right. You should get that out of your 
head.” The fox agreed, “I should. It’s not doing me anything good.” After half of a minute of 
silence, Arcades decided to divulge more information, “Especially since it would’ve just gotten 
worse over time.” Jason did not understand what Arcades meant, “How would that happen?” 
Arcades replied, “Well... At one point I thought that foxes shouldn’t deserve the ability to even 
touch their... parts regardless of if they actually try to do anything or not.” Jason thought back to 
when they were taken by the Omega Foundation, “You mean you wanted to get one of those 
cages they put over our cocks?” 

Arcades did not produce any gesture to indicate an answer, but he spoke instead, “It 
wouldn’t be right. There would be no end. I would keep on going and there would be no end in 
sight.” Jason said, “Then let’s not start. You didn’t do it, right?” Arcades replied, “I didn’t do it, 
but -- I wanted to at one point.” Jason reminded the fox of the Foundation, “Well, having it 
happen to you thanks to the Foundation, is that something you still want to do?” The fox shook 
his head, “No. Having actually experienced it for real... It’s horrifying.” Jason agreed, “Yeah, 
I’m with you on that, mate. I’m sure plenty of anthros who went to the Foundation wind up 
regretting it pretty quickly, but then they realize that it’s too late for them to back out of it.” 
Arcades said, “But we didn’t want to go to the Foundation. Yet people apparently do want to go 
to the Foundation. The world that we live in...” Jason replied, “Like you said, we all have our 
own personal issues that we need to deal with. You told us that we should be thankful that God 
gave us the time we need to do what we need to do to sort it all out.” 

Arcades smiled for the first time in a little while, “Thanks Jason. You’re right.” The wolf 
looked over to his left, and he could see that Jackie was already asleep. Arcades noticed that 


Jason was looking at something, so he looked over to view Jackie as well. The fox spoke, “We 


should probably go to sleep.” Jason agreed, ““We’re going to need some rest if we plan to finally 
put an end to the Foundation.” Arcades sat back in the bed, “Yeah. Hey, Jason. When this is all 
over. Let’s give it a rest. Shall we?” The wolf understood what the fox was referring to, “Sure. 
What happened with the Foundation was plenty for me. I’m about ready to give it up for a long 
while as well.” The fox elaborated, “I know that I lost some of them when we got taken by the 
Foundation. They’re probably still lying on the ground somewhere out in Africa. Should we get 
rid of the rest?” The wolf laid down next to the fox, “I'll let that be your choice to make. Kinda 
like what you told us, right?” The fox inhaled, “Yeah, I did say that, didn’t I?” The wolf looked 
up at the dimly lit ceiling, and he asked the fox another question, “Kurt, can you turn off that 
lamp?” Arcades looked to his left, and he remembered that the lamp was still on. The fox 
reached over and turned off the light in the room. The fox spoke to the wolf, “Christ did die so 
that we should be free. I can’t believe I’ve had this going on for so long.” Jason replied, “You 
should thank God that you did figure it out within your lifetime, right?” The fox began to close 
his eyes, “Yes. I will... Jesus came so that we should be set free.” Arcades and Jason both closed 


their eyes and prepared to go to sleep. 


Chapter 14 


Insider's Info 


“Sir, you might want to take a look at this,” a CDI analyst alerted the supervisor on duty. 
The supervisor approached the analyst, “What do you have?” The analyst displayed a map of a 
northern island part of Canadian territory, “I believe we may have just located the location of 
another Omega Foundation facility.” The supervisor looked at the map and read the lettering 
within the digital map of the territory, “Devon Island? Where is this exactly?” The analyst 
toggled a different view of the island, “It’s an uninhabited island north of mainland Canada, sir.” 
The supervisor questioned the source of the information, “Who said it’s there?” The analyst 
opened another window on his computer, “This information leaked out last night. It was dumped 
onto various image boards. It was just a fairly basic top-down map of the island marked with an 
Omega Foundation emblem on the eastern coast of the island.” The supervisor looked at the 
leaked map, “Looks like someone threw that together in Photoshop in less than a minute if you 
ask me.” The analyst turned to face the supervisor, “Sir, we might’ve found them. I propose that 
we fly a UAV over the location and see if we can find a base or not.” The supervisor 
contemplated, but he decided that the cost of losing UAV would not be too harsh if it did not 
return, “Alright. ll ask the nearest CDI base to launch one.” 

Several days later, a CDI base in northern Quebec rolled a gray Northrop Grunman RQ- 
180 out from an aircraft hangar. The aircraft, lacking a pilot onboard, would be piloted from 


within a site at the base. As a manned vehicle tugged the UAV to help it taxi on the runway, the 


pilot of the craft was preparing to fly the mission from within his workspace. The pilot, wearing 
a standard CDI working uniform, placed a headset over his head and got comfortable in the pilot 
seat. Within a couple minutes of waiting, the camera output from the aircraft enabled, and the 
pilot was able to see the asphalt as well as the vehicle tugging the RQ-180 to the main runway he 
would use. When the unmanned vehicle was successfully placed on the runway, the pilot waited 
at the drone’s controls for the control tower to give him permission to take off. 

While reviewing the flight plan he had on his desk, the pilot heard the voice of the air 
traffic controller over his headset, “Scythe 1-Actual. Confirm functionality of your aircraft.” The 
pilot flipped a couple switches in his ground cockpit in order to activate the aircraft’s controls. 
Once the controls were enabled, Scythe first checked the aircraft’s control surfaces by pulling the 
stick in multiple directions. Though the RQ-180 did not feature any vertical or horizontal 
stabilizers, the pilot still pushed in the rudder pedals in order to make sure that the control 
surfaces on the flying wing were able to properly respond to the input of the pilot. The RQ-180 
was completely unmarked, and it did not even feature the tan livery which the majority of CDI 
aircraft sported. The gray paint was designed to absorb incoming radar signals rather than reflect 
them, and the airframe was shaped so that radar waves would be deflected away from the 
transmitting aircraft in order to mask the aircraft from radar detection. 

Once the control surfaces of the RQ-180 were verified to be in working condition, the 
pilot toggled the aircraft’s engine, and he sat back in his seat as he waited for the stealth plane to 
complete its startup sequence. The aircraft was fitted with several cameras, and Scythe knew that 
his mission was to fly the craft over the targeted area while analysts watched and analyzed the 
feed from the camera. With the drone’s engine finally ready, the pilot replied to the control 


tower, “This is Scythe 1-Actual. Flight check is complete. Ready for launch. Over.” The control 


tower replied moments later, “Solid copy. Scythe 1-Actual, you are cleared for takeoff on 
Runway 1-2. Proceed with the mission. Over.” Scythe disabled the drone’s brakes on the landing 
gear, “Wilco.” The pilot held the throttle control in his left hand, and he slowly pushed it 
forwards until he saw that the craft was moving forwards. Scythe pushed the stick forwards more 
until the craft’s engine was outputting maximum thrust without the use of afterburners. 

The craft rolled down the runway while building up speed, and the pilot looked at his 
digital airspeed indicator to see that the plane now had plenty of speed to take off from the 
ground. The RQ-180 was a light aircraft, so it did not require too much thrust to be able to 
generate lift. Scythe pulled the stick towards himself, and the lightweight plane easily lifted itself 
from the ground and began gaining altitude. Since the pilot was flying the plane from the ground, 
he was not feeling any of the forces associated with actually piloting an aircraft from the cockpit. 
When the pilot looked back at his flight statistics, he noticed that the plane was moving fast and 
high enough that the takeoff flaps and landing gear need not stay deployed. With the push of a 
few buttons, the pilot retracted both the flaps and the landing gear, and the decreased drag 
allowed the RQ-180 to accelerate even faster in the air. Using a GPS system, the pilot aligned his 
course to match the course blotted in the flight plan, and he waited until the plane was at a high 
enough altitude before toggling the auto-pilot to control the aircraft while he would wait for it to 
arrive at Devon Island. With the unmanned aircraft now flying itself, the pilot sat back and took 
a sip from his drink. All he had to do now was wait and make sure that the RQ-180 was still 
maintaining its course. 

Zero inspected a couple blue-tier anthros holding XMP-1s in his office. The Site Director 
from Facility Two was standing next to the Overseer, “When do we plan on deploying them?” 


Zero replied to the human, “We’ve already deployed some of them.” Two did not know of the 


blue-tiered anthros ever being used in Omega ISG operations, “Really? When was that?” Zero 
stared into the gas masks the anthros wore as he replied, “A month and some change ago. I gave 
a couple of these to Facility Four, and they ended up using them in a staged terrorist attack on a 
CDI base in the UK. They were trying to kill the fox who leaked the information about the 
Foundation’s doings.” Two slowly nodded, “This all goes back to that one fox?” Zero turned 
around to face Two, “That’s right. He broke into Facility Eleven, then Facility Five, and he 
finally broke into Facility Twenty-Four before he was caught by one of the other ISG special 
forces units.” Two remembered One’s demise, but he knew that Arcades was not the one 
ultimately responsible for the death of One, “How did he escape from Facility One?” Zero did 
not reveal all of the details, “Some oversights.” Two did not entirely like the Overseer’s 
explanation, “Oversights? Is that how he came here all bloodied up?” Zero shrugged, 
“Something like that. It doesn’t really matter anymore. The Foundation doesn’t really need to 
keep running those facilities anyways.” Two was confused, “What?” Zero looked back over at 
the two blue-tiered anthros, “You see these two anthros?” Two looked at the anthros, but he was 
not sure what Zero was trying to tell him, “Yeah. What’s special about them?” Zero replied to 
the Site Director, “These two anthros were not born... naturally.” Two did not entirely 
understand what Zero told him, “Well, yeah, I wouldn’t call any of the anthro children born into 
the Foundation natural, either.” 

Zero could tell that Two did not understand him, “No, no, no. You’re missing the point. 
These two anthros, do you know which facility they came from?” Two studied the anthros, and 
he remembered something the Overseer told him mere moments ago, “Facility Four?” Zero 
shook his head, “Nope. All of the blue-tiered anthros were made here.” Two did not know of 


Facility Zero’s true operations, “I thought the XVP-1 was being built here and that’s supposed to 


be it.” Zero stepped away from the anthros and began to pace about the room, “While not every 
Omega facility holds anthros, this one does a lot more than construct Dreadnoughts.” Two used 
his eyes to track the Overseer as he continued to pace, “Do you ever wonder where the DNA 
which Foundation facilities collect from the anthros go? Or perhaps all of the facilities which 
collect DNA for that matter?” Two had a feeling Zero was alluding him to something, “Does it 
go here?” Zero paused in his walking cycle, and he nodded, “Yes. Precisely, that’s right. Do you 
know what we do with that DNA?” Two stood in silence, and he waited for Zero to continue for 
him. Two was not too fond of the game he felt Zero was playing with him. Zero spoke after a 
moment of silence, ““We have successfully been able to create anthros here. We no longer need to 
take anthros in from elsewhere. We can make them all here. We have successfully been able to 
synthetically create egg and sperm cells from multitudes of DNA you guys have provided. 
Before we could only modify the samples we received, but now we can make new ones 
synthetically.” Two shook his head, “How come I didn’t know about this?” Zero’s face morphed 
into a creepy grin, “You guys don’t need to know that.” Two was both confused and concerned 
by the Overseer’s response, “Who knows, then?” Zero continued looking at Two, “None of you 
do.” Two was still confused, ““Why did you tell me this now, then?” Zero’s grin became 
increasingly unsettling, “I’ve waited this long to see the reaction of an Omega higher-up. 
Somebody who has worked with the Foundation and has seen it all over the years. It’s amazing 
how clueless you guys really are.” 

Two looked over to the door he came in, and he could see that the two anthros were now 
standing in front of it holding their XMP-1s in a high ready position. The human’s face went 
from confusion to fright, “What are you doing?” Zero began to pace again, and he made sure to 


keep his distance from Two, “I’m not doing anything. What you need to know is that The 


Illuminati has decided that the Omega Foundation has fulfilled its purpose successfully.” Two 
looked at the door again, and the anthros now pointed their rifles at the human. Zero spoke again, 
“The NSS did more than you think they did. We had several ISG members sacrifice themselves 
in order to allow the Foundation to be revealed. Not to the general public, but to a specific 
corporation. The corporation which has managed to produce aircraft carriers, and amassed a 
gigantic private army. We’re talking about Castle Defense Industries. We wanted as many deaths 
as possible in order to deplete their numbers. We have many government officials on our side, 
but CDI’s nature was problematic for us. It worked out for us since the general public knows 
basically nothing, and we were able to take the lives of many CDI personnel. Private 
organizations shouldn’t have that kind of power.” 

Two shook his head in disbelief, “What? If you’ve been able to clone anthros, then why 
did you have the NSS capture a bunch of them?” Zero shrugged, “It’s simple, really. I want you 
to think about it this way: Why do anthros have the bad reputation they have?” Two replied with 
the most obvious answer, “They behave worse than animals. Their primal urges overwhelm 
them.” Zero smiled and nodded, “Excellent. Do you know why that’s important?” Two gave the 
answer he thought, “Because those urges can be harnessed by somebody wanting to use them? 
We do sell anthros to the financial elite of the world.” Zero knew that Two was only stating what 
he thought the Foundation was supposed to do in the first place. The Overseer shook his head, 
“No, I don’t think so. Anthros are some of the biggest sinners on this planet.” Two did not 
understand why the Overseer mentioned this specific detail, “What?” Zero grinned, “Sinners go 
to hell, and that’s exactly where we want them. The more blood we spill, the more power we 
have.” Two did not believe what he was hearing, “Are you telling me that the downfall of the 


Foundation was planned all along?” 


Zero chuckled, “Heh, it took you that long to figure it out? It was all staged by the 
Majestic 12 and Knights Templar in the first place! We have no use for you Site Directors 
anymore. Nobody will ever find this place. When the time is right, the Iluminati will be able to 
usher in the New World Order with these anthros. We also don’t need the ISG anymore. The 
Majestic 12 and Knights Templar are going to use these anthros not only as an army, but to 
please us as well. That’s all these bastards are good for anyway.” Two stood in shock, unable to 
comprehend the scheme,““What?” Zero looked over to the two anthros by the door and nodded to 
them, but he held up his hand for a second. The anthros flipped the safeties off their XMP-1s and 
aimed at Two, prepared to fire. Two heard the noise of the fire-selector switch, and he turned 
around to look at the two anthros. While the human was distracted, Zero removed a hidden 
dagger he had concealed, and he quickly snuck up and slit Two’s throat. Two’s eyes widened, 
and he grabbed his throat to try and stop the bleeding, but the cut was made way too deep. Two 
collapsed to the ground, choking on his blood, and Zero whispered in his ear with an ominous 
voice, “This is a sacrifice.” Two’s eyes widened upon hearing Zero, but he lost consciousness 
within the coming moments. Zero looked down at the spilled blood and chuckled, “Hah. The 
more blood we spill, the better.” 

The human walked over to his desk, and he looked at the body from where he was 
standing. When Zero arrived at his desk, he noticed that he received a notification on his 
computer from one of the Majestic 12 members. The human thought, “That’s weird. I didn’t 
think I’d get something during that.’ Zero opened the message, and his eyes widened upon 
reading the title, “Your base has been compromised.” The human was in denial, “No, that can’t 
be right.” The message contained an attached screenshot, and the Overseer clicked on the 


attachment to view the leaked image of Facility Zero marked on a map of Devon Island. Zero 


shook his head, but he quickly figured out how the information was leaked, “Somebody talked.” 
The human stood up, and he looked at the two anthros still standing in front of the door, their 
XMP-|Is held at low ready. He then looked back over to his computer, and he opened up a 
program he planned to use later. Zero did not hesitate before activating the program. He looked 
back up at the two anthros, and they immediately exited the door within seconds. 

Eleven stood next to a human ISG unit when both of them looked to their right to see a 
blue-tier anthro approaching. The anthro stopped, raised the XMP-1, and immediately fired upon 
the two humans who collapsed to the ground after receiving a few gunshot wounds to their 
bodies. Some ISG humans heard the gunfire, and they rushed over to the source of the 
disturbance only to find themselves quickly gunned down by the blue-tiered anthros. The anthros 
began to run down the halls while seeking out any human individuals who were not Zero. Three 
and Twenty-Nine exited one of the rooms, and they were immediately riddled with bullets upon 
exiting the room. After a few more Site Directors were sought out and killed, some of the human 
ISG members began to fire back at the anthros. Some anthros were killed by humans, but the 
anthros soon were able to overwhelm the humans due to their superior numbers. 

Alpha 1 heard shouting and gunfire, but he was not sure what the commotion was. Alpha 
2 was nearby, “I heard it too. Do you think CDI’s here already?” Alpha 1 shook his head, “It’s 
only been several days at best. Would they come that fast?” Alpha 2 shook his head, “Wait! 
Those shots sound like they were fired indoors. There’s no way they got in here without setting 
off an alarm.” Alpha | thought and spoke, “Do you think that’s an inside attack?” Alpha 2 
reached into his holster and pulled out a black Sig Sauer P320, “Let’s not take any chances. We 
need to get to the Dreadnought. It’s time we use it and get out of here!” Alpha 1 removed his 


handgun as well, and both humans prepared to exit the door. As soon as they did exit, an anthro 


spotted them and opened fire, killing both ISG members instantly. The anthro looked at the two 
deceased Alpha-Omega members as it stepped over them in order to proceed with its mission. 

“This is Scythe, we have a visual on buildings. Over,” the UAV pilot as he was able to 
spot Facility Zero on his screen. The pilot lowered his altitude and airspeed as he began cruising 
towards the complex. A CDI analyst watching the video feed replied to the pilot, “Affirmative, 
Scythe. Lower your altitude so we can have a clear view of the complex.” Scythe was not 
worried about automated AA defenses since the RQ-180 was designed in such a way to evade 
radar detection from automated air defense systems. The pilot pushed the stick forwards and 
watched his digital instruments report the aircraft’s altitude dropping. The lightweight aircraft 
lowered its airspeed as the pilot gave the engines less thrust, and he checked his instruments 
again to make sure that the plane was still maintaining the course marked on the flight plan. The 
pilot heard a different analyst speak to him, “Scythe, maintain your current altitude and speed. 
Over.” The pilot of the RQ-180 toggled a few options on his controls in order to program the 
autopilot to maintain its speed and altitude before replying, “Copy. Speed and altitude should be 
set. You should be able to see the complex now. Standby for clear video feed.” 

Arcades sat in Bocchino’s living room with Jason and Jim. The cat spoke to the fox, “Do 
you think we’ll ever see the likes of that female fox ever again?” Arcades shook his head, 
“Probably not again this time. She didn’t experience the Foundation the first time I encountered 
her. She wouldn’t want to go back to the Foundation after spending time there.” Jason asked 
Arcades a question, “Did you blokes drop her off there last time? With that one coyote you told 
me about?” The fox nodded as he looked at the wolf, “Yeah. I remembered his face and voice. 
That first encounter was about a year ago, actually. It is August after all, right?” Jim replied, 


“Fifth of August. Yup.” Jason took the current date into mind, and he tried to remember back 


when Arcades infiltrated Facility Five, “After about a month, we’ve only managed to take down 
two facilities.” The fox kept a rather neutral facial expression, “Can’t take ‘em all down, not the 
four of us I suppose.” 

The room fell silent, and Arcades turned to face the only human in the room, “Jim, what 
is Omega going to do now? As far as we know, they’ve only lost two facilities.” The human 
looked at the fox on the couch as he thought about potential outcomes, “Well, that all depends on 
if they still want you. If they’re looking for you, they’re probably gonna find you soon unless 
you change your name and hide someplace they wouldn’t look.” Arcades shook his head as he 
considered the possibility of having to change his name and relocate to a completely new place, 
“Would the same go for Jason? We both were taken to the Foundation.” The human looked over 
to the wolf, but his response was somewhat more prompt, “Ehh... Kurt was the one who did the 
most damage to the Foundation thanks to the evidence he published online.” Arcades said, 
“Speaking of evidence, do you think anything new came up since then? You do remember all of 
those anthros from Facility Five, right? CDI almost certainly has to have something. Either that, 
or somebody else found something and leaked it.” 

Jim looked over to Bocchino and then looked over to the room which the cat kept his 
computer in, “It might be worth a look.” Bocchino forced himself into the conversation, “Hey, 
don’t do that shit on my computer. I don’t want the fucking Foundation bustin’ down my door. 
This is my house after all, and you assholes ain’t even payin’ to stay here.” Arcades addressed 
Bocchino, “Bobby, calm down, please. I have my own computer with me. It’s the disposable 
laptop I have Tor on.” Bocchino stared at the fox before replying, “Well as long as you don’t 


disclose the location of my damn house, you can do whatever the fuck you want.” Arcades 


nodded, acknowledging Bocchino as he left the room to retrieve the laptop, “Yeah, I'll be 
careful.” The cat exhaled with a slight sense of agitation, “Do what you need to do...” 

After a moment of silence caused by the absence of Arcades, the fox returned carrying a 
gray laptop with the lettering ‘ASUS’ on the top lid. The fox sat down, and he turned the power 
on the laptop. Waiting for the laptop to start, Jason came over to the fox and took a seat directly 
to the fox’s left. The wolf asked, “How does this Tor work?” Arcades explained, “It’s a web 
browser based on Mozilla Firefox. It’s capable of opening links which would otherwise be 
unavailable on conventional web browsers. I’m running a version of Linux on this laptop which 
has some tools available to mask my location. I’m also connected to a VPN to further protect my 
identity on the net.” The wolf questioned the fox, “So basically, you’re trying to stay undetected 
online, mate?” The computer booted up and Arcades nodded, “Well, yeah. You could say that to 
some degree, but it’s not entirely perfect. Any protection is better than no protection; I mean, we 
are dealing with the Foundation after all. I don’t want to risk them finding out where we are. 
Especially after what we’ve been through. If we get caught again, we might not get as lucky as 
we did last time.” 

Jim held up his phone at chest-level and caught the anthros’ attention before Arcades 
could search anything, “Hey, I have an email from the Prince of Sealand.” Arcades’ ears perked 
up, “You do? What does he have to say?” Jim read the email and summarized the contents to the 
fox, “He’s saying that CDI has an aircraft carrier docked at the port Bobby and I left from when 
you and Jason were gone.” Arcades was surprised, “One of CDI’s aircraft carriers? Dang, what 
are they planning on doing with it?” Jim continued scrolling through the message, “He’s telling 
me that he spoke with a friend who works at the port, and he told him that they are planning to 


go to a place in Canada called... Devon Island...” Arcades was confused as to why the human 


paused before saying the location, “What’s so special about Devon Island?” Jim looked at the 
leaked map which the Prince included in the email, “Omega doesn’t have any known facilities in 
the Arctic. This may be the location of Facility Zero.” 

Bocchino raised an eyebrow, “Facility Zero? The fuck is that supposed to be? Sounds 
like a fucking generic bad-guy lair from a damn movie.” Jim explained, “One of the Alpha- 
Omega guys told me about the place at one point. It’s supposed to be a place where Omega 
keeps their most secret projects and developments.” Arcades remembered the XMP-1, “Wasn’t 
the XMP-1 supposed to be a secret project?” Jim shook his head, “No, not actually. Remember, 
this is Omega we are talking about. The XMP-1Is were assembled at a regular Omega Facility. If 
I remember correctly, it was a facility numbered in the twenties.” Bocchino looked at the human, 
“Not all Omega facilities have anthros?” Jim shook his head, “No. Facility Five had the bulk of 
them in the US at least. There are quite a few Omega facilities which focus on communications, 
logistics, and manufacturing. The Foundation needs to function one way or another.” Arcades 
digested the information, “Interesting... They’ve really got a whole operation going on, don't 
they?” Jim replied, “For sure. Omega wants to be self-sufficient so they don’t have to worry 
about relying on resources and assets from outside the Foundation. The XMP-1 was a step in that 
direction, even though the proto-plans for the weapon were discovered in Hong Kong: The 
Norinco QTS-11.” 

The fox remembered back to his mission in Hong Kong, “So, what did the Foundation 
use before they had the XMP-1?” Jim replied with what he knew, “Omega produced unlicensed 
copies of FN Herstal weapons before they made the XMP-1. The XMP-1 was designed to 
replace the bulk of their armament.” Bocchino was curious about the Stealth Hawk, “How about 


that fucked up looking Black Hawk? Did Omega make that as well?” Jim nodded, “They sure 


did. They have an entire facility dedicated solely on manufacturing those. They are basically 
unlicensed Sikorsky S-70 clones anyways.” Arcades spoke next, “My Pave Hawk is really just a 
heavily modified S-70 anyways. I had it use the avionics and equipment suitable for combat 
search and rescue operations, and I had an aftermarket refueling probe installed. After all, search 
and rescue operations are kinda what Fox Security did... Well, when it was still around, that is.” 
Jim had something to ask the fox, “Kurt, what are you exactly planning to do with that company, 
anyways?” Arcades shrugged, “Well, that’s kind of an issue. With the whole fiasco of going to 
the Congo and bringing all of us plus Jackie back here, we’re kinda low on money at this point. I 
no longer have the employees I had before, and I’ve gotta hurry up and do something at least. 
Since we are registered as an LLC, we are still legally allowed to have our select-fire weapons. I 
really don’t feel like getting thrown back in jail because I am in possession of ‘machine guns’ 
instead of my LLC.” 

Jason did not understand the laws the fox was referring to, but he did have something to 
input, “Bloody hell, back where I’m from, it’s a huge hassle to get anything that’s a gun at all.” 
The fox raised an eyebrow and displayed a small smirk on his face, “Yeah, I’m familiar with 
how that goes in Australia.” Jason decided to broaden his topic, “In fact, if Kurt had his bag of 
restraints in most states in Australia, then he’d be looking at hefty jail time over there. They’re 
considered prohibited weapons in Australia.” Arcades shrugged, “Guess I’m glad I’m not over 
there.” Bocchino was becoming slightly impatient, “You guys can fuck around with that faggot 
shit later. Just leave me the fuck outta it. Jim, what are we looking at here anyways? Is this that 
Facility Zero place you were talkin’ about?” The human realized that the cat returned his 
attention to the email he was sent. Jim turned his phone’s display back on before scrolling down 


to read the rest of the message. Within the email were leaked screenshots from the RQ-180’s 


flight showcasing the arctic complex as well as the original leaked images posted by Alpha- 
Omega. Jim took a deep breath, “In my honest opinion. It does look like the place. I think this 
may be it.” 

Arcades considered the situation, ““CDI is planning to bring one of their aircraft carriers 
there. Are they planning on assaulting the base?” Jim looked back at the email before replying, “TI 
mean, the Prince of Sealand seems to believe so. He took a few pictures of the deck. Do you 
know your planes, Kurt?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, I'll probably know them if you show them to 
me.” Jim enlarged one of the images of the deck before he turned the phone to face Arcades. The 
fox took a quick look at the carrier’s deck before identifying all of the tan-colored aircraft, 
“They’ve got Dassault Rafale Ms, Boeing F/A-18F Block III Super Hornets, Lockheed Martin F- 
35Cs, Sukhoi Su-33s, and NHIndustries NH-90s. Wow, they’re geared up for an all out war.” 
Jim showed the fox another picture, and Arcades mentally counted the aircraft on the flight deck 
as well as the cargo he could see being loaded on the ship, “Wow, they’ve got at least four of 
each craft type from what I can see. They might have even more inside of the ship. They’re also 
loading up on whatever they’re carrying in the ship.” Jason commented, and he was also looking 
at the images as well, “They bloody mean business, that’s one thing for sure. Those cunts ain’t 
going down without a fight.” 

Arcades pondered the outcome of such a battle, “Jim, do you think CDI would be able to 
take on that facility?” The human looked back at the picture of Facility Zero, but he did not have 
a decisive answer for the fox, “I really don’t know. I’ve heard rumors that Omega was 
developing some sort of superweapon, but I have no idea how far along that is. I don’t even 
know if they’ve built anything at all. One thing I do know is that this compound has a pretty 


massive hangar bay. No clue what’s in there. It could be completely empty for all I know.” The 


fox was considering taking a risk, “What if we went out there ourselves?” Jim was not sure if 
Arcades’ idea was the best, “Kurt, the last time we went on an adventure to an Omega facility, it 
didn’t really go that well. Are you sure about this?” The fox replied to the human, “CDI is a 
corporation. They’re going to use whatever they have in there for their own benefit. They don’t 
actually care about the anthros tormented by the Foundation. We do.” 

Bocchino shook his head, “Kurt, do you remember where that thinking got you last time? 
You were led off in chains and completely naked, mind you.” Arcades’ face showed visible 
embarrassment when the cat mentioned the fox’s capture, but Jason did not show any 
embarrassment despite the fact both anthros experienced the same treatment. Arcades took a 
deep breath to try and get his mind off of what happened in the Congo, “Look, we can get in 
there. We can use the Stealth Hawk.” Jim’s head recoiled upon hearing Arcades’ suggestion, 
“Kurt, are you sure that would be a good idea? We might attract more attention flying that thing 
than we would by flying a regular helicopter.” Arcades knew what the human was referring to, “I 
don’t care about some secret Sikorsky S-70 schematic. Anthros trapped in the Foundation are 
more important than people knowing what shape a Stealth Hawk is. Besides, the angular design 
combined with the radar-absorbing paint would allow us to get closer to that facility than other 
methods of entry. The Foundation will be able to see the carrier coming long before they can 
even reach the facility.” Jim brought up another objection, “Yeah? Well, how are we supposed to 
take on that entire facility? It’s larger than the facility from the Congo, and CDI found enough of 
a reason to bring in a damn aircraft carrier from Europe.” 

The fox made a mental map of the location of Devon Island in relation to the port nearest 
to Sealand, “If we were to leave soon enough, then we should be able to get there about the same 


time CDI does. They’ll provide a large enough distraction for the Omega security forces there, 


and we would be able to come in with the Stealth Hawk while they’re distracted. Once we get in, 
we can work on shutting down anything that’s... evil.” The fox paused upon remembering what 
he had seen in other Omega facilities he had visited. Jim remembered the money which the 
group collectively spent on their trip to the Congo, “Do you even have enough money for this 
trip?” Arcades looked to Jason before looking back at the human, “Well, I should have enough, 
but we’d have to definitely sell something expensive upon returning to the US. I don’t think 
Bobby would be too fond of us staying in his house for a while as we all work to afford to be 
able to move out.” Bocchino shook his head and displayed an annoyed look on his face, “No, I 
would not like that. You fags ain’t stayin’ here for long. That’s for damn sure. I would’ve 
already kicked you guys out if you were a bunch of niggers.” 

Arcades decided to ask Jim his question after disregarding Bocchino’s rude comments, 
“Jim. Would you be willing to fly the Stealth Hawk and take us there? We’ll make this the last 
thing we do with the Foundation. Something is telling me that this place in particular needs to 
fall. It feels as if it’s imputed on my heart that this facility must be shut down whatever the cost.” 
Jim contemplated the fox’s proposal, and he did look around the room several times while he 
thought. Jason placed his hand on the fox’s shoulder, “Kurt, I'll follow you anywhere, mate. 
You’re my brother. We’ve been through the entire Foundation together. Ill stay with you ‘till 
the end.” Bocchino wanted to make a sarcastic comment, but he remembered his last bout with 
Arcades at the motel. He especially did not want Jim to witness a similar event occur between 
him and the fox. The cat looked over to Arcades and Jason, “Kurt... Though I don’t like goin’ to 
all these damn places looking for anthros with you... I wouldn’t want to go into an operation 
with anybody else. We’ve started this mission. We’ve got to finish it if we’re really worth it. 


Count me in.” The fox was surprised by how Jason and Bocchino were willing to help with his 


mission given recent events. Arcades turned his vision back to face Jim, and he finally closed his 
laptop which the display had already disabled itself due to extended inactivity. Arcades reminded 
the human of the pending question, “So, we’ve already got a crew of three willing to come. The 
question is, are you going to fly for us?” Jim took a long inhale before he was finally ready to 
deliver his verdict to the crowd, “T’ll do it. It’s the right thing to do. The Foundation must be 
stopped no matter the cost. If this is truly Facility Zero, then we’ll be able to strike a major blow 
in the Foundation and set their efforts back.” Arcades smiled, glad his crew was willing to help 
him. The fox stood up from the couch still holding the laptop and said, “Well. Let’s not waste 
anymore time now. Shall we?” 

Two blue-tiered anthros carried the remains of the former human ISG as well as their 
own casualties. Zero stood in his office speaking with a member of the Majestic 12, “Yes, we 
may have prematurely killed the ISG, but somebody at this facility leaked the location online.” 
The MJ12 member replied, “Was the information able to be removed?” Zero knew that he could 
only do so much to prevent the spread of information, “I did what I could. I deleted everything 
related to our location that I was able to do.” The MJ12 member was unimpressed, “The Knights 
Templar and the Illuminati will hear about this, you know.” Zero sighed, “Yes, but I assure you 
that the situation is under control here. We are still mass-producing anthros, and we’ve made 
them as obedient as possible. We’ll send you a batch of special-bred foxes if it’Il make you guys 
happy.” The MJ12 member was still unimpressed by the offer, “The elites of the world have 
already spent plenty on their own personal slaves. Besides, you should be taking this slower and 
be more cautious. You don’t want the goyim to discover this whole operation, now do you?” 

Zero shook his head, “Of course not.” The MJ12 member mentioned Arcades, “That 


black and white fox I keep hearing about, the one who made it out of the Omega Foundation, 


how much does he know?” Zero was not entirely familiar with Arcades since he never saw him 
personally, “From what I heard from the Site Directors and the ISG, he knows a bit more than he 
should.” The MJ12 member pressed for information, “Does he know about the Foundation’s ties 
to the Knights Templar, Majestic 12, and the greater Illuminati?” Zero shrugged, “I really don’t 
know, but I hope he doesn’t know. He escaped from Facility One, but --” Zero was cut off by the 
MJ12 member, “You let a fox escape from Facility One? Now, we are monitoring a CDI aircraft 
carrier off the coast of the United Kingdom! We can’t confirm that they are sending it to your 
location, but your location has indeed leaked. If you are attacked by CDI, you must stop them by 
any means necessary!” The MJ12 member was sure to add extra emphasis in his demands. 

Zero acknowledged his superior, “Yes, I’m doing everything I can do to make that 
happen. I made sure to manufacture anthros specifically for the purpose of defending this facility 
just in case this were to get out of hand. We never expected a layman to find information on the 
Foundation. We wanted CDI to attack the NSS in the first place before slowly revealing more 
information about certain facilities for CDI to attack.” The MJ12 member quickly replied, “Your 
manufactured anthros are supposed to be used by the elites of the world for pleasure-related 
reasons. You know that already. Anthros shouldn’t have weapons.” Zero tried to diffuse the 
situation, “Yes, but I want to let you know that they are competent in what they do. They were 
successfully able to eliminate ISG Alpha-Omega.” The MJ12 member took a pause before 
replying, “Are they capable of piloting the Dreadnought?” Zero nodded, “Yes, I told the humans 
that we wouldn’t let the manufactured anthros pilot it so they wouldn’t get suspicious of the plan. 
They are more than capable of piloting the Dreadnought.” The MJ12 member reminded Zero of 
something important, “If you have to use the Dreadnought, make sure that you do not let any 


information about it fall into the hands of outsiders. We need to create at least five of them 


before we are able to deploy them to Israel. How many of them are currently ready for combat 
operations?” 

Zero reported the state of the XVP-1, “We only have one combat operational 
Dreadnought. We have started on a second one, but we don’t expect to finish it for another few 
months.” The MJ12 member directed the conversation towards a different topic, “Do you notice 
any difference in energy from sacrificing manufactured anthros compared to naturally born 
anthros?” Zero shook his head, “Not so far. From the ones that I was able to do, we’ve got the 
same energy from them.” The MJ12 member replied, “Good. Speaking of your manufactured 
anthros, the Illuminati has declared that all of the manufactured anthros are now property of the 
Majestic 12. Your Omega Internal Security Group no longer needs to exist.” Zero nodded and 
replied, “Understood. Would you at least like me to send a sample anthro? I can give you any 
race, gender, color scheme, -- whatever you want.” The MJ12 member said, “I would like one 
regular male red fox to try for myself. All of the anthros we have here are natural-born in the 
sense that they did not come from your manufacturing facility. However, I would like for you to 
wait for a while before sending that anthro. We do not know if CDI would be able to intercept it 
before it would reach our location. We do not need an MJ12 facility becoming compromised. 
That would be unacceptable.” 

Zero acknowledged the MJ12 member, “Of course. I'll continue to produce anthros here. 
With the Omega Foundation now complete in its purpose, is this facility now property of MJ12 
as well? Or is there another I!luminati branch which wants to claim it?” The MJ12 member 
replied, “The Knights Templar is currently looking at claiming it, but the manufactured anthros 
are property of MJ12 as of now. We technically have control of your facility.” After a brief 


moment of silence, the MJ12 member continued speaking, “Our efforts of infiltrating CDI have 


been unsuccessful so far. I recall hearing that some Omega ISG operatives had infiltrated the 
ranks. What is their status?” Zero reported the information, “They were accidentally killed when 
we sent a small group of manufactured anthros from this location to attack a CDI office in the 
United Kingdom. We sent them to kill that black and white fox.” The MJ12 member 
reprimanded Zero, “That deployment cost us our efforts to get into CDI. The Illuminati does not 
have control of that company, and they have already obtained aircraft carriers along with other 
resources. They are a potential threat to the I!luminati at large since they do not fall under any 
one government. Though we do control the governments they operate in, it would be way too 
hard to covertly dwindle their numbers without the public becoming aware.” 

Zero nodded quickly, “Yes, I am well-aware of that. I assure you that the XVP-1 is well- 
equipped to take on the carrier and any aircraft launched from it in the event that it reaches this 
location.” The MJ12 member considered Zero’s claim, but he still had to remind him of his 
priorities, “Manufacturing more anthros should be your top priority. We will be able to use them 
to further disrupt anthro-human relations. We could also potentially use some of them for more 
false-flag attacks across multiple countries in order to instigate a war between the humans and 
anthros. Once a war starts, we will be able to step in and control the surviving population after 
we use our biochemical weapon we’ve been working on. Remember the weapon we deployed in 
Wuhan, China in late 2019? We’re planning something bigger for Agenda 2030, but we won’t be 
able to commence the attack by the planned date if you lose those anthros.” Zero remembered 
the Dreadnought, but he did not decide to comment on Agenda 2030, “And the XVP-1? Should 
that be another priority as well?” The MJ12 member replied, “Continue working on the vehicle. 
We need at least five of them before we deploy them in Israel, but that is supposed to happen 


during the anthro-human war before the bioweapon gets deployed. How many anthros do you 


currently have manufactured?” Zero remembered the last number he knew, “About two-thousand 
adult anthros. We also have about a thousand anthro children under the age of ten that are still 
growing. We have plenty of red foxes as well. We can send some of them to the elites if they 
request them.” The MJ12 member declined the offer, “The elites already have plenty of anthro 
children at their disposal. Giving them more could potentially spell a leak. We should avoid the 
spread of information at all costs. Pizzagate was a close call when that went viral.” 

Zero remembered that the MJ12 member told him practically the same information 
earlier, “Yes, I will do everything in my power to prevent more leaks from happening.” The 
MJ12 member had one more thing to say to the former Overseer of the Omega Foundation, “And 
stop looking for that black and white fox. It’s not worth the hassle just for him. You can already 
manufacture foxes anyways, and we do not even need the Omega Foundation anymore. We have 
enough genetic material processed from the anthros, and the elites are happy with their purchases 
from the Foundation. We have enough funding now from them and our many banks to pursue 
our plans on a larger scale.” Zero acknowledged the information he had just received, “Yes. I 
will keep all of that in mind.” The MJ12 member decided it was time to disconnect from the call, 
“Good. We will be sure to contact you with any further developments.” The second human 
disconnected from the call, and Zero closed the program he used to talk to the MJ12 member. He 
looked over to the pile of bodies in his room and shook his head as he spoke to the MJ12 anthros 
collecting the bodies, “They’re too disfigured for a ritual. Just get rid of them.” The anthros 
proceeded to work on their newly assigned tasks in an almost robotic manner. They were not 
even considered living beings by the Illuminati. 

Arcades sat inside of the Stealth Hawk as it flew over the continental United States. The 


fox was holding his trusty Salient GRY despite Bocchino’s requests to use the fox’s signature 


rifle. Jason was holding the fox’s Heckler & Koch 433, a weapon he was familiar with. Bocchino 
was using the Beretta ARX-160, a weapon he had a personal affinity with because of his Italian 
heritage. Jim would not be on the ground during the battle, but he was still carrying the Ruger 
Redhawk Arcades received when he was involved during the raid on Facility Five. Jim still had 
fresh memories of that particular helicopter ride taking place within the same helicopter he was 
currently piloting when the fox first made real contact with Jim. Arcades was wearing his 
Rhodesian Brushstroke uniform, but it was not the one he wore in the Congo. The fox was 
instead wearing a Crye Precision G3 style uniform, though the uniform itself was not produced 
by the company itself. Instead, the uniform was produced by a tailor who made the uniform 
custom to fit the fox’s irregular body type. 

Jason was wearing a UF PRO Striker X Combat Pants in the Multicam pattern along with 
a matching-color Platatac Cool Under Tactical Shirt V2. Bocchino was wearing Patagonia L9 
Combat Pants with a UF PRO Striker XT G2 Combat Shirt, both in the Multicam pattern. While 
Arcades wore the same OD Green MOLLE H-Harness he brought with him to the Congo, Jason 
and Bocchino were wearing plate carriers. The wolf wore Arcades’ Multicam Crye Precision 
JPC 2.0 while Bocchino wore a Multicam Crye Precision AVS. Both the wolf and the cat wore 
HSGI battle belts in Multicam, and they wondered why the fox chose to wear his unique 
camouflage pattern. As always, Arcades brought along a boonie hat with him, this one matching 
his Rhodesian Brushstroke camouflage pattern. Though he wore mostly green equipment, he still 
wore khaki Oakley SI Assault Gloves and Crye Precision G4 kneepads. Jason wore a similar 
boonie to Arcades, despite his previous need for a helmet, but his hat was in Multicam rather 
than Rhodesian Brushstroke. The cat on the other hand wore a Team Wendy EXFIL helmet with 


a Multicam helmet cover, and he wondered why he was the only anthro out of the three who 


decided to opt for head protection. After all, he figured that the group had the potential to get into 
a nasty firefight. 

The cat questioned the fox about his choices of equipment, “Kurt, why no plate carrier or 
helmet?” The fox replied with his answer, “I don’t need them. I’ve got the Lord with me. If He 
wants me to live to see another day, then He’ll make it happen.” Bocchino replied sarcastically, 
“T’m not sure if I’m going to call that bravery or stupidity. I’m more or less leaning towards the 
latter.” Jason did not have any comment to make towards the fox. As always, Arcades remained 
the only one to not wear shoes out of the group. The fox looked out of the helicopter’s window, 
and he could see that the sun was at such an angle that he was squinting to protect his eyes from 
the light. Arcades removed his Oakley M2 frames and pushed them in front of his eyes to block 
out some of the sun. The fox turned to Jason, who was sitting and holding his weapon. Arcades 
spoke to the wolf, “How are you feeling, Jason?” The wolf replied, “I guess we don’t have 
anything to really worry about for the next couple of days. It’s gonna take us that long to get over 
to Devon Island anyways.” 

Arcades agreed with the wolf, “Does your kit feel comfortable? We’ve been wearing it 
for a couple hours. Mine still feels fine. Gotta make sure we fix any issues before we get going. 
I'd hate to be out there and run into a problem.” The wolf said, “Your vest seems to fit me fine 
after a little adjustment.” The fox nodded, “Yeah, I had it adjusted to fit somebody a couple 
inches taller than you.” Jason did not have anything else to say to Arcades. The fox then began to 
unbuckle his chest rig, “I think a few hours is good enough for now. Let’s not use all of our 
strength for weight bearing on the way there.” Arcades dropped his equipment in the cabin of the 
Stealth Hawk, and Jason began to take off his plate carrier as well. After the fox helped Jason 


remove his JPC 2.0, he sat it aside in a different pile from his own equipment. Bocchino watched 


as the fox and wolf both removed their gloves and deposited them into the piles. As the cat rode 
in the Stealth Hawk, he was surprised by how quiet the helicopter was compared to the Pave 
Hawk Arcades had. Arcades sat next to the wolf, and they began a casual conversation which 
Bocchino did not really feel like joining. After a few moments of talk, Bocchino watched as the 
fox removed a Bible from his equipment and began to read from it to Jason. The cat only 
watched, and he did not listen to what the discussion was about despite remembering the last 
time he saw the fox read from the Bible. 

As the CDI carrier was saling closer and closer to Devon Island, the crew was prepping 
their aircraft by moving them into position on the deck. CDI was planning on launching sixteen 
jet aircraft during the assault. The Su-33s and Rafale Ms would launch first and be tasked with 
launching an airstrike on the facility. The F/A-18F Block IIs would launch after the first two 
squadrons with the F-35Cs in order to establish air superiority as well as support the airstrike 
effort. After the airspace has been deemed safe enough to proceed with the next phase of the 
mission, four NH90s would take off and launch the heliborne assault on the compound. Given 
the terrain of Devon Island, it would be too hard to launch an assault on the base from the water. 
Ground vehicles also would not be able to drive to the facility either, so CDI would rely on more 
aircraft to compensate for the lack of ground vehicles. 

One of the Su-33 Flanker-Ds ascended up the ramp of the carrier, but there was no pilot 
seated in the aircraft. CDI would still have to wait one more day until they would be able to 
proceed with the attack. Four Rafale Ms were already on the deck of the carrier, and two of them 
were already positioned so that they would be able to quickly deploy utilizing the carrier’s 
catapult assisted launching system. The Flanker-Ds would be moved closer to the stern of the 


ship in order for them to move into position and use the catapult after the Rafale Ms successfully 


took flight. The NH90s would wait until at least the Rafale Ms and Flanker-Ds launch before 
launching the helicopters. Once the helicopters would become airborne, then the F-35Cs and 
Super Hornet Block IIIs would launch and enter the combat space around the same time that the 
first wave finishes their airstrike on the compound. Though CDI did not know if Facility Zero 
possessed any aircraft they planned on launching to defend the complex, they would still have 
the Super Hornets and Lightning IIs patrol the airspace. The Super Hornets and Lightning Hs 
would be equipped with a couple air-to-air missiles as well as air-to-ground missiles, but the 
remaining aircraft would be only equipped with air-to-ground armaments. 

Arcades looked out of the Stealth Hawk’s window, and he could see the water as they 
traveled past mainland Canada. Jim spoke to the fox, “We’ll probably get pretty close by 
sundown. When we get close enough, we should stop, get some fuel, get some food, and then get 
some rest.” The fox did not know where CDI was, “Do you think CDI would’ve already started 
their attack by that time?” The human did not know the answer, “There’s no telling. I don’t even 
know if they’ve launched their carrier yet. We may be there before they get there, or we might be 
already too late. Either way, it was a risk you were willing to take.” Arcades nodded, “Yes, I am 
willing to take this risk. If there is one facility we must take down, it’s this one. Right?” Jim did 
know that Facility Zero was significantly important to the Foundation, “This one sure does mean 
a lot to them.” The fox continued, “Yeah. Though we may not be able to rescue the rest of the 
anthros, at least we’ll be able to do something about this place.” 

Jim was not entirely sure Arcades knew what he was getting himself into, “Kurt, I don’t 
know a lot about this facility, but I do know that it’s bound to be the most secured out of the rest. 
Omega probably has something in there they don’t want us to see.” Arcades replied, “The entire 


Foundation has stuff they don’t want us to see.” Jim said, “Yeah, but this one probably has 


something more. Whatever they have, I know that it’s something they didn’t even want most of 
their own people to know about. Hell, I didn’t even know exactly where this place was in the 
first place. They just called it the ‘Arctic Facility’.” Arcades knew that he was taking many 
chances, “I don’t have too much to lose. I'll take my chances.” Jim turned back to look at his 
instruments, “Your funeral, Kurt. If you get trapped down there, there won’t be anything I can do 
to come and help you. That goes for you guys as well. You’ve got only yourselves down there. 
It’s an uninhabited island. If the Foundation takes you guys away, then you won’t be getting out 
of this one.” 

Bocchino spoke next, “Well, Kurt has managed to get himself out of some pretty fuckin’ 
deep shit lately, right? We didn’t come back for him when we left him in the Congo. Did we?” 
Jim paused before shaking his head, “No, we didn’t. I’m just saying that you'll be on your own 
again. There is nobody to get help from on an uninhabited island.” Jason spoke to the pilot next, 
“Jim, if you were there to see what happened to me and Kurt after you guys left, then you should 
know that we know what we’re getting into.” Jim replied to the wolf, “Well, yeah. I worked for 
the Foundation.” Arcades spoke before an argument could start, “Right now, we need to focus on 
getting there. We’ll worry about all of this later. We’re going to need all that we’ve got to take 
down this facility even if we happen to arrive there when CDI does. Regardless of if they’re 
there or not, we’re still commencing this mission. Lord knows if we’ll make it out or not. We 
should really trust Him, especially for this.” Jason was onboard with Arcades’ ideology, “You’re 
right, Kurt.” Bocchino was still not entirely in agreement with the fox, “Whatever makes you 
feel better, Kurt.” Jim did not have anything he wanted to add, and he did not state any opinion 


to any of the anthros. 


“Pilots to flight deck,” CDI announced to the carrier crew. The pilots, already wearing 
their flight suits, grabbed the gear they needed before making their way to the carrier’s flight 
deck. As the pilots reached the deck, they immediately proceeded to their respective aircraft. All 
of the craft had their cockpits open, and they even had ladders set up for the pilots to quickly 
enter their craft. The Rafale M pilots entered their planes first, and they started to buckle their 
seatbelts and don their pilot helmets. The summer sun in northern Canada was not too bright due 
to the fact the crew was in the Arctic, but they still flipped down their visors anyways. Once the 
pilots were properly seated and inspected by the flight deck crew members, they withdrew the 
cockpit ladders and lowered the canopies. The pilots and crew members ran a pre-flight check on 
each aircraft to ensure that they should not experience any mechanical related failures after 
launching. The pilots checked the control surfaces of the aircraft while the crew removed all of 
the flags on the aircraft which were marked for removal before flight. CDI wanted to deploy all 
of the aircraft as soon as possible, for they were now in visual range of Devon Island. 

Coming onto the flight deck now were the operatives who would deploy via the NH90s 
parked on the flight deck. Most of the CDI operatives were carrying AK-15s, but some of them 
carried AK-12s and RPK-16s. A few of them even carried SA80s, Remington ACRs, and Sig 
Sauer MCXs. Each NH90 would carry sixteen operatives, and the sortie planned on deploying 
sixty-four operatives on the ground to assault the facility once the area had been sanitized by the 
airstrike. The operatives already were wearing their combat gear: plate carriers, combat helmets, 
and rifles were all at the ready. They moved past some of the pilots sitting in their aircraft 
waiting to take off. Like the jet-powered aircraft on the carrier, the NH90s were also painted the 
same tan color scheme which CDI shared with most of their other vehicles. With the side doors 


of the NH90s already open, the operatives each walked with their platoon to enter their 


respective helicopters. Each platoon would stick together once deployed at Facility Zero, and 
they planned to meet up in the center of the facility once each corner of the base was successfully 
captured. In the event capturing the facility proved unsuccessful through all means, CDI planned 
on launching an ICBM from a site in Poland. Though the ballistic missile did not have nuclear 
warheads, it would still be able to level the base. However, CDI was not planning on using the 
missile unless the attack was an absolute failure. The objective was to capture the base and not to 
destroy it. 

With many of the pilots already finished with their pre-flight checks, they were only 
waiting for the operatives to get settled into their helicopters before the assault would commence. 
Some of the pilots reviewed the mission objectives as they sat in their seats, but other pilots 
watched the operatives enter the NH90s. After a quarter of an hour, the operatives were all 
loaded into the helicopters, and they were ready for the operation. About half an hour after the 
operatives entered their helicopters, the Rafale M pilots finally heard an update over the radio, 
“All personnel are now ready for operations. Catapult launches will occur in approximately ten 
minutes.” The pilots looked around the carrier they would be taking off from, and they could see 
several crew members scurry back and forth making sure the catapult launch would not 
encounter any difficulties. They would launch the first two planes before moving the next two up 
to launch them. All planes were on the deck, and the pilots of each plane manned their respective 
aircraft. The F-35Cs were not equipped with STOVL capabilities like their B variant was, so 
they would have to use the catapult like the Rafale Ms and Su-33s ahead of them were. The 
pilots did not have much to do in their aircraft to pass the time, so they only waited until they 


heard another update. 


“Kurt, there it is! It’s the carrier!” Jim spoke loudly to get the fox’s attention. Arcades 
stood up from where he was sitting, and he looked out of the window to see the carrier with the 
aircraft waiting on the flight deck. Arcades commented on the positioning of the squadrons, 
“They’re getting ready to launch. They have two Rafale Ms mounted on the catapult with two 
more of them behind the first wave from what I can see.” Jason was curious, so he moved next to 
the fox to see the carrier as well. The wolf commented on the size of the carrier, “Crikey, I’ve 
never seen a ship like that in person before.” Jim flew through a few clouds, so the anthros were 
not able to see the carrier for a few moments. When the Stealth Hawk emerged from the clouds, 
Jim could visually spot Facility Zero, “Kurt, I can see the compound. We’ll probably make it 
there right when CDI begins an air assault. Even though we’re in a stealth helicopter, they’Il 
easily be able to visually spot us. We can still be shot down by direct fire or by a Sidewinder.” 
Arcades said, “Don’t worry about us; we’ll be alright. Once we’re on the ground, do whatever 
you can to not get shot down.” The human replied, “I’Il have to gain a lot of altitude in order to 
do that. When I put you guys on the ground, we’ll be easily seen by whoever is the closest.” 
Arcades nodded, Alright, do whatever it is you need. I want us all to get out alive.” 

The pilot of the Rafale M was given the clearance for takeoff, so he pushed the throttle 
stick forwards and the aircraft was rapidly launched by the catapult. The aircraft flew off the bow 
of the carrier, and the pilot pulled the stick towards himself in order to keep the plane airborne. 
The plane began to gain altitude, and the pilot retracted both the landing gear as well as the 
takeoff flaps. The second Rafale M launched less than a minute later, and both aircraft were now 
airborne. The squadron of Rafale Ms would remain in a holding pattern until the Su-33s 
successfully launched. The remaining two Rafale Ms moved up to the catapult after it was reset, 


and the crew members attached the aircraft to the catapult and raised the thrust blocking panels. 


Within a few minutes, both planes were ready to launch. The pilots were given clearance to 
launch their operations, and they launched in a similar pattern to the first two Rafale Ms. With all 
four Rafale Ms in the sky, they regrouped as they flew around waiting for the Su-33s to launch 
next. The catapults were reset, and the first two Flanker-Ds were moved to the launch position to 
be set up. 

Arcades watched as the first two Flanker-Ds took flight, “There goes two Flankers. I still 
see two more of them out on the deck, so they’re probably going to launch them next.” Jason 
commented on the launch, “They got those jets out pretty quickly, didn’t they?” Arcades nodded, 
“Yeah, that catapult’s putting in some work.” The fox then turned towards Jim, “How long do 
you think it’Il be until we reach the facility?” Jim replied, “Fifteen minutes and we’ll be touching 
down.” The fox turned towards Jason, “We should get kitted up. Come on.” Bocchino heard 
what the fox said as well, so he got out of his seat right next to Jim, and he grabbed some of his 
gear from the pile. Bocchino started by putting on his battle belt, and he then threw his Crye 
AVS over his torso before he put his Team Wendy helmet on. Bocchino had a pair of khaki 
Revision Locust goggles strapped to his helmet, but he did not plan on using them quite yet. 

Arcades was the second anthro to don all of his gear. Since he did not have any Velcro to 
fiddle around with, all he had to do was lock two belt clips. One clip held his battle belt together, 
and the other clip kept the H-Harness from falling off of his shoulders. The fox threw his OD 
Green one-point sling over himself before attaching his Salient GRY to the sling point. He then 
put on his Rhodesian Brushstroke boonie hat, Oakley gloves, and finally Oakley M2 glasses. The 
fox looked over to Jason, and he saw that the wolf was finishing up as well by putting his own 
hat on. Arcades nodded to the wolf once Jason looked up at him, and Arcades also looked over to 


Bocchino. The cat spoke to the fox, “I’m ready when you guys are.” Arcades wanted his party to 


confirm that everyone was indeed prepared for the mission, “Everybody ready?” Jason spoke 
first, “You got it, mate.” Bocchino silently nodded since he already told the crew that he was 
ready. Jim spoke as he began to lower the Stealth Hawk’s altitude, closing in on Facility Zero, 
“Ready as I'll ever be.” Arcades looked back out the window, and he saw that the second pair of 
Su-33s were taking off, “They just launched the other two Flankers. If CDI launches an airstrike 
on the facility, then we'll be able to use that as a distraction so we’ll be able to get in undetected. 
Jim spoke, “I hope that happens. Otherwise they’Il shoot down this helicopter. This may be a 
stealth helicopter, but it still makes noise. It’s not invisible, either.” Arcades watched as the 
NH90s on the flight deck began to take off, but they still held a formation in a position around 
the carrier. The fox spoke, “I think we’ll be fine.” 

The hangar bay doors of Facility Zero opened up, and the only working VXP-1 began to 
slowly emerge from its bay. The Dreadnought had never seen action before, so its performance 
against CDI would be its first true test. Zero hoped that all of the money spent on research and 
development would not go to waste, and he also hoped that the vehicle would not be heavily 
damaged by the airstrike. Since the vehicle was outfitted with plenty of countermeasures, armor, 
and weapons, Zero was not too worried about completely losing the vehicle, but he was mainly 
concerned due to the fact that CDI would probably obtain pictures of the XVP-1 at the very least 
and spread them. He knew that the MJ12 anthros piloting the Dreadnought would have to work 
quickly in order to eliminate all of the CDI personnel before they would be able to identify what 
the XVP-1 was even supposed to be. 

As the Dreadnought completely emerged from the hangar, it proceeded to slowly make 
its way past Facility Zero. The vehicle needed as much space as it could have in order to use all 


of its weapon systems without the risk of damaging the facility. The Rafale Ms and Su-33s flew 


in formation as they began to get within visual contact of Facility Zero. The Dreadnought used 
its heavy-duty treads to travel over the rocky terrain of Devon Island, and it began to open up 
some of the hidden compartments to reveal a multitude of concealed weapon systems. The 
weapons atop each vehicle segment did not need to reveal themselves since they were always 
visible from the top of the vehicle. The XVP-1 targeted the Rafale Ms and prepared to use its 
armament. The Dreadnought was ordered to not engage the targets until they were close enough 
to Facility Zero to cause damage. The anthro pilots all sat and waited as they watched eight jet 
fighters loaded with missiles approaching their location. 

“Look at that thing!” Arcades exclaimed upon laying his eyes upon the XVP-1. Jim 
spoke next, “That must be Omega’s weapon. Jason and Bocchino watched the idling vehicle as 
well, and they did not even know what most of the equipment mounted on the vehicle was 
supposed to do. Arcades already identified some of the equipment, “They’ve got a laser weapon 
on that thing! Look at that large telescope-looking device. That’s based on the US Navy’s laser 
weapon system!” Jason asked the fox a question as he looked at the device, “What does it look 
like when it’s firing?” Arcades explained the laser, “You won’t be able to see the beam. It’ll fry 
whatever you aim it at though. Those planes better look out because they’re in range of the 
laser.” Jim continued his descent, “That means we’re in range too. I hope they don’t target us.” 
Arcades did not have anything to say to Jim, but he did watch the Rafale Ms and Su-33s fly 
towards Facility Zero. He turned back to the aircraft carrier, and he could see the first two Block 
III Super Hornets launch from the catapult. Though the fox did not see the XVP-1 use any of its 


weapon systems yet, he knew that he was in for a massive attack. 


Chapter 15 


The Dreadnought 


“All aircraft, you are cleared to engage the enemy vehicle,” the CDI mission controller 
spoke from the carrier. The flight of Rafale Ms split off from the Su-33s, and their avionics 
immediately began alerting the pilots of the Dreadnought’s radar equipment locking on to their 
craft. The Rafale Ms broke off to the left while the Su-33s flew towards the right after banking a 
turn. The XVP-1’s LaWS turned upwards and started targeting one of the Flanker-Ds. As the Su- 
33 leveled out and presented its fuselage to the Dreadnought, the MJ12 anthros inside fired the 
laser. The laser, operating in a wavelength outside of human sight, instantaneously reached its 
target and burned a hole through the fuselage. The fuel in the aircraft ignited, and one of the 
engines caught fire as the laser burned through the frame of the aircraft. The pilot immediately 
felt the effects of the damaged aircraft, “This is Pole 2, I’ve been hit!” The Flanker-D lost 
altitude from the loss of an engine, but the plane also spiraled out of control due to uneven thrust 
distribution. The pilot disabled the other engine and tried to maintain control of the aircraft. He 
knew that he would not be able to land on the carrier due to how far away it was, so he would 
have to try and make an emergency landing on Devon Island. 

The other Flanker-Ds scattered as they looked in the air for signs of an enemy attack. One 
of the other pilots said, “This is Pole 3, where did the attack come from? Over.” The early 
warning and control operator on the carrier looked at the radar, “The radar is completely clear. 


What happened? Over.” Pole 2 replied as he looked in his mirror to see smoke coming out from 


one of the engines, “This is Pole 2, I didn’t feel anything until my engine gave out. My plane just 
combusted. Over.” As the pilot leveled the plane out, the Dreadnought fired its laser again, and 
the laser quickly burned straight through the aircraft’s port-side wing. The wing flew off the 
plane, and the plane spiraled out of control again. Pole 4 witnessed the aircraft breaking apart, 
“Pole 2 has lost a wing. Over.” The leader of the Flanker-D squadron spoke, “Pole 4, this is Pole 
1. What took out the wing? Over.” Pole 4 replied to his squadron leader, “Pole 1, this is Pole 4. 
The wing burned up before detaching. It was nowhere near the damaged engine. I think that 
they’re using directed energy weapons against us. Over.” Pole 1 tried to speak with the pilot of 
the crippled aircraft, “Pole 2, this is Pole 1. Are you able to make an emergency landing west of 
the facility? Over.” 

Pole 2 prepared to respond as he fought against the consequences of losing a wing, but he 
was taken out by a surface-to-air missile fired by the Dreadnought before he could do anything 
else. The Su-33 exploded in mid-air, and the pilot was lost along with the aircraft. The EW&C 
operator reported the loss of the craft to the other pilots who might not have been able to see the 
missile, “Pole 2 has been lost from radar after being hit by a SAM.” While the Dreadnought 
engaged the remaining Flanker-Ds, the Rafale Ms managed to move in on the vehicle. Two out 
of the four Rafale Ms fired air-to-ground missiles at the XVP-1, but a sudden barrage of gunfire 
from the CIWS turret destroyed the missiles before they could hit the vehicle. The squadron 
pulled up and gained altitude to evade the CIWS from hitting their aircraft as well. The leader of 
the Rafale M flight commented on the Dreadnought’s CIWS, “They’ve got a missile defense 
system. It just shot down our AGMs in flight. Over.” The EW&C operator replied to the Rafale 
M pilot, “Affirmative. All aircraft be advised that the vehicle is also equipped with laser 


weaponry.” 


Arcades opened the door of the Stealth Hawk, and he watched as the remains of the Su- 
33 collided into the ground before erupting into an explosion. Jim planned on landing behind the 
facility so that the crew would not be immediately detected by the Dreadnought on their way in 
the facility. The human spoke as the three anthros prepared themselves for the mission, “You 
guys can jump as soon as I get low enough. Be careful down there, and good luck!” Arcades 
watched as the helicopter approached the ground and lowered its airspeed, and he also looked to 
the sky again to see the CDI Rafale Ms fly overhead. A missile was chasing one of the jets, and 
the fox could also see tracer rounds fly through the air towards the attacking aircraft. The Stealth 
Hawk finally leveled out and came close enough to the ground for the fox’s mission to begin. 
Arcades announced to his crew, “Let’s go!” before he leaped from the aircraft. Jason and 
Bocchino both jumped at the same time as well, and all three anthros landed on the ground 
simultaneously. As soon as the anthros made contact with the ground, Jim gave the crew a sharp 
salute before he pressed the button to remotely close the Stealth Hawk’s doors. Arcades turned 
towards the pilot, gave a smile and a salute in response, and he looked back to the crew to 
proceed with the mission. Jim withdrew the helicopter from the landing zone after seeing the fox 
return the salute, and he flew over the island’s ridge in order to avoid detection from the CDI 
aircraft as well as the Dreadnought itself. 

Jason commented on the unique terrain, “Bloody hell, this place looks like Mars!” 
Arcades provided the wolf with some trivia, “The Mars rover was tested here. Some people 
believe they used this island to fabricate evidence of the Mars landing. I’ll let you decide who 
you want to believe.” Bocchino did not want to hear Arcades’ trivia, “Cut the shit. We’ve got 
business to do.” The fox chuckled, “Heh, you’re ready to get going, right Bobby?” The cat did 


not return any comment to the fox, but the group was still proceeding to Facility Zero. While 


they moved up, they stayed together while making sure they had a few meters of space between 
themselves so that one attack would not incapacitate all of them at the same time. Approaching 
the eastern wall of the complex, the anthros could hear the sound of the CDI aircraft trying to 
attack the Dreadnought. Though they could not see the Dreadnought itself as it defended against 
the fighters, they could definitely hear the sound of its guns and missiles that it fired. 

“Pole 3, air-to-ground away,” one of the Su-33 pilots said as he deployed an AGM 
missile. The missile actually made it past the air defense system of the XVP-1, and it struck the 
side of the vehicle. The reactive armor plating on the Dreadnought detonated as the missile hit 
the vehicle, and the result was that the titanium alloy armor plating underneath the reactive armor 
was not damaged by the missile. The Flanker-D pilot still reported the missile as a successful hit 
as he passed the vehicle. The EW&C operator issued an update to the pilots, “Pole 3 has struck 
the target. There are gaps in the vehicle’s AA defense systems. Continue with the attack.” One of 
the Rafale M pilots flew by the damaged area, and he could see that the Dreadnought had not 
received significant hull damage from the missile, “This is Vent 1, the vehicle seems to be 
unharmed. It has reactive armor plating. Over.” The EW&C operator was amazed that eight jets 
had so much trouble disabling one ground vehicle, “All aircraft continue with the attack. We 
must sanitize the area of operations before ground forces can deploy.” 

Arcades finally arrived at one of the doors on the eastern side of the building. Bocchino 
and Jason made it as well, and the fox knew that he did not have his Omega keycard since it was 
confiscated by the police after he escaped Facility One in South Dakota. The fox commented, 
“Alright, I was expecting this. Don’t worry, this is the same type of card reader that I’ve 
encountered before. I can open the top cover and bridge a contact to open it.” Before the fox 


could act, Bocchino reached into his pocket and removed the Level 5 keycard which he 


recovered from the Congo. Arcades spoke as he noticed the keycard, “Bobby, where did you get 
that?” The cat moved over to the card reader and replied, “I got this one when your ass got 
hauled away in Africa.” Bocchino scanned the keycard, but the card reader returned a beep 
which the fox did not hear before. The door did not open. Bocchino looked over to the fox, and 
Arcades replied, “That door must not be compatible with your keycard. Don’t worry, I’ve got a 
work-around.” Jason watched as Arcades opened one of his pockets to reveal his multi-tool, and 
he also saw as the cat pocketed the keycard rather than simply discarding it on the ground. The 
fox inserted the knife-end of the multi-tool right underneath the polymer cover protecting the 
inner workings of the keycard reader, and he began to work on prying the cover off. Bocchino 
asked the fox a question after he closed the Velcro pouch he deposited the keycard in, ““When did 
you do that before, Kurt?” Arcades spoke when the cover popped off, “I did this when I first 
broke into the Foundation. They have these same keycard readers, and they’re able to be opened 
by bridging contact points.” Arcades looked into the wiring of the keycard reader, and he saw the 
contact point he bridged before to open the door. The fox placed his knife-end into the contact 
and successfully bridged the circuit. The reader outputted an affirmative beep, and the door 
quickly slid open. Bocchino watched as he now was able to see inside Facility Zero, “Fuck 
me...” Arcades stood aside, and he allowed his crew to enter the building. When Jason and 
Bocchino entered the facility after clearing the room, Arcades entered as well. Bocchino asked 
the fox another question, “Kurt, are you gonna have to do that every single time we need to open 
a door?” The fox shook his head, “If we find something which uses the correct RFID signals, 
then we won’t need to. I brought along something that’ll help us out.” Bocchino did not know 
what device Arcades had with him, but he decided that he should wait until the fox was ready to 


reveal it. After all, CDI could only keep the Foundation occupied for so long. 


The Dreadnought fired its laser again, and the beam struck the cockpit of another Su-33. 
The pilot was killed by the intense energy output of the laser, and the plane began losing altitude 
as there was now nobody piloting the craft. The EW&C operator watched as the aircraft trailed 
off course, but he did not know the pilot was deceased, “Pole 4, your altitude is too low, pull up.” 
With no response from the pilot of the Flanker-D, the EW&C operator sent another transmission, 
“Pole 4, what is your status? Over.” The radar blip soon disappeared from the operator’s screen, 
so the operator alerted the squadron of the Flanker-D’s loss, “Pole 4 has crashed. We have lost 
two Flankers already. Continue attacking the vehicle.” As the four Rafale Ms coordinated an 
attack on the Dreadnought, the squadrons of F/A-18Fs and F-35Cs started approaching the 
operations area. The Super Hornets broke off to engage the Dreadnought while the Lightning Is 
raised their altitude to attempt a different tactic to damage the XVP-1. 

The Dreadnought locked onto the attacking aircraft via radar guidance, and it fired 
several missiles. Since the Super Hornets and Lightning Hs had reduced radar cross sections, the 
targeting system could only target the Flanker-Ds and Rafale Ms. One Rafale M pilot spoke as 
his aircraft alerted him to the missile, “This is Vent 4, the vehicle has fired SAMs. Commencing 
evasive action.” The pilot pulled the stick to the right and then pulled it towards himself. The 
Rafale M rolled into a right turn, and the pilot increased the throttle and deployed the air brakes. 
The combination of thrust and drag led to a turn which produced a high amount of g-force on the 
pilot. The pilot started breathing heavily as the g-force pushed against his body, and he also 
looked into the rear-view mirror to see that the missile was still coming. The pilot began flying 
upwards, and he started the engine’s afterburners to produce more thrust. He looked back again, 
and the missile was now coming dangerously close to hitting the aircraft. The pilot deployed 


chaff, and he pulled the stick towards himself again as he pulled even more g-force. The missile 


collided with the chaff, and it exploded in mid-air. The EW&C operative noticed the missile was 
now gone from the radar before it made contact with the Rafale M, “Vent 4 has evaded a 
missile.” The pilot’s aircraft now began descending at a rapid rate, but he launched two air-to- 
ground missiles before he had to pull up to avoid a crash, “This is Vent 4, AGMs deployed.” The 
Dreadnought took both missiles directly in its reactive armor since the CIWS was not able to 
shoot them down in time. With more of the reactive armor damaged, the Dreadnought began to 
drive around to make itself harder to hit by the aircraft. 

It was not long before the crew encountered the blue-tiered anthros. Bocchino raised his 
ARX-160, flipped the safety off, and he immediately shot the MJ12 anthro on sight. The anthro 
took three rounds to the chest and one to the head before collapsing. Arcades saw that the rest of 
the anthros in the room did not fire back at them, for they only watched their comrade fall. After 
Bocchino was able to kill four MJ12 anthros, Arcades placed his hand on the top of the cat’s rifle 
and pushed it downwards, “Bobby, hold your fire!” The remaining rounds in the magazine fired 
and ricocheted off of the ground before impacting a wall. Jason held his weapon up the entire 
time, but he did not fire any rounds. Bocchino became slightly agitated by the fox’s actions, 
“Kurt, what the fuck are you doing?” Arcades pointed towards the MJ12 anthros who continued 
as if nothing extraordinary occurred, “They’re not firing back at us!” Bocchino did not 
understand the fox’s point, “They’ve got fucking guns, and they’re in the damn Foundation! 
what are you doing?” 

Jason spoke next, “It’s like they don’t even know what they’re supposed to do about us.” 
Arcades recognized the way the anthros looked, “I’ve seen anthros like this before. I ran into one 
of them at the first facility we took down.” Bocchino did not know what Arcades was talking 


about, “What’s so special about them, huh?” Arcades said, “I don’t think they’ ve been told to 


attack us.” Jason was mildly surprised, “Say what?” Arcades began approaching the fallen 
anthros, “Remember those anthros we got from the train? You had to explicitly tell them to do 
anything. Remember? These guys have been trained by the Foundation in the same way.” 
Bocchino looked at the MJ12 anthros walking past with XMP-1s in hand, “Wait, does that mean 
--” Arcades spoke when the cat stopped, “They must’ve been told to attack humans. After all, 
CDI employs only humans, right?” Jason looked at the anthros as they ignored the three even 
after Bocchino killed four of them, “That’s so weird.” The fox sat down next to one of the 
deceased anthros, and he looked for pockets which might hold a keycard. The only pockets on 
the anthro were the magazine pouches for the XMP-1 since the anthros were covered by black 
form-fitting bodysuits. The fox finally looked at the hands of the anthro, and he saw that the 
XMP-1 had a unique piece of equipment he had not seen on other XMP-|1s. 

Arcades inspected the grip and trigger group of the XMP-1, and he could tell that there 
was something on this specific model which was not on the one he had previously seen. The fox 
lifted the hand of the deceased anthro with his gloved hand, and he looked at the palm. The palm 
of the anthro had a sensor on it which seemed to interface with the XMP-1. Arcades had an idea, 
so he removed an RFID copier from one of his pouches. Bocchino asked the fox, ““What’s that?” 
Arcades answered, “It’s the thing I brought. It can copy RFID signals and send them as if we 
cloned ourselves a keycard. These XMP-1s seem to also be activated by the RFID receptors on 
these anthros’ hands, so I’m going to clone the signal and see if it can open the doors for us.” 
The fox placed his device directly over the anthro’s hand, and he watched as the binary 
information from the RFID device appeared on the screen of his device. Arcades copied the 


information to the device, and he removed a blank keycard from his pocket. The fox then wrote 


the information he had copied directly to the keycard, and he stood himself up when he was 
finished with the task. 

Jason looked at the blank keycard, “Did you just clone a keycard?” The fox nodded, “I 
sure did. We can use this keycard as if it’s any regular keycard.” The fox placed the RFID copier 
back into a pouch on his battle belt, and he placed his cloned keycard into a more convenient 
pocket he would be able to access quickly. Bocchino looked at the deceased anthros, and he 
watched as none of the MJ12 anthros even stopped to render any kind of assistance to their 
fallen, “They’re just gonna leave ‘em here?” Arcades nodded as he looked at the passing anthros, 
“Seems that way. They probably weren’t told to do anything about them. Just like they weren’t 
told to shoot us.” Jason shook his head, “They can’t make their own decisions?” Arcades replied, 
“Doesn’t look like it. It works for us because they won’t impede us. Less people we have to deal 
with. Let’s ignore them and keep going. May God have mercy on their poor souls. I feel sorry for 
these anthros.” 

Bocchino spotted a keycard door, “Can you try it out on this one?” The fox looked over 
to what the cat was drawing attention to. The crew walked over to the door while many MJ12 
anthros passed by, and Arcades removed his keycard to swipe it. The fox swiped the keycard, 
and the door beeped before successfully opening. Bocchino raised his eyebrows in surprise, for 
he was not expecting the keycard to actually work, “Damn... Alright, well... How about we get 
goin’?” Arcades nodded and entered the next room while still holding his Salient GRY. Jason 
watched the anthros that walked down the same path they were taking, and he could not help but 
feel weirded out by the fact they were not targeting Arcades and his crew. He did not know how 
anthros could have their freedom entirely stripped from them even though they were carrying 


weapons. He thought back to when Bocchino killed four of them and how they just stood there to 


accept their deaths. The wolf then remembered the treatment he and Arcades received when they 
were taken to Facility One, but he could not figure out what the Foundation could do to a person 
to cause such behavior. It made Jason even more glad that Arcades was able to get both of them 

out of Facility One. He could not imagine sharing the same fate as the MJ12 anthros. 

“This is Vent 3, I’m going down!” The pilot of one of the Rafale Ms shouted into the 
radio as his plane was struck by an surface-to-air missile. The vertical stabilizer detached from 
the aircraft, and the engines exploded once all of the fuel ignited. The resulting explosion was 
large enough to kill the pilot and send pieces of the aircraft flying in multiple directions. The 
XVP-1, still firing at the attacking aircraft, was able to engage multiple aircraft at once due to the 
fact the Dreadnought had multiple turrets and weapon systems on each side to engage the 
enemies. As the three surviving Rafale Ms evaded the fire from the CIWS, the two remaining 
Su-33s tried to flank the vehicle to launch a few missiles. The Super Hornets also flew nearby, 
and they were planning on assisting the Flanker-Ds with their attack. The F-35Cs were 
attempting to divebomb the XVP-1, but they aborted their attack since the Dreadnought began 
firing surface-to-air missiles at the aircraft. 

The EW&C operator spoke to the NH90s who were waiting in a holding pattern over the 
carrier longer than they should have been waiting, “Heliborne assault unit, commence your sortie 
now.” One of the NH90 pilots was concerned for the safety of the operatives onboard, “Control, 
the area has not been sanitized yet. Over.” The EW&C operator replied to the pilot, “Copy. We 
are aware of the situation. Proceed with the sortie.” The NH90 pilot sighed before replying to the 
operator, “Roger, Control. Proceeding with the mission. Out.” The four NH90s soon moved from 
their holding pattern and began flying towards the direction of Facility Zero. Some of the men 


aboard heard the radio chatter from the pilot and began looking out the windows to see smoke 


rising from the combat site. Tracer rounds were visible as they shot upwards at the attacking 
aircraft, and some of the aircraft deployed chaff and flares to avoid incoming infrared-guided 
missiles. Smoke from missiles and flares filled the sky as the battle continued longer than 
anticipated. At the current rate, the jets would have no more armament to spend on the building 
itself since they had to use all of it to damage the Dreadnought. Even with some of the jets 
already halfway depleted their weapons bays, they still did not cause considerable damage to the 
Dreadnought, and the vehicle was still running strong. 

The Dreadnought’s laser aimed upwards after it recharged enough, and it aimed at one of 
the F-35Cs. The laser focused on the Lightning I] before firing its laser directly into the starboard 
air intake. The laser quickly burned the intake, and the heat traveled through into the engine as 
the aircraft yawed to avoid an incoming attack. However, the pilot’s efforts were in vain since 
the single-engine on board the aircraft exploded. The pilot felt the engine explode, but he did not 
see, hear, or feel the laser itself impact his aircraft, “This is Door 2, my engine is disabled!” The 
pilot was flying directly at the Dreadnought, so he decided that he should use his own aircraft as 
a weapon. The pilot fired all of his armament at the XVP-1, and as soon as he did so, he pulled 
the ejection handle and was quickly shot out of the canopy. The crippled F-35C barreled into the 
XVP-1, and it collided directly into the compartment carrying the laser weapon before it 
exploded. The laser weapon system of the Dreadnought was disabled as the jet fighter exploded. 

The ejector seat finished propelling the pilot from the aircraft, and the pilot’s parachute 
automatically deployed after a set amount of time. The pilot felt the cold air and smelled smoke 
in the air as he looked down to see the Dreadnought drive away from the F-35C’s point of 
impact. However, the vehicle was unable to escape the fire caused by the jet fuel since the 


Lightning I collided directly into the left side of the Dreadnought. Luckily for the pilot, he was 


able to eject and not be killed by the explosion of the aircraft. Unfortunately for the pilot, the 
CIWS turret looked directly at the parachuting pilot before unleashing a barrage of gunfire. The 
pilot, now riddled with bullets, floated lifelessly to the ground. One of the passing Super Hornets 
witnessed this killing, “This is Roof 1, they’re shooting at parachuting pilots. Don’t eject in 
range of their CIWS. Over.” One of the Su-33 pilots acknowledged the transmission, for it was 
broadcast on all channels, “Copy.” The CIWS did not stop firing until the pilot’s parachute was 
also unable to build drag to slow his descent. The remains of the dead human pilot fell to the 
ground and impacted the rough ground. 

The only squadron which still had four planes, the Roof squadron, dispersed as they 
attacked the Dreadnought from multiple angles. The Super Hornets were only carrying two air- 
to-air missiles, but they still had air-to-ground missiles on the remaining hardpoints. The missiles 
successfully impacted the Dreadnought, and the reactive armor was becoming more and more 
worn out. The Dreadnought drove towards Facility Zero since the MJ12 anthros piloting the 
machine had been ordered to specifically protect the facility from attacking humans. With the 
Dreadnought still on fire from the F-35C’s crash, the fire had effectively disabled the laser 
weapon system on the roof. The Dreadnought locked onto one of the Rafale Ms and fired a 
radar-guided missile. The missile flew towards the aircraft, and the pilot deployed chaff as a 
countermeasure. However, the chaff did not impact with the missile, and the missile impacted 
the aircraft as it was still climbing. The engines exploded, and the pilot was caught in the 
explosion before he could report his status, “This is Vent 4, I’ve been -- Agh!” The aircraft 
exploded, and it quickly began to plummet back down to Earth. Due to the aircraft’s location 


when it was struck, the destroyed Rafale M landed directly on top of Facility Zero. The roof in 


the affected location collapsed, and it crushed a few MJ12 anthros standing directly in the 
affected area. 

Arcades heard the noise of the collapse and felt the building shake as he prepared to 
swipe his keycard at another door, “Woah! Dang!” Jason held onto the wall as the building 
continued to shake, and he heard a faint explosion. Bocchino looked around at the MJ12 anthros, 
and they began simultaneously moving towards the direction of the disturbance after a few 
moments of them remaining idle. The cat commented on what he witnessed, “The fuck? All of 
those fuckers just went that way at the same time!” Arcades watched as the remaining anthros in 
the room proceeded to the nearest door which would take them closer to the location of the 
disturbance, “Wow... They weren’t doing that before.” Jason also commented on the anthros 
since they seemed to be urgently rushing towards the location of the crash, “Bloody hell, they’re 
not wasting any time!” Bocchino raised his ARX-160 at the last remaining anthro, and he 
considered firing. However, the cat lowered his rifle since he knew that shooting the anthro 
would make the fox unhappy. The cat turned to Arcades instead, “Kurt, do you even know where 
we’re going?” Arcades shook his head, “Nope, I’m just seeing what we can find in here. There’s 
gotta be something at least. This place is pretty big, and we haven’t explored too much of it yet.” 
The door opened after Arcades swiped his cloned keycard, and the three remaining anthros 
entered the next area. 

The Dreadnought started driving again, and it was a very slow target for the pilots to hit. 
A missile fired by one of the F-35Cs impacted the rear of the vehicle, and the reactive armor in 
the area was now effectively depleted. The CIWS fired at the F-35C when it passed over, and the 
wings and fuselage were heavily struck by the incoming gunfire. The pilot heard warning alarms 


sound in the cockpit, and he suddenly found his aircraft losing altitude, “This is Door 1, my 


aircraft’s been disabled.” The pilot looked in his mirror, and he could see that he had gained 
some ground on the Dreadnought, so he decided that he would attempt an emergency landing on 
the rocky ground. The pilot flipped a switch to deploy the landing flaps, but they were too 
damaged to deploy. He also tried to deploy the landing gear as well, but only the rear gear 
deployed since the front gear was also too damaged. With only two out of three wheels to work 
with combined with the rough terrain, the pilot knew that he would have higher chances of 
survival by ejecting. After the pilot flew outside of the range he could foresee the CIWS firing 
upon him, he pulled the ejection handle after announcing, “Door 1 ejecting.” The canopy blew 
open, and the pilot was shot directly out of the aircraft. The parachute soon deployed, but the 
pilot was not facing the direction of the Dreadnought. Using basic parachute controls which were 
available, the pilot was able to spin himself around to view the carnage from afar. 

The roof of the facility was on fire, and the Dreadnought was also still on fire in multiple 
areas. Some of the fires were caused by the Lightning II crash, but the other fires were started 
due to successful AGM attacks by the CDI aircraft. CIWS rounds flew through the air as the 
Dreadnought tried to attack the remaining jets, but it was still taking damage from the 
coordinated airstrikes. Another salvo of missiles flew through the air fired from the launcher 
behind the laser, and the parachuting pilot watched as a few of the Super Hornets deployed flares 
to avoid the incoming heat-seeking missiles. The targeted aircraft successfully evaded the 
incoming missiles, and they transitioned back into their intended attack pattern once their 
countermeasures and evasive actions proved successful. One of the F/A-18Fs actually fired an 
air-to-air missile at the Dreadnought. It was not guided like the other missiles were, but it did 


impact one of the vehicle’s treads. The tread section exploded, and the Dreadnought’s mobility 


was negatively impacted by the result. The XVP-1 became slower than it was before, but it was 
ultimately still able to drive even though it was missing a tread section. 

The ejected pilot landed on the ground, and he held the PTT button on his radio once he 
detached himself from the parachute, “This is Door 1, I’ve landed safely about two klicks from 
the target area. Over.” The EW&C operator replied to the pilot, “Affirmative Door 1. Remain 
where you are, and we will pick you up when it is safe to do so.” The operator changed channels, 
and he spoke to the remaining ten aircraft, “To all remaining aircraft, the transport helicopters 
are coming in momentarily. Defend them at all costs as they deploy personnel. Over.” Several 
pilots acknowledged the operator, but the others were busy trying to attack the Dreadnought. The 
NH90s were told to enter the combat zone from an angle which the XVP-1 would have a 
difficult time firing upon them. Using Facility Zero itself as cover, the NH90s would not be able 
to be shot by the CIWS. They would also not be able to be hit by the laser even if it was still 
operable. 

The pilot of one of the NH90s addressed the sixteen CDI members waiting to deploy, 
“You guys are gonna need to jump fast. The AO is hot, and we cannot stick around for more 
than ten seconds. If you guys can’t jump in that time, we’re pulling out regardless if you are on 
the ground or not.” The troops did not verbally acknowledge the pilot, but they did hold their 
weapons in their hands as they saw the ground approaching. The pilots of the jets, on the other 
hand, saw the NH90s approaching, “Here comes the heliborne assault. This is Roof 1, draw the 
attention of that thing away from the transports.” The Super Hornets proceeded to flank the 
Dreadnought until they were at a position so that the XVP-1 would have to shoot at them before 
targeting the transports. High explosive CIWS fire flew through the air and was able to strike the 


starboard side of one of the Super Hornets. The wing blew off, and the starboard vertical 


stabilizer was also struck by the high explosive rounds. The aircraft produced smoke from the 
affected areas, and it immediately inverted before spiraling out of control. The pilot and the 
navigator both ejected from the aircraft after only briefly announcing their need to eject, “Roof 4 
is hit! Ejecting!” Both pilot and navigator unfortunately ejected when the aircraft was facing 
downwards, so the ejector seat thrusted them directly to the ground. The pilot and navigator were 
both killed as they impacted the rough terrain while traveling at a considerable velocity. The 
downed Super Hornet flew past the Dreadnought, and it collided with Facility Zero at its western 
wall. The aircraft barreled into the building and ignited. 

“Crikey, there’s another one!” Jason shouted; he felt the building shake as the second 
vehicle made contact with the facility. Arcades knew that they could not leave the facility yet, 
“We have to ignore it. We still need to find out who’s running this madhouse.” Bocchino held 
onto the wall as the building shook again, “Dammit, we’re gonna fucking die out here.” Arcades 
shook his head as he began walking faster than he was moving before, “Not yet!” Jason picked 
up his own pace as he tried to keep up with the fox, and Bocchino began to kick his pace up a 
notch as well. The wolf found that keeping up with Arcades was not too easy since he was 
carrying far more weight than the fox was. Bocchino removed his weapon’s magazine, and he 
realized that he had not replaced it since he used it. The cat placed the empty magazine in his 
dump pouch before picking up another STANAG from his pouch and inserting it into his rifle. 
The cat pulled the charging handle back to chamber a round, but a round ejected from the 
weapon since he still had a round in the chamber in the first place. 

“Move, move, move!” The NH90 pilot shouted as the door of the helicopter opened. The 
sixteen CDI operatives quickly leaped from the helicopter and scrambled to their feet as they ran 


towards the building for cover. Though they did not have visual contact on the Dreadnought, 


they were still concerned that the XVP-1 could potentially carry some sort of armament to attack 
the helicopters from where it was currently located. One of the CDI members shouted as he saw 
missiles in the air, “Woah! Get the fuck out of the way!” The remaining CDI members 
disembarked from the helicopter, and they all sprinted away from their landing zone. The 
missiles, fired vertically, spun downwards and flew directly to the NH90s. All sixty-four CDI 
members were on the ground, but only three of the helicopters worked on exiting the landing 
zone. A few of the pilots saw the missiles incoming, and they deployed chaff and flares to 
hopefully avoid the missiles, but the missiles did not steer themselves to hit the flares instead. 
The missiles impacted all four helicopters, and they exploded before dropping a mere one 
hundred meters to hit the ground. The four helicopters created a violent explosion as they 
crashed, and the fireball flew relatively high. The urgency was motivation enough for the troop 
of CDI members to get moving. 

The EW&C operator noticed all four helicopters disappeared from radar, “Cabinet 1, 
what is your status? Over.” With no response, the operator spoke again, but he tried to speak 
with the other flights, “Cabinet 2? Cabinet 3, do you copy? What is your status? Over.” The 
operator heard a transmission, but it did not come from his intended recipients, “Control, this is 
Vent 1, the vehicle is capable of firing VLS. It shot down the transport helicopters. Please advise. 
Over.” The EW&C operator grumbled to himself before speaking over the radio again, 
“Dammit! Shit... Did the attack team deploy successfully? Over.” Vent 1 looked out of his 
cockpit as he made visual contact with the CDI operatives on the ground preparing to use an 
explosive charge to enter Facility Zero, “Affirmative. I can see them from here. I can’t tell if all 
of them made it though. It’s hard to count all of them from -- Ah, shit!” The pilot’s response was 


cut short as he heard the aircraft’s missile warning sound. The pilot pulled the stick towards 


himself and deployed chaff and flares to hopefully throw off the missile, but it was a radar- 
guided missile and not a heat-seeking missile. The Rafale M was struck directly in the center of 
its fuselage, and the explosion tore apart the plane into two pieces. The pilot tried to eject right 
when the missile struck, but only the canopy successfully blew. The pilot was unable to exit the 
aircraft since the ejection system was destroyed by the explosion. The cockpit of the aircraft 
collided with the building itself, and the engines collided with the Dreadnought. The 
Dreadnought was stuck in the fourth compartment, and this was the location where the reactive 
armor was worn out. The Rafale M’s remains combusted due to the fuel catching fire, and the 
Dreadnought caught fire as well since fuel doused the vehicle. CDI now only had half of the jets 
they deployed. 

“Breaching!” One of the CDI members shouted as he detonated a plastic explosive 
charge placed on the wall of Facility Zero. The charge exploded, and the hallway was now 
visible. Sixteen of the sixty-four members entered the hole in the wall while the other operatives 
proceeded further down the wall so they would be able to enter at a different spot. It did not take 
long for the MJ12 anthros to encounter the humans entering Facility Zero. As soon as the anthros 
recognized the attackers as humans, they began firing upon the CDI members. Two CDI 
operatives were struck in the initial gunfire, but the men who had already entered the facility 
fired back and struck the anthros who fired upon them. One of the anthros was seriously 
wounded, but it still stood up and continued to fire at the CDI assaulters. The CDI member 
rushed the anthro and knocked it on the side of its head. The anthro fell to the ground and its 
blood splattered on the floor. The human grabbed the ACR hanging off of his sling, and he shot 
the anthro on the back of its head. Blood shot out from the anthro and went as far as a few meters 


from where it was shot. The CDI member peeked out from one of the corners, and he could see 


that more MJ12 anthros were incoming. All of the anthros were wearing the same latex suits and 
gas masks, so the humans were unable to identify what race they were part of. The human called 
out to his colleagues for support, “They’re sending reinforcements! Get over here now!” 

The MJ12 anthros raised their XMP-1s and began firing at the humans before they were 
able to fire back. Some 5.56x45mm rounds broke through the walls, but they lost most of their 
power since the walls were relatively thick. A CDI member wielding an RPK-16 stuck his 
weapon around the wall and pulled the trigger. The MJ12 anthros, struck by the hail of gunfire, 
quickly collapsed due to their injuries. The gunner peeked his body out from the corner, and he 
held the RPK-16 up to his shoulder as he took a couple steps forwards. Seeing that their comrade 
was not killed upon exiting cover, several other CDI members emerged from their position as 
well and looked around for remaining hostile anthros. The CDI operatives broke off into groups 
due to the fact that the hallways were relatively narrow. They did not want to get bunched up and 
taken out by a single attack. The humans continued the assault on the facility, and a few MJ12 
anthros would emerge from several locations. Most of them were dispatched quickly by the CDI 
assault team, but a few of the humans were killed by the anthros defending the facility. The CDI 
assault team would not stop to render aid to their own fallen; they prioritized their objective to 
capture the facility. 

“That’s gunfire!” Jason exclaimed. Arcades nodded, “Yes, that means we should 
probably stay away from the conflict. I bet that’s CDI. They probably made it inside this place 
by now, so that means we have to hurry up. The guy running this show is probably looking at 
leaving soon.” Arcades approached a door, but this one looked different from the other doors. 
The door was a darker gray rather than a lighter shade. The fox scanned his keycard, and the 


door opened. The fox saw a human in the next room, and the human pointed towards the 


intruders, “Shoot them!” The MJ12 anthros in the room raised their XMP-1s to open fire, but 
Arcades heard the human shout. The fox withdrew himself from the doorway, but Bocchino did 
not exit the doorway in time. The cat was struck three times in his AVS, but the NIJ Level IV 
trauma plate carried in the vest took the rounds. Bocchino fell backwards and held down the 
trigger of his ARX-160 as he collapsed. The rounds impacted the ceiling as well as the walls, but 
they did not hit the attacking anthros. Jason stood his ground and fired his HK433 at the MJ12 
anthros in the room, but he had to move out of the doorway to prevent himself from being hit. 
“Agh! Motherfucker! Shit! Dammit! Fuck! Cunt! Bitch! Asshole! Whore!” Bocchino 
shouted everything he could think of as Arcades dragged him by his shoulders out of the 
doorway. The fox stopped once he moved Bocchino far enough from the killzone, and he looked 
back up at Jason. The wolf had managed to successfully eliminate the anthros attacking them 
from inside of the room. Arcades looked at the wolf and gave an order, “Jason. Stay here with 
Bobby. I’m going in there myself.” Jason was concerned for the fox, “Kurt! Wait!” The fox did 
not wait, and he rushed into the doorway and ran straight to Zero. Zero saw the fox coming, and 
he quickly grabbed a Magnum Research Desert Eagle from his desk and fired at the fox. Arcades 
took notice of the oversized handgun, and he sidestepped to avoid the incoming fire. Zero fired 
three rounds at the fox, but all three rounds missed. Jason wanted to fire at Zero, but he hesitated 
because he was worried that he might accidentally shoot Arcades instead. As Zero moved 
backwards, he grabbed a shelf and pulled it downwards to impede the fox’s progress. Arcades 
saw the collapsing shelf, so he jumped forwards and dived to avoid the falling shelf. The fox 
landed right in front of Zero, and the human went to pull the trigger again, but to his surprise, a 
shell casing had failed to fully eject from the handgun. Arcades looked up at the human pointing 


the jammed pistol at him, and he quickly rolled to the side to avoid an attack. The human racked 


the slide to clear the weapon, but he accidentally pulled the trigger too early. The newly fired 
round flew right past the fox’s face and impacted the wall. Though Arcades was disoriented by 
the gunshot, the loudness of the .50 AE round also deafened Zero, and this auditory disturbance 
disoriented him as he tried to make his escape. Though the fox did wear electronic earplugs, the 
loudness and concussion of the handgun still disoriented him, and he could hear his ears ringing 
as the handgun was fired yet again. Luckily for Arcades, the round impacted the floor and 
ricocheted away from him. 

Zero placed his hand on the RFID scanner, and a door opened behind him. The human 
rushed past the fox with three rounds left in the Desert Eagle, and the fox quickly shuffled to his 
feet and ran into the doorway before the door could close. Arcades adjusted his boonie hat which 
had shifted to the side of his head, and he also quickly racked the charging handle of his Salient 
GRY to chamber a round. The fox considered that he might actually have to use his rifle. He 
knew that it would not be a sin to kill Zero because the human was already trying to kill him, but 
he still did not want to take anybody’s life at all. The fox disabled the safety of the rifle, and he 
set the rifle to fully-automatic. Arcades rushed forwards while forgetting to turn on his EOTech 
reticle, and he turned a corner to see Zero sprinting away from him with a Desert Eagle in his 
hand. The fox stopped at the corner, and he quickly raised his rifle and pulled the trigger without 
the use of his weapon’s sights. Two rounds impacted around the human, and Arcades realized 
that his reticle was indeed disabled. With his gloved hands still shaking with adrenaline, the fox 
pressed the up-arrow button on his reticle to enable the holographic sight. 

Zero turned the next corner, and Arcades now began running with one hand on his rifle 
hoping that he would still be able to catch the human. The fox did not even realize that he had 


just attempted to shoot Zero since the adrenaline was still flowing through his blood. Arcades 


followed the human and was now starting to catch up, but Zero leaped the railing once he was 
able to find a place to jump from. Arcades briefly took in the environment. The environment was 
darker than the previous rooms he was in, and there were many tubes around which seemed to 
hold anthros of varying ages. The anthros were floating in some kind of liquid, but Arcades did 
not stop to think about what the tubes may be used for since he still knew that he had to stop this 
human. Zero ran past many of the tubes, and Arcades jumped the railing as well. When the fox 
landed on the ground, the human stopped and fired one of his three remaining rounds at the fox. 
Arcades saw the human look at him with the handgun, so he jumped forwards to avoid the round. 
The bullet impacted the wall behind the fox, and Arcades looked at the human with his reticle 
and pulled the trigger. Zero backed up and sidestepped, and the fox’s rounds impacted a couple 
of the tubes. The glass shattered, and liquid poured all over the ground. An anthro fell out of the 
tube, and it struggled to breath with smaller tubes still in its mouth and nose. Zero was splashed 
with the liquid, and he was unable to aim for the fox to take a second shot since he could not see 
with liquid in his eyes. The human quickly wiped his eyes and began running again. Arcades 
gave chase, and he leaped over the anthro which fell out of the tube as well as the liquid on the 
floor. The fox held his weapon upwards with the Magpul stock pressed up against his shoulder 
and kept running. Zero had two rounds left in his handgun, so he decided that it would be best 
for him to lead the fox into a trap. The human ran towards the center of the large room while 
Arcades gave chase. Every now and then, Arcades shot at Zero, but all of his rounds either 
missed completely or struck the glass tubes and released another anthro. 

Zero reached the ladder he was looking for, and he began to climb as fast as he was able 
to. The fox slid next to the tube nearest to the human, but the lack of sufficient lighting prevented 


him from seeing where the human was, Arcades quickly threw his Oakley M2 frames to the 


ground to allow more light to see his eyes, pushed the brim of his hat away from his eyes for a 
better view, and he fired at the human. It was too late for Arcades to land shots on his target 
since the human was already running up on the catwalk. The fox’s rounds only impacted the 
ceiling of the room. The fox knew that the human wanted him to climb the ladder to make 
himself vulnerable to an attack, but he could not find an alternate way to reach the scaffolding. 
Arcades held his rifle in his right hand as he started ascending the ladder. The fox was not 
looking at keeping his balance on the ladder since he was keeping an eye on his EOTech reticle 
while trying not to focus on it too much. Arcades did not want to be disoriented when Zero 
would fire back at him. The fox did debate reloading his GRY before ascending the ladder, but 
he knew that he still had about half of his rifle’s magazine remaining. 

When Arcades was about halfway up the ladder, he saw the human peek over from the 
scaffolding, but the fox fired his weapon first. Zero saw the muzzle flash of the GRY, and he 
moved back to avoid getting shot. Arcades missed the human yet again; his rounds only 
impacted the ceiling. The fox continued moving upwards, but he did not see Zero peek back over 
the catwalk again to shoot him. Arcades figured that the human would wait until he had to stand 
up on the scaffolding to fire upon him. The fox held his weapon up, and he pulled the trigger. 
The fox’s remarkably skinny wrists were unable to properly fire the weapon with one hand, so 
rounds were fired in multiple directions. Some rounds impacted the wall afar, others hit the 
scaffolding itself, and one even impacted one of the anthro tubes. Zero held his ground on the 
scaffolding, and he could see the fox expose himself on the scaffolding. The human fired his 
second-to-last round at the fox, but Arcades let go of the railing to avoid getting shot. The Salient 


GRY connected to the fox’s sling whacked him in the face, so his hat and electronic earplugs fell 


off of his head. Arcades did not fall off of the ladder since he was still using his feet and legs to 
hold onto the ladder, but Zero walked on over to the fox and held out his handgun. 

“Say goodnight, fox!” Zero yelled as he pulled the trigger of his Desert Eagle. The 
handgun did not fire, and Zero looked over to the weapon to see that there was yet another round 
which failed to eject from the pistol. Arcades swung himself upwards and grabbed onto the 
ladder with his hands while the GRY still hung from the fox’s sling. The fox quickly ascended 
the ladder to the top, and he delivered a kick into Zero’s chest as the human used his shaky hands 
to rack the slide of the Desert Eagle. The fox landed on the scaffolding with the human, and he 
placed his bare foot on the catwalk. The metal grating of the catwalk was extremely 
uncomfortable for the fox to stand on, but he did not let the scaffolding distract him from his 
mission. Arcades grabbed his GRY again, and he fired it at Zero. Zero lunged away from the 
gunfire, and Arcades heard the noise of the GRY’s bolt locking open. Arcades pressed the 
magazine ejection button and slung the weapon to the side to fling the empty magazine out of his 
weapon. The fox quickly inserted another magazine into the rifle and pressed the bolt-catch to 
release the bolt carrier group back into battery and chamber the first round. 

Zero used this opportunity to fire his last round, but Arcades anticipated this action. The 
fox dropped to his knees right when he anticipated the human to fire, and Zero fired, aiming 
upwards at the fox’s head rather than his center of mass. The fox successfully avoided the round, 
and he was now at a lowered position to fire at Zero. Arcades pulled the trigger, but only one 
round fired before the magazine accidentally ejected from the rifle. The round missed Zero by a 
few inches, and Arcades looked down at the magazine which was in front of his knees. Zero 
looked at the empty handgun he was holding, and he decided to use the handgun itself as a 


weapon. The human rushed towards the fox with the Desert Eagle and attempted to hit him with 


the weapon. The fox raised his GRY to block the attack, and he was successfully able to stop the 
human from bludgeoning him with the handgun. Arcades pushed his GRY to the side and 
accidentally detached it from the sling. The fox lost his grip on his rifle, and it fell onto the 
catwalk next to the magazine holding twenty-nine rounds. Both Arcades and Zero scrambled for 
the weapon, and Zero’s Desert Eagle fell off of the scaffolding and landed on the concrete floor 
below. 

Zero grabbed an emergency flare from his pocket during the struggle, and he attempted to 
burn the fox with it. The human used the scaffolding to ignite the flare, and he held it outwards 
to the fox. Arcades pushed the human’s arm aside, while using the GRY as a blunt object to 
strike Zero with, and Zero dropped the flare. The flare fell down past the scaffolding, and it 
ignited one of the machines which held an anthro. The machine exploded, shook the scaffolding, 
and the fox’s magazine fell off of the scaffolding. The GRY was about to fall off of the 
scaffolding as well, but Arcades caught it by the stock right before it could get too far away from 
him. Zero kicked the fox’s back, and Arcades yelped in pain though he was still able to hold on 
to the rifle. Zero looked over, saw the fire building up below, and he decided that he should let it 
get a bit worse before throwing the fox over. The human retreated down the scaffolding, and 
Arcades finally got back to his feet with his GRY still in his hands. The fox quickly attached the 
rifle back to his sling and inserted another magazine into the rifle. This time, Arcades racked the 
charging handle instead of pushing the bolt catch since the rifle’s bolt was not held open. 

Arcades saw Zero retreating, but he did not want to let the human get too close to him 
even while he still had his rifle working. The fox raised his Salient GRY, looked into his reticle, 
and pulled the trigger, but Zero ran past an obstruction right when Arcades fired his weapon. The 


round impacted the obstruction, and Arcades knew that he would not have another chance to fire 


at Zero from where he was standing. The fox moved forwards, and he was starting to feel the 
heat from the fire building up below. Zero threw another emergency flare out, and the second 
flare started yet another fire. The fire now was spreading out of control, and many of the 
manufactured anthros below were killed by the fire itself. Arcades ran forwards, but he was 
struck himself by a flare which Zero threw at him. The flare ignited the material of his combat 
pants since the custom Rhodesian Brushstroke fabric was not flame retardant, and Arcades saw 
himself catching fire. To prevent the fire from spreading, the fox quickly removed his Smith & 
Wesson knife and cut his pant legs off before the fire could spread. Arcades used his gloved hand 
to brush off the rest of the fire starting on his shirt’s sleeves, and he managed to successfully put 
the fire out after a good portion of his shirt had already been burned off from his body. 

Arcades saw yet another incoming flare, and he quickly stepped to the side to avoid it. 
The flare landed in a different machine, and the machine exploded within seconds. Arcades held 
onto the railing with his gloved hand as he did not want to fall into the fire, but he also knew that 
he had to keep moving in order to catch Zero. Though the explosion still significantly rocked the 
scaffolding, Arcades kept moving while keeping his GRY shouldered in case he found an 
opportunity to shoot Zero. The fox moved up while keeping himself relatively low to the 
scaffolding, and he did spot Zero a couple times lighting the rest of the flares he was carrying. 
Arcades shot at the human, but Zero ducked down to avoid the fox’s gunfire and accidentally 
dropped the lit flares he was holding. The flares fell down and ignited the large machine in the 
middle of the room. The machine exploded, and the scaffolding was torn apart in several areas. 
The fox lost his balance as the scaffolding behind him started to collapse, but he held onto the 
railings in order to keep moving up to the human. The human was standing on a more stable 


catwalk, but he held onto the railings as well as he shuffled away from the fire. The fox saw the 


human holding on the scaffolding, so he fired his weapon. His rounds impacted the scaffolding 
rather than Zero, but the sudden shock caused the human to lose his grip on the railing. The 
human slid backwards, but he was able to grab the next set of rails. Zero pulled himself up, and 
he tried to climb onto the remains of the large burning machine in a way that would make him 
hard to hit by the fox. 

Arcades saw the human climb up on something, but the fox could no longer see the 
human to fire upon him. The fox looked down at the burning machine in the center of the room, 
and he could see that the fire had not extended so far upward yet. Arcades looked at something 
on the side of the machine he could use as a foothold, and he leaped from where he was standing 
to grab onto the side of the machine. Pulling himself up onto the same plane where Zero was, the 
rest of the scaffolding around the human and the fox had finally succumbed to the fire damage. 
The scaffolding fell into the fire and quickly began to burn up. Arcades tightly clutched his 
weapon in his arms after brushing off some ashes which landed on his bushy tail; the fox did not 
want his tail to catch fire whatsoever. When Arcades stood on the machine, he could tell that the 
machine was more comfortable to stand on than the catwalk, but he knew that he shouldn’t let 
himself get distracted. After all, the air was getting harder to breathe, and ashes were rising from 
the large fire which had significantly spread below. 

Arcades took a couple quiet steps around the machine, but he did not know where Zero 
was. After waiting for a couple seconds, the fox thought he heard something behind him. 
Arcades quickly swung around and fired his weapon at whatever was coming at him. Zero 
pushed the barrel of Arcades’ weapon away with his bloodied hands so that he would not get 
shot, and he tried to kick the fox off of the machine. Arcades did lose his balance from the boot 


which landed in his chest, and he fell over on his back. The fox’s chest rig and H-Harness almost 


fell off of his body, but the battle belt was tight enough so that it would not slide off of his body. 
Arcades’s left leg lost its hold, but he was able to place it on the side of the machine to keep his 
position. The human screamed at Arcades as he tried to toss him off the side, “Agggh!!” Arcades 
avoided the incoming attack, and he pushed himself out of the way while trying to stay on the 
machine. Zero was genuinely not expecting for the fox to avoid his attack, and he tumbled off of 
the machine. The human grabbed onto the side of the machine before he was able to fall to a 
fiery demise. 

The fox saw the human go overboard, but he rolled onto his stomach before going any 
closer. Arcades pushed himself upwards while his GRY cut into the torso material of his combat 
shirt, and he could still see the human’s bloodied fingers holding on to the side of the platform. 
Arcades got up on his knees and looked over the side to see the bright flames and ashes spewing 
upwards. The fox looked directly into Zero’s eyes, but the human did not appear to be afraid of 
the fox. If anything, Zero’s facial expression was that of hate and disdain. Arcades knew that 
Zero could still walk out of the facility alive, so he extended his burned gloved hand outwards to 
the human. Zero saw the genuine look of concern in Arcades’ eyes, but he only returned a look 
of hatred. The human spoke his final words to the fox, “I will never grab the hand of an anthro 
like you.” Arcades still held out his hand and reminded the human of his offer, “You don’t have 
to die here!” The human let one of his hands go, and he could feel the rising fire quickly 
warming up his body, “I must die here now. It’s time for me to go to hell.” Before Arcades could 
grab the human’s arm, Zero let go and plummeted into the fire while letting out one final scream. 
The human’s body disappeared into the flames, and the agonizing screams died out after about a 
quarter of a minute. Arcades looked in horror at the fire, but he realized that the human was 


gone. 


The fox, with his hands still rapidly trembling, shifted his position from his knees and sat 
on the top of the machine while hoping that the fire would not consume him. The smoke was 
becoming overwhelming for the fox, and he did not have any type of respirator on him to help 
him breathe in the smoke. Arcades looked down at what was left of his clothes, and he pulled up 
the damaged collar of his combat shirt and tried to use it to filter out at least some of the smoke. 
He did not know how long he would be trapped in this fiery room. Arcades considered that it 
may be his time to meet the Lord, so he prayed, “Lord, Jesus Christ. If this is Your day to finally 
call me up to You, then I want to pray for all of these anthros in this facility. I pray that You will 
have mercy on their souls. I pray that anybody who will still die today will repent and trust in 
You for eternal salvation and forgiveness. Lord, I’m ready to meet You... ” Arcades began to 
lose consciousness due to the smoke, so he knew that he had to wrap up his prayer quickly, 
“Lord... If You want me... I’m ready to see You... I’ve d-done my mission...” Arcades prayed 
for the last thing he could think of, “Lord, I pray that as many people as possible, anthros or 
humans, will be able to spend eternity in paradise rather than damnation in hell...” Arcades 
concluded his prayer, “Lord, I want to pray and thank You for all of my friends and family I’ve 
had throughout my life. I’m ready to meet You... In Jesus’ name... Amen!” Arcades passed out 
within seconds of finishing his prayer. 

The Dreadnought, with fires all over its hull, drove slowly as it would be soon unable to 
continue. During the time Arcades fought with Zero, the vehicle had managed to down six 
aircraft: the remaining two F-35Cs, two of the F/A-18F Block IIs, one of the Su-33s, and the last 
Rafale M. The final two aircraft, an Su-33 and a Super Hornet, circled the crippled Dreadnought. 
The vehicle had sustained critical damage from the combined air attack, and it did not have much 


life left in it. Though all four compartments of the XVP-1 were now on fire, it still continued to 


fire its CIWS and remaining missiles. “This is Pole 3, the thing’s still going!” The EW&C 
operative replied, “You two are all that’s left. You must take the vehicle down.” The 
Dreadnought continued to fire, but the vehicle’s throttle became stuck. The vehicle started to 
drive towards the western wall of Facility Zero slowly, but the mechanical failures did not stop 
the vehicle from firing at the last two CDI aircraft still in the sky. The Dreadnought saw that the 
last Super Hornet was coming in close to use its autocannon, so the Dreadnought responded by 
firing its CIWS. The Super Hornet was struck by HE rounds fired by the CIWS, and it was 
unable to maintain altitude as it barreled towards the vehicle. The pilot pulled up and ejected 
from the Super Hornet before it collided with anything, “This is Roof 1, we’re done for!” 

The pilot had yawed the aircraft to the right before ejecting, and the plane had collided 
with a large part of Facility Zero’s roof in the western part of the facility. When the roof was 
broken away, thick smoke emerged from the building. The smoke was so thick that the single 
remaining pilot had to comment on it, “Holy shit! This is Pole 3, the rear of the building must be 
on fire from the inside. There’s a shitton of smoke coming out!” The EW&C operator could not 
see anything but the radar, “Is the vehicle still active?” The Flanker-D pilot looked over to the 
Dreadnought and could see that the vehicle was crashing into the same part of the facility that the 
Super Hornet crashed into. When the XVP-1 collided with the building and tore it apart, more 
thick smoke emerged from the gaping hole. The Dreadnought only continued a little further 
before it finally stalled. Within the Dreadnought, its automated self-destruct system was engaged 
since the computer detected the vehicle was disabled. The MJ12 anthros piloting the 
Dreadnought stayed inside and did not attempt to disembark from the burning vehicle; they were 


not told to do so. 


The Su-33 flew around the site and the pilot looked up at the thick smoke in the sky, 
“The vehicle isn’t moving, and it’s not firing. I think it’s disabled.” The EW&C operator replied, 
“Copy. Are you able to confirm that the vehicle has been disabled? Over.” Pole 3 lowered his 
airspeed, and he flew around the side of the XVP-1 to see if it would fire anything at him. Pole 3 
spoke to the pilots who survived on the ground, “Anybody who survived, can you see the vehicle 
from where you are? Over.” Vent 2 replied, “Copy. I see it. It doesn’t appear to be targeting you. 
Over.” Another downed pilot replied, “This is Door 4, I think you’re in the clear as well. Over.” 
One more pilot spoke, “This is Roof 2-Actual, I can see it from here with my navigator as well. 
We agree that the vehicle has been disabled. Over.” The EW&C operator decided to declare the 
objective as fulfilled, “Roger... I guess that it’s done for.” 

The Su-33 prepared to fly over the stalled Dreadnought, “Phew... I guess I’m supposed 
to remain here for -- Shit!” The pilot was interrupted as the XVP-1’s explosion timer finished 
and the vehicle exploded. Shrapnel was sent into the sky, and Pole 3 happened to fly right over 
the vehicle as the shrapnel was sent flying. The Su-33’s airframe received critical damage due to 
the shrapnel embedded in the wings and fuselage, and the aircraft started to trail smoke as well. 
The EW&C operator questioned what had happened to the Su-33, “Pole 3, what is your status? 
Are you alright? Over.” The operator received a response from one of the downed pilots instead, 
“Control, this is Roof 2-2, Pole 3 just took shrapnel from the vehicle’s explosion. Over.” Vent 2 
spoke next from the ground, “Control this is Vent 2, the ground vehicle just exploded! Pole 3 
was caught in it. Over.” The EW&C operator tried to take the transmissions one at a time, 
“Dammit... Is he still flying? Pole 3, what is your status? Over.” To his surprise, Pole 3 actually 
was able to reply, “Control, this is Pole 3. I won’t be able to make it back to the carrier. I’m 


commencing an emergency landing on the ground. Over.” 


After the EW&C operator acknowledged the pilot’s decision to perform an emergency 
landing, the pilot deployed the landing flaps and landing gear. With both of the engines stalled, 
the pilot knew that he had to use remaining momentum in order to land the aircraft. The pilot 
tried to create enough drag to slow the aircraft, but not too much drag as the aircraft would come 
down at a rough angle. The pilot was able to level out the plane despite the shrapnel embedded in 
several parts of the aircraft, and he applied the air brakes as the rear wheels touched the ground. 
The front wheel touched the ground moments later, and the pilot felt the bumps from the rough 
terrain as the Flanker-D began to slow down. The rear gear on the port side of the aircraft 
collapsed, and the sudden loss of balance caused for the rest of the landing gear to collapse as 
well. Inertia caused the pilot to ram his helmeted head against the control console as the plane 
slowed to a stop. When the Su-33 finally came to a complete stop, the pilot opened his eyes to 
see his cracked pilot visor. The pilot spoke over the radio as his hands were still shaking due to 
the situation, “This is Pole 3, I’ve made it down alive. Over.” The pilot heard a few cheers from 
his comrades, “This is Door 1, solid copy! Glad to have you alive!” 

The pilot of the final aircraft pressed the canopy release and watched as the canopy 
moved up about halfway before getting stuck. The pilot then disabled his ejection seat and blew 
the canopy off by pulling the ejection handle. The canopy landed about twenty meters behind the 
aircraft and cracked once it hit the ground. The pilot removed his seatbelt and started to climb 
out of his aircraft after leaving his pilot helmet inside of the aircraft. The human stepped out on 
the rocky ground, and he looked over to Facility Zero in the distance. A thick plume of black 
smoke covered much of the sky, and multiple parts of the building as well as the remains of the 
Dreadnought as a whole were still on fire. Most of the gunfire had also ceased, but Pole 3 was 


too far away from the facility to hear much gunfire anyways. The human took a seat on the 


ground and took a deep breath to calm himself down. He was frightened throughout the whole 
mission, and he was finally glad that he was not taking fire from the Dreadnought. 

A few minutes later, Jim’s Stealth Hawk descended past the black smoke clouds, and the 
human looked out the window at the remains of Facility Zero. He knew that Arcades, Jason, and 
Bocchino were still inside, but he figured that he should land in case they were ready to come 
out. The human descended upon the facility, and one of the downed pilots commented on the 
Stealth Hawk, “This is Door 1, I can see a black helicopter approaching the facility. Is this our 
SAR? Over?” The second surviving Super Hornet crew replied, “This is Roof 1-Actual, tell the 
SAR craft to come a little closer to the facility. He’s a little too far away. Over.” The EW&C 
operator did not see any additional aircraft on the radar, “Negative, we did not send any more 
aircraft out from the carrier. What are you guys looking at? Over.” Pole 3 replied as he sat and 
watched the Stealth Hawk come in for a landing, “This is Pole 3, I’m looking at it too. It looks 
unarmed, but it’s definitely not with CDI.” 

After CDI’s battle with the MJ12 anthros, only five operatives remained out of the sixty- 
four who came in the first place. The final five operators moved into the area where Jason and 
Bocchino were after using the hand of a deceased MJ12 anthro to open the door. The humans 
aimed their rifles at Jason and Bocchino, and they saw the two anthros lying injured in a pool of 
their own combined blood. Jason raised his arms once he saw the humans, “Hey, don’t shoot! 
We’re not with them!” The humans pointed their weapons at the two anthros, and they saw Jason 
squint when the flashlight shined upon his eyes. The humans looked around and could see 
numerous deceased MJ12 anthros in the room, but there were no CDI personnel lying on the 
ground. Multiple STANAG magazines from the ARX-160 and the HK433 also were scattered 


about the ground along with empty shell casings. Jason’s plate carrier was sitting not far from 


him, and it was clear that he had been shot several times in his chest. Bocchino was relatively 
unresponsive, and he did not have anything to say for once. The cat did lose a lot of blood, and 
he even had a couple of tourniquets strapped on him: one was strapped around his left arm with 
another around his right leg. 

Jason had a tourniquet around his left leg, but he did not lose as much blood as Bocchino 
did. The cat looked over to the wolf and quietly spoke, “For a fuckin’ fag, you did a pretty good 
job at not letting me die...” Jason looked to his left and replied to the cat, “I’m not about that 
lifestyle. Not anymore, Bobby.” Bocchino closed his eyes and tried not to focus on the pain, 
“Once a fag, always a fag. That’s what I have to say.” Jason replied to the cat again, “Kurt would 
disagree with ya, mate.” Bocchino shook his head and opened his eyes again, “That fox is a real 
fucking--” The cat stopped as he felt a sharp pain in his side and groaned instead. The CDI 
operatives brushed the dirt out of their goggles before rendering aid to the two anthros. Jason let 
go of his HK433 as the CDI operatives moved him. Bocchino’s ARX-160 sat next to him, but he 
was in enough pain that he did not want to reach for anything as well. Though he was not the 
best fan of humans, he’d rather have them tend to them than die alone. 

Arcades’ eyes slowly opened, and he slowly looked up to the ceiling. The ceiling was 
gone, and most of the smoke had trailed out. The fox looked around himself, and he could see 
that the fire had mostly dissipated in the giant room he was in. Arcades looked directly upwards, 
and he could see the sun shining directly on his face. The fox lacked his sunglasses, so he 
squinted once the light hit his eyes. Arcades felt himself for injuries, but he did not seem to have 
been bummed more than he was during his fight. The fox sat still, and he looked at the Salient 
GRY which was still in his hands. The fox was beginning to realize that he was still alive. 


Arcades took a breather before he decided he was ready to get going; he knew that he did not 


have any business staying where he was. Arcades needed to find Jason and Bocchino. The fox 
slowly got to his feet, and he did feel very sore and wobbly since the adrenaline left him after the 
fight. Arcades shuffled his way to the side of the machine, and he looked downwards to see the 
ground. The machine did have an access ladder on the side which was unharmed by the fire, so 
he began to slowly climb down while he enjoyed the silence for a change. 

When the fox reached the bottom of the floor, he stepped in liquid, and he looked over to 
the tubes of broken glass. The liquid from the tubes was all over the floor, and Arcades also saw 
several anthros who were charred from the fire. The fox shook his head since he did not like 
seeing the dead anthros, but he had to look around the large room for the area he came out from. 
Arcades eventually spotted a structure which resembled the railing he leaped from when he first 
pursued Zero, so he started walking his way towards a ladder connected to the railing while 
trying to avoid the broken glass littering the floor. After the fox took a few more steps, he started 
feeling pain in his legs, so he was forced to start limping instead. Arcades looked down at his 
body, and he could see his bare legs. He realized that he cut his combat pants at the upper thigh 
when they started burning, so he was now practically wearing a pair of Rhodesian short-shorts 
again. Arcades remembered that he was indeed missing some of his equipment, but he still had 
his Salient GRY, so he felt satisfied enough to leave. He did not want to search around the room 
to look for his sunglasses and hat while he could potentially miss an extraction. 

Finally approaching the ladder, Arcades began climbing. The fox’s climbing process was 
very sluggish due to the pain he was feeling, but he knew that he couldn’t stop now. He had 
made it so far, and he was not ready to quit. Arcades reached the top of the ladder after almost an 
entire minute elapsed, and he pulled himself up with the strength he still had in him. The fox 


moved over to an open access door, and he entered it. Arcades limped down the hall he chased 


Zero through, and he eventually reached the door Zero entered in order to make it to the anthro 
manufacturing part of Facility Zero. Arcades was relieved to see that the door was opened by 
pressing a button rather than scanning his hand, otherwise he would be trapped in Facility Zero. 
Arcades pressed the button, and he watched as the automated door slid open. The fox walked 
through the doorway slowly, and he was now in the same location where he first encountered 
Zero at. There were a few bodies of MJ12 anthros in the room, but Arcades was ready to just get 
going. 

The fox eventually shuffled his way to the door which he had opened in the first place to 
confront Zero, but he saw that he needed his keycard to open the door. The fox reached for his 
upper thigh pocket, but he quickly realized that he did not have the pocket anymore. Arcades 
thought of a different solution, so he reached into the kit on his battle belt, and he removed the 
RFID cloner tool. The fox was glad to see that the binary data from the tool was still available, 
so he held it in front of the reader and pressed a button that would send the copied data to the 
RFID reader. The door beeped and opened, and Arcades was greeted by two CDI members 
holding him at gunpoint. The fox’s hands trembled as he raised them away from the Salient GRY 
hanging from the sling on his chest, but he found himself unable to speak. Jason spoke for the 
fox instead, “Kurt! You made it! Thank the Lord!” When the CDI operatives heard the wolf 
speak, they lowered their weapons and realized that Arcades was not a target. The fox took two 
steps forward before he dropped to his knees. Jason realized that a good portion of Arcades’s 
white fur was black from the smoke, and he could see that some of the fox’s fur appeared 
noticeably burnt, “Kurt, what happened to you?” The fox said nothing, but he still sat up on his 


knees holding the RFID cloner in his hand. Arcades had the thousand-yard stare in his eyes, and 


his face was completely devoid of any emotions. The fox dropped the tool and he fell forwards 
on his face, landing on top of his Salient GRY. “Kurt!” Jason yelled as the fox blacked out again. 

When the fox awoke next, he found himself lying in a bed in a sick bay. Arcades looked 
around, and he was able to see Jason to his right and Bocchino to his left. The wolf heard the fox 
wake up again, “Kurt? Are you awake, mate?” The fox looked over to Jason and spoke to the 
wolf the first time in a while, “J-Jason... I did it... That guy... He’s --” Arcades couldn’t finish 
his last phrase. The wolf smiled at the fox, “Yeah, I knew you could do it, Kurt.” Bocchino 
spoke next, “Kurt, you looked like you went through fucking hell and back. What the fuck did 
you do in there?” Arcades rolled over to his left to see Bocchino looking at him. Arcades did not 
have anything to say, but Jason spoke more after he finished typing something on his phone, 
“Kurt, if you’re wondering where we are, we’re onboard CDI’s aircraft carrier. Jim brought us 
there, and they’re gonna take us back to the port in England. Jim said that he’ ll take us back to 
Sealand where we’ll stay for a little bit before we can go back to the US.” Arcades looked up at 
the ceiling, “Yeah, that’s good...” Whenever the fox moved around, he could feel pain. Arcades 
grunted, and Jason spoke in response, “Take it easy, Kurt. You didn’t look too good when you 
came out of that door. It’Il be a few days we’ll be on this carrier before we can get back to 
England. We’re not going anywhere.” Arcades looked around the room, but he did not see Jim, 
“Where’s Jim?” Jason replied, “I texted him when you woke up. He said he’lI be here soon.” 

A few moments after Jason finished speaking, Jim entered the carrier’s sick bay, “If you 
guys thought what happened inside was a madhouse, you should’ve seen what happened 
outside.” Arcades looked at the human, “Jim... You made it too?” Jason could tell that the fox 
was still not entirely coherent, “Kurt, all four of us made it out alive.” Jim began to inform the 


fox of what happened while they were inside of Facility Zero, “While you guys were in there, 


Omega used that big vehicle outside to shoot down all sixteen aircraft CDI sent at them. I got to 
watch the entire thing from a safe distance.” Jason nodded, “Yeah, and while you were in there 
tracking that guy who ran, those anthros started shooting at us. We fought the whole lot of “em 
off. They put a few rounds into Bobby over there. You should’ve heard him. He was a real top 
bloke!” 

Bocchino spoke once the wolf finished, “Yeah, fuck you too, faggot.” Jason chuckled 
since he did not take the cat’s words personally. Jim had another thing to say to Arcades, “Kurt, 
don’t worry about your guns and gear. We grabbed all of that for you before we left. CDI 
finished their clean-up, and we’ll be heading back to the UK for now. I’ve already spoken with 
the Prince of Sealand, and he said that we can stay with him for a week or two while we recover 
some more.” Arcades smiled as he tried to relax, “That’s good...” Arcades was glad that his 
mission was finally complete. Jason grabbed a book that was next to his bed, “Hey, Kurt. You’re 
gonna be glad that I took this off the chopper before we got here!” Arcades looked over to his 
right to see what the wolf had, “Hmm?” The fox eventually recognized the book once his eyes 
focused, “Is that -- my Bible?” Jason nodded, “Yeah, it sure is. I can read it for you while we’re 
on our way back.” Bocchino scoffed, “Fuck, we don’t need two Kurts now. I can only handle 
one of him at a fucking time. Fuck...” Arcades chuckled as he rolled over to his left, “Hah, 
Bobby. I don’t want you to forget that being born again is truly the only way to be saved.” The 
cat shook his head, “Well, I don’t think I can climb back up my mother’s womb now. A bit too 
fuckin’ late for that.” Arcades replied with the true meaning of being born again, “Except a man 
be born of water and the Spirit, he cannot enter the Kingdom of God. That which is born of flesh 
is flesh, and that which is born of the Spirit is spirit.” Bocchino took a deep breath, “This is 


gonna be a long ride back home.” The fox smiled and replied to the cat, “Then I'll make sure that 


I show you as much of God’s love as I can before we do get back! I want to see you live 


forever.” Bocchino took a deep breath and closed his eyes while he shook his head. 


Chapter 16 


Unsung Aftermath 


“Hey, what can I do for you today?” Arcades asked as a human and his young son 
entered his store. The human replied to the fox, “Hi, I’m thinking about buying a gun.” The fox 
nodded and then asked, “What do you expect to do with it? Hunting, recreational shooting, home 
defense?” The human shrugged, “Well, I was thinking about home defense, but then I was also 
thinking about going hunting every once and awhile --” Before the man could finish speaking, 
his young son pointed at Arcades’ captured XMP-1 on the wall, “Daddy look! That’s the IMR 
Mk2 from Call of Duty: Advanced Warfare 2\” Arcades smiled upon hearing the child’s 
comment, and the boy’s father’s face displayed that of slight embarrassment, “Sorry, my son 
really wanted to come. He’s been playing those video games for the Playstation 5.” Arcades 
replied, “Oh, no it’s completely fine. I remember playing the first Advanced Warfare when it was 
new. Gosh, that was over ten years ago.” 

The man returned to the previous subject, “So, what type of gun do you think would be 
best for something I can use for hunting and home defense?” The fox turned around and looked 
at his gun wall, “Well... Would you rather have a revolver or a shotgun?” The human did not 
know which to choose, “Um... I’m not sure.” Arcades turned back around to face the customer, 
“Tf you want, you can try one of them out on our range outside. It only costs how many rounds 
you fire. We have our ammo prices on the shelves over there.” The human turned around and 


looked over to the shelves, but the child saw another weapon of interest on the wall, “Daddy! 


Daddy! Look! It’s the KF5 from Advanced Warfare 2!” Arcades saw that the child was pointing 
to a Sig Sauer MPX. Arcades remembered when he used to play video games, but he eventually 
grew out of them. 

The human returned back to the fox’s desk holding a box of 9x19mm Parabellum rounds, 
“Yeah, how about I’ll try something that’s 9mm? It seems to be cheaper than some of the other 
bullets.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, sure thing. Which weapon would you like to try?” The child 
pointed to a Heckler & Koch MPS5SD on the wall, “Daddy! I wanna shoot the silenced machine 
gun!” The child’s father said, “Chris, don’t you get enough of those in your video games?” 
Arcades spoke up, “The MPS5SD fires the ammunition you’re holding. You could give it a try if 
you want. I’ll even let you fire it full-auto.” The father looked surprised, “Full-auto? Isn’t that 
illegal?” The fox shook his head, “Nope. Our company, Fox Armaments, is an LLC, so we can 
own fully-automatic weapons. We just can’t sell them to individuals because they’re made after 
May of 1986. We let people rent our full-auto weapons, but we are required to stand by and 
make sure nothing bad happens. It’s a liability thing.” The father acknowledged the fox and 
looked back up at the gun wall before looking at the fox’s Salient GRY on the wall, “What’s that 
gun up there? I’ve never seen one with a front-end like that before.” 

Arcades looked at his Salient GRY and replied, “Oh, that’s my Salient Arms 
International Tier 1 AR-15 GRY. It’s a weapon I could never quite let go. It’s also full-auto, but 
the company makes a semi-auto version.” The father nodded, “Well... That one sure looks 
interesting. You’ve got a scope and everything on it.” The fox said, “Yeah, I’ve got an EOTech 
EXPS3 Holographic Sight with a magnifier made by the same company. It can flip from side-to- 
side so you can in effect toggle your magnification on the go.” The father thought about 


something else to ask the fox, ““You mentioned revolvers right? Is Smith & Wesson a good brand 


for those?” When the man mentioned the manufacturer, the fox remembered his many 
experiences with Smith & Wesson products which were not firearms. Arcades blinked a couple 
times to rid himself of those other products, “O-oh yeah, Smith & Wesson is pretty good. They 
make many products used by military and police forces all around the world. I’ve used plenty of 
them before...” The fox stopped himself before he could mention the non-firearm products. 
Arcades remembered the caliber that the human picked out, “They make some pistols that fire 
9mm and even a revolver. Would you like to try either of those out?” 

The human nodded, “Alright. I'll try that out.” Arcades opened the cabinet underneath his 
desk, and he pulled out a black Smith & Wesson M&P 9 2.0 handgun. The fox asked a quick 
question, “Do you mind the color? These come in black or tan.” The man shook his head, “Oh, 
no. I don’t care.” Arcades then walked over to his rack and brought the MP5SD down before 
collapsing the stock to make it easier to handle. The man asked another question, “Is that gonna 
cost me more? Shooting both of those?” The fox shook his head, “Oh, no. Ammo is the only 
thing that we charge to shoot something here. Both are chambered in the same caliber.” The fox 
looked back at the handgun he was holding, “The M&P9 could be used for home defense, but 
it’s kinda unstable for hunting. If I were you, I’d pick something that has a stock and a longer 
barrel. Handguns in my opinion are less effective for hunting purposes.” The man looked at the 
MP5SD, but he remembered Arcades saying that he could not legally sell the submachine gun, 
“Do they have something in 9mm that’s like that?” 

The fox nodded, “Yeah, I'll get that in a moment, hold on. Arcades locked the MP5SD’s 
bolt backwards and placed it on the desk after locking the slide back on the M&P 9 2.0. The fox 
moved to a different gun rack, and he removed an AR-15 chambered in 9x19mm. Arcades 


returned with the weapon, “This is the AR-9. It’s functionally the same as the ever-popular AR- 


15, but it fires 9mm instead of 5.56. It’s cheaper than alternatives such as the Sig Sauer MPX 
that your son pointed out earlier.” The man asked for the price of the AR-9, “How much does 
that one cost there? The one you just brought down?” Arcades replied, “Five hundred and fifty 
dollars. Also, for this one you don’t have to wait three days to pick it up after purchasing it. For 
the handgun, you’d have to do that.” The man asked a follow-up question, ““Why?” Arcades 
replied, “It’s a legal thing. If it were up to me, then you wouldn’t need to do that. Heck, if it were 
up to me, I’d sell this MPSSD for one thousand dollars. Unfortunately, we’re not allowed to do 
that thanks to a federal law. Those laws don’t make too much sense in my opinion.” 

The man looked at the M&P 9 2.0 on the table, “Hmm... You know I’d probably rather 
shoot the long gun instead of that.” Arcades nodded, dropped the slide of the M&P 9, put the 
empty magazine back inside, and placed the handgun back into the display case, “Sure thing. 
How many rounds would you like to shoot? We sell one hundred rounds of 9mm for fifteen 
dollars.” The man shrugged, “Ehh... I guess we can do one box of that.” Arcades then said, 
“Alright, that'll be fifteen dollars.” The man reached into his pocket and pulled out twenty 
dollars, “How about this?” Arcades took the dollar bill, and he placed it in the cash register after 
giving the man a little under five dollars back to account for sales tax. The fox nodded, “Yeah, 
that’s fine.” Arcades then grabbed two pairs of off-brand Oakley SI 3.0 M Frames and two green 
pairs of Howard Leight Impact headsets before handing them both to the man. Arcades said, “Put 
those on. You want to keep your hearing, right?” The man handed one pair of the glasses to his 
son before he placed the electronic headset over his son’s ears. Arcades gave the man the box of 
ammunition once he was finished, ““You can carry this, and pick out a target that you want as 


well. Meet me out there when you’re done.” 


Arcades grabbed both the MP5SD and the AR-9 after putting on his own personal pair of 
Oakley SI Radar EV Path glasses and electronic earplugs, but he opened the door behind his 
desk before he went any further, “Hey, Jason. Can you watch the front for me while I’m out 
there with these guys?” Jason replied as he approached the door, “Yeah, mate. I’ve got it.” The 
wolf came out of the door, and he approached the counter. Arcades, still holding both weapons, 
approached the door to the outside, and the man was now able to see that the fox was wearing a 
dark polo tucked into khaki shorts, but the fox was wearing no shoes. The man asked the fox, 
“Say, you don’t wear shoes?” Arcades shook his head, “Nah, us anthros don’t really need them.” 
The man asked another question to the fox since anthros had different ear shapes than humans, 
“How do you guys wear hearing protection? Your ears aren’t the same as ours.” The fox pointed 
to his ears, “I’ve got electronic earplugs. They’re effectively the same as the headsets I gave you, 
but they’re more or less easier for anthros to use.” The man acknowledged the fox, “Oh, I 
understand.” He looked behind himself, and he could see that his son was looking at various rifle 
scopes on the other side of the wall, “Chris, come on.” The man’s son heard his father and 
hurried his way over to him. 

Arcades exited the store, and he looked over to the range which he had set up outside. 
The fox approached one of the stations, and he placed both weapons on the wooden table. He 
looked at the post for the target which was about ten meters away. The fox figured that the 
distance would be suitable for 9mm. Arcades looked at the MP5SD, and he could see that the 
bolt was currently locked back. However, he noticed that the AR-9’s bolt was not locked back. 
The fox pulled the AR-style charging handle backwards until the lower half of the bolt catch was 
able to be pressed and lock the bolt back. Arcades then pushed the charging handle back into the 


upper receiver after the charging handle did not hold on to the bolt carrier group anymore. 


Hearing a door open, the fox turned around to see the man emerge with his son while carrying a 
paper target. When the man got closer to the fox, he asked, “You don’t have any of those targets 
that I’ve seen other people use? On Facebook, a lot of people shoot targets that have silhouettes 
of people on them.” The fox replied after briefly remembering his assault on Facility Zero, “Oh, 
no. We don’t believe in shooting at people, so that’s why we don’t carry any of those.” 

Arcades reached out his hand to accept the target, “I'll put that up for you.” The man 
handed the fox the target, “Oh, thanks. By the way, I don’t think I caught your name.” Arcades 
did not remember telling the man his name, so he said, “I’m Kurt Hofmeier.” The man nodded, 
“Kurt? My name’s Jake.” Arcades grabbed a staple gun hanging off of one of the wooden 
dividers, and he held the target as he pushed it up against the wooden shooting board. The fox 
placed nine staples in the square target before returning back to the shooting corrals. Arcades put 
the staple gun back where he got it, and he returned to Jake and Chris. The fox asked Jake, “Are 
you familiar with this type of weapon?” Jake shook his head, “Nah. I’ve actually never shot a 
gun before.” Arcades nodded, “Oh, there’s nothing to it. ?’1l show you how it works, and it’s 
really easy once you get the hang of it.” The fox looked down at the two weapons and picked up 
the AR-9 first, “Let’s try this one first. I think it’s easier to work with.” 

Jake opened the box of ammunition and looked at the 9mm rounds in the box. Arcades 
looked at the magazine of the AR-9, “You know how to load that yourself?” The human grabbed 
the magazine from off the table and inspected it, “I think I can figure it out.” Arcades stood by 
waiting while Jake managed to load five rounds into the AR-9. The human paused before 
inserting more rounds, “How many bullets does this take?” The fox did not know the magazine 
capacity off the top of his head, but he took a rough estimate, “I’d say about twenty. The MP5SD 


magazine holds thirty; that I know for sure.” Jake loaded ten rounds in total and decided to stop 


loading more rounds into the magazine. The human looked back over to the fox, “Alright, I think 
I’m ready.” Arcades walked the human through the loading process, “All you’ve gotta do now is 
put that magazine into the receiver. See that opening on the bottom in front of the trigger?” 

Jake made sure the rounds were facing the correct direction before he inserted the 
magazine into the pistol-caliber carbine. The human then looked at the weapon while Arcades 
saw the barrel facing almost upwards and pushed the front of the barrel down with his left hand, 
“Make sure you keep that pointed at your target. It’s for safety reasons.” Jake realized what the 
fox was telling him, “Oh, whoops.” Arcades smiled and replied, “Oh, it’s alright. It may not even 
be loaded quite yet, but it’s important that you always consider a weapon to be loaded anyways. 
It helps to prevent -- unfortunate accidents.” Jake looked down at his target, but he did not know 
what to do next. Arcades looked at the chamber of the AR-9, and he could see that it was still 
locked open, “Now, you need to load a round into the chamber. The AR-9 operates much like 
any other ArmaLite-15 platform, so you have two options from here. I’1l tell you the easy one: 
Do you see the button on the left side of the weapon? Press that.” Jake kept the carbine pointed 
in the general direction of the target as he located the bolt catch. The human found the button, 
but he looked up at Arcades for confirmation, “Is it this one?” The fox nodded, “Yeah, press 
that.” 

Jake depressed the bolt catch, and he heard a somewhat loud click as the bolt carrier 
group was sent forwards to chamber a round. Arcades nodded his head once the human 
successfully loaded the weapon. Before going any further, Jake turned his head to see that his 
son was still standing by and watching to his left. Arcades spoke from Jake’s right, “Alright, 
you're now loaded. Flip that little sliding lever next to the trigger. That’s your safety. Push it 


downwards to set the weapon to fire.” Jake took his eyes off the target again as he looked down 


at the weapon in his hands and tried to locate the safety selector. The human saw what he 
believed to be the switch the fox was talking about, so he pushed the lever down with his thumb. 
He heard a subtle click next, and Arcades heard it as well, “There you go. You’re ready to fire. 
Keep your finger off of the trigger before you’re ready to fire. Then, you just need to squeeze the 
trigger with the tip of your finger to fire. Make sure you hold it nice and tight. It may be a 9mm 
weapon, but you still need to have control of the weapon.” 

The fox looked at Jake as he used the AR-9’s ironsights to get a visual on the target. 
Arcades then said, “Make sure you line up that front sight post with the rear sight. When you 
have it level, put what you want to shoot at on the tip of that front post. I dunno what range it’s 
zeroed for, but it shouldn’t be too much of a problem at this distance.” Jake did not reply to the 
fox, but he did adjust his stance to hold the rifle more stable. The human looked at his target, and 
he finally squeezed the trigger after about a quarter of a minute. The weapon fired, and the round 
landed within the target. The human lowered the weapon’s barrel as he looked at the target, “Did 
I hit it?” Arcades nodded, “I believe so. How’d you like it?” Jake looked down at the weapon, 
but he still kept it pointed down at the target, “That was... A bit louder than I expected. Even 
with this headset.” The fox said, “Do you want to finish that magazine? I think you have nine 
rounds left.” Jake looked back over to the target, but his son spoke next, “Hey Daddy! I wanna 
shoot it!” Arcades looked down at the child before looking at Jake and chuckling, “Heh, 
somebody’s excited!” Jake still held the AR-9, “I wanna finish this magazine.” Though the 
human would not give his son a chance to use the AR-9, the fox subtly took the MP5SD 
magazine from the table and began to load some rounds into the magazine. Jake’s concentration 


on the target prevented him from seeing Arcades load the magazine of the submachine gun. 


The human fired a shot about every half minute, and he was actively trying to hit the 
target directly in the center. Arcades would look up about every time the human fired to see 
where he was shooting, and the fox could see that Jake was landing shots within the target but 
not in the bullseye. The target groupings were also scattered and imprecise at best. Arcades heard 
the father’s son again, “When are you gonna let me shoot? Daddy!” Jake ignored his son, but 
Arcades finished loading fifteen rounds into the MP5SD’s magazine. The fox quietly placed the 
magazine back on the table next to the submachine gun, and he looked back at Jake as the human 
finished firing his last round. When the human fired the tenth round, the bolt of the AR-9 locked 
backwards. Jake went to pull the trigger again, but he noticed that not only did it feel different to 
pull, nothing came out the end of the gun. Jake looked at the weapon, ““What’s that?” The fox 
replied while pointing at the open chamber, “You’re out of ammunition. This weapon is able to 
lock the bolt backwards when you are empty. Here, put it back on the table.” Jake looked at his 
target again, but he lowered the weapon before placing it on the table with the empty chamber 
visible to both himself and the anthro. Arcades pointed out the fact that the chamber was open, 
“To make sure that your weapon is empty, you can look into the chamber from here to see that 
no rounds are in the magazine. Then, you remove the magazine and pull that handle backwards a 
couple times.” The fox picked the weapon up to demonstrate the action to Jake. Arcades 
removed the magazine, placed it on the table, and racked the charging handle three times before 
setting the weapon back on the table after manually locking the bolt back again. 

Arcades looked over to Jake’s son next and smiled, “How about you let Chris here use 
the cooler weapon?” The eight-year-old boy became excited, “I wanna shoot the cool gun!” Jake 
was somewhat hesitant, but he felt he could trust the fox, “You seem to know what you’re doing. 


Alright, you can teach my son to shoot.” Arcades nodded towards the father, “Not to worry, I'll 


be making sure nothing goes wrong.” The fox looked back at the boy and used an incorrect 
method to describe the MP5SD, but it was a term government officials would use to refer to the 
MPS5SD, “You ready to use the silenced machine gun?” Chris’ excitement was clearly visible, 
“Yeah! I wanna use the Call of Duty gun!” The fox chuckled before noticing that the boy would 
not be able to see over the shooting corral, “Hah... Hold on, just wait here for a moment.” 
Arcades walked away, but he came back within the same minute carrying a large 
sandbag. Jake used his arm to direct his son out of the way while the fox placed the sandbag on 
the ground. Arcades did not plop the bag on the ground since he did not want to kick up dirt 
which would get on the two humans. Jake looked at the large sandbag before looking back at the 
fox and commenting on his size, “That bag looks pretty big, even for you. I wouldn’t think 
somebody of your size would be able to lift it.” Arcades smiled and shrugged, “Well, I wouldn’t 
say that’s the first time somebody had something to say about my size.” Jake realized that his 
comment might have sounded rather rude, “Ah, that probably wasn’t the best thing I could say.” 
The fox was not offended, “Oh, don’t worry about that. I may be the thinnest guy I know, but I 
can still get the job done.” Jake did not know what the fox had gone through one year earlier. 
Memories from Facility Zero suddenly flashed by the fox’s eyes, but he briefly shook his head to 
get the thoughts out. Once Arcades’ mind was clear again, he got down on his knees and spoke 


'”? 


to the child with a smile, “Step right up, and we’ll get started!” The child eagerly stood on the 
sandbag, and he was able to see over the shooting deck. Chris looked at the two weapons sitting 
on the wooden shooting deck, but it was clear which weapon he found to be more interesting. 
The fox handed the child the MPSSD which he was excited to get ahold of, “There you 
go. Pretty cool, huh?” The child was taken back by the weight of the weapon, but he was still 


able to hold it, “Wow! This thing is so heavy! It’s so cool in Call of Duty!” The fox smiled as he 


listened to the child, remembering when he used to play video games such as Call of Duty, but he 
wanted to make sure Chris knew how to properly hold the MP5SD before proceeding any 
further. Arcades sat forth and spoke, “Put your left hand on that tube there, but don’t touch that 
smaller tube!” Chris held the MP5SD’s foregrip, but he was curious as to why Arcades would 
warn him against holding the barrel itself, “Why?” Arcades replied, “That little tube gets really 
hot! You wouldn’t wanna touch it when it’s hot now, would ya?” As the child held the 
handguard, he began to play with the fire-selector switch with his right hand, “What’s this do?” 
Arcades saw what the child was toggling, but he was not too worried since the weapon had no 
rounds loaded, “Don’t touch that until later. How’s that sound?” Chris took his right hand off of 
the fire-selector, but the fox told him where to place his right hand instead, “Grab the handle 
down there. Make sure you hold on tight!” Chris grabbed the pistol grip of the weapon, but he 
was already touching the trigger with his index finger. Arcades commented, “Your gun’s not 
ready yet, so you don’t need to pull that trigger now.” The human child released his finger from 
the trigger, and he moved it back to the pistol grip. 

Though there were better options at trigger discipline, Arcades decided to let the child 
hold the pistol grip with all five fingers. The fox noticed that Chris already held the stock up to 
his shoulder, but the retractable stock was still collapsed. Arcades found no reason to extend the 
stock since the boy seemed to already have enough trouble just holding the weapon in the first 
place. Arcades knew that he would have to help the child hold the weapon to continue firing it. 
The fox also decided that it would be best for him to load the weapon rather than Chris, so he 
picked the magazine up and placed it into the lower receiver of the MPSSD as the child was now 
struggling to keep the weapon held upright. Chris commented on the weight of the weapon 


again, “It’s so heavy!” Arcades scooted over while still on his knees, and he placed his hands 


underneath the child’s hands in order to bear some of the load for him. When the fox moved, the 
movement of his tail prompted Jake to take a quick look at the dirt Arcades had accumulated on 
the soles of his feet, and he was wondering why Arcades decided not to wear shoes. Chris 
immediately commented upon feeling the fox’s fur, “Wow! You’re furry!” Arcades began to 
laugh at the comment. 

When Arcades gathered his composure again, he realized all he needed to do now was to 
chamber a round and fire at the target. Before doing this, the fox made sure that he flipped the 
selector switch back to safe just in case Chris decided to pull the trigger early. Arcades had the 
idea of performing the “HK slap’ in front of Chris, “Hey, do you wanna see something cool?” 
The child was frankly happy with seeing anything which looked ‘cool’, “Yeah!” Arcades took 
his right hand off of the pistol grip which the child still held, and he made sure that he tightly 
held the handguard with his left hand since he would not expect for the child to be able to hold 
on to the weapon as he slapped the charging handle. Arcades held his hand up in front of the 
weapon for a few seconds, and he looked at the child to make sure that he was looking at his 
hand. The fox then slapped the charging handle, and it shot forwards as it returned to its ready 
position. The movement of the charging handle combined with the noise it made proved to be 
adequate stimulation for the child, “Wow, cool!” 

Arcades chuckled lightly as he placed his right hand back on the pistol grip and spoke, 
“We’re almost ready! Are you ready to shoot the machine gun?” The fox subtly changed the fire 
selector from safe, to semi, then to burst, and finally to fully automatic. The child was ready to 
see the weapon in action, “Yeah! I wanna shoot the machine gun!” Arcades looked over the 
child’s shoulder from where he was kneeling, and he could tell that the weapon was pointed in a 


safe direction. The fox pressed the still retracted stock up against the child’s shoulder, and he 


also held on tightly to the handguard and pistol grip. He was holding Chris’ left hand up against 
the handguard in order to make sure that he would not try to grab the integrally suppressed barrel 
as the weapon fired. Once Arcades deemed that he would be able to hold the weapon for the 
child so that he would not lose control, he said, “Alright, here we go! All you gotta do now is 
just pull that trigger and keep it held down!” Chris was excited, so he wasted no time moving his 
little finger into the trigger guard. However, the young human was unable to pull the trigger hard 
enough, but Arcades subtly moved his finger into the trigger guard as well and pulled the trigger 
for the child. The weapon fired and quickly depleted its magazine of fifteen rounds, and Chris’ 
face was a face of excitement and joy, “Wow! That was so cool! I got to shoot the machine gun 
from Call of Duty!” 

Arcades chuckled as he gave the child all of the credit, “Hah -- Yeah, you did! You fired 
the silenced machine gun!” As the child celebrated, the fox stood up, took back the MP5SD, and 
prepared to clear it. Arcades removed the magazine from the weapon and placed it on the table 
before he racked the charging handle a few times to ensure that no rounds were stuck in the 
chamber. After a few successful racks of the slide, the fox locked the charging handle back, 
switched the selector to safe, and placed the weapon back on the table. Once Arcades deemed 
that the both of the weapons were safe, he turned back to Chris, squatted down, and held out the 
palm of his hand, “How about a high-five?” The human child slapped the fox’s hand, and 
Arcades stood back up to address Jake, “So, how was that?” The child’s father looked at the two 
weapons on the table before looking at the fox, “Yeah. Not bad. I guess I’ll take the long gun.” 
Arcades nodded and picked up both weapons from the table after inserting the respective empty 


magazines back into each weapon. 


Jake grabbed the ammunition box which still held three quarters of the ammunition it 
originally came with, and he brought Chris with him as they followed Arcades back into the 
store. When they made it back inside, Arcades sat the MP5SD back on the rack and placed the 
AR-9 on the table. Jake and Chris handed the fox the borrowed ear and eye protection, and the 
fox also removed his own ear and eye protection as well. After he finished his task, Arcades 
grabbed a polymer weapon case which was the original box for the AR-9, and he placed the 
weapon inside of the box. The fox spoke to Jake when he made it to the counter, “I’m legally 
required to have you to fill out the background check forum. It shouldn’t take too long, so I’ll get 
that for you to fill out while I get everything you’re buying together.” Arcades turned to Jason, 
and he could see that the wolf was already in the process of retrieving one of the forums for the 
background check. Jason handed the forum to the fox and then Arcades handed it to the human. 
Jake retrieved the forum and began to fill it out. Arcades had one more question for the human, 
“Do you want your ammo in the case?” The human nodded, “Sure, that’ll be fine.” Arcades took 
the box of ammunition sitting on the counter and placed it in the polymer case with the rifle. The 
fox remembered that he still needed to include the manual of the weapon in the box. Arcades 
searched around for a few seconds and found the manual to the AR-9, but the fox was not 
prepared to include it in the box yet. Jason watched as the fox grabbed a small Gospel tract and 
inserted it about halfway into the manual. The fox then placed the manual with the embedded 
tract into the weapon case and closed it up. 

Within a few moments of Arcades finishing packing the weapon for his customer, he saw 
Jake approaching with the completed forum. The fox took the forum and inserted it into his 
computer. The computer would read the forum and reference Jake’s name with national police 


records almost instantly. The process completed, and it confirmed that the human was allowed to 


purchase the weapon. Arcades spoke of the outcome, “Alright, everything checks out. All I need 
from you now is payment for the weapon, and you’ll be on your way.” Jake reached into his 
pocket, removed his wallet, and he handed the fox his credit card. Arcades inserted the card into 
the chip-reader, and it validated within seconds. A receipt printed out within the next few 
seconds, and the fox handed the customer copy to the human along with the polymer case. Jake 
took both the receipt and the case, and Arcades spoke, “That weapon comes with a one year 
warranty from the manufacturer. That information’s in the manual, and I have that included in 
the case along with your ammunition. You may not read the manual, but I assure you that there is 
at least something in there worth looking at. I'd check it out if I were you. It goes over 
maintenance and everything.” Jake nodded in acknowledgement, “Thanks, Mr. ...” Jake was 
going to thank the fox, but he already forgot Arcades’ name. The fox smiled and provided his 
first name again, “Call me Kurt.” Jake replied as he began to walk towards the door, “Thanks, 
Kurt.” The fox waved to the father before waving to the son, “Thank you.” Jason stood aside as 
he waited for the two humans to leave the store. 

After the humans left the store, the wolf looked over to the fox and said, “Hey Kurt, isn’t 
it about closing time now, mate?” Arcades did not wear a watch, but he was close enough to read 
the computer’s clock, “Yup, it’s five-o’clock. I’ll go and lock the doors.” The fox moved from 
his place from behind the desk, and he went to go and lock the doors. While he performed this 
task, Jason looked at the different weapons on the walls. He saw the HK433, the Beretta ARX- 
160, the XMP-1 recovered from Facility Twenty-Four, an HK416A5, an HK G36, a Kriss 
Vector, an HK MP5K, and the fox’s personal Salient GRY. Jason continued looking at the 
weapons and he asked, “Are you ever going to sell some of the weapons we used back when we 


were still Fox Security?” Arcades finished locking the last door he needed and replied, “Well, I 


can’t sell most of those to regular Joes from off the street. Those are all full-auto weapons, but I 
can let people rent them out at our range.” Jason then asked a hypothetical question, “If you 
could sell them, would you?” Arcades shrugged before shaking his head, “Ehhh, not really. I 
guess they have meaning to me, and my GRY especially. I wouldn’t want to let those go. Not 
after what we’ve been through. The XMP-1 is also something that I wouldn’t want to let go. 
Since the Foundation is no more, we probably wouldn’t get another chance to have one of them.” 

Jason experienced what Arcades went through as well, “Yeah, I can see why you’d want 
to keep it.” As the fox returned to where Jason was, the wolf asked the fox another question, 
“Did Bobby ever tell you how he’s enjoying his construction job?” Arcades replied, “I haven’t 
heard from him in a couple months, but I do remember him saying that he was getting decent 
pay.” Jason remembered the Omega defector who helped them significantly, “What about Jim? 
Isn’t he a pilot for some helicopter touring company now?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah. He’s flying 
those civilian helicopters now for a tour company. I’ve heard from him a bit more recently, and 
he told me that it’s going pretty well for him. He works in California, and that’s pretty far from 
where we are.” Jason had another question, “He did change his last name, right?” The fox said, 
“Yep. He was a bit concerned that somebody would find him, so he changed his last name to 
MacLeod.” Neither Jason nor Arcades changed their names, “How come we didn’t need to 
change ours?” Arcades shrugged, “Well technically, nobody needed to change their names. Jim 
was just a bit concerned that somebody from the Foundation or whatever would be able to find 
him. Bobby didn’t change his name either.” 

Jason looked around the empty store, “Y’know Kurt, what’s up with you living where 
you work?” Arcades grabbed the MPS5SD from the rack where he had left the weapon, and he 


started playing with the charging handle, “You live here too, Jason. Just like you lived with me 


before we had our run-in with the Foundation.” Jason briefly remembered the events he and 
Arcades went through, “Blimey, I can’t believe that was almost a bloody year ago.” The fox 
locked the MPSSD’s charging handle back before performing the HK slap on it again, “But to 
answer your question, I like doing that because we’re small enough that we can do it. I mean, 
you and J are the only people we have working here, and that’s really all we need. We don’t see 
too many people coming in and out of here on a daily basis.” Jason looked around the relatively 
small store, “Yeah... I bet you like living with all of these guns here.” Arcades nodded as he 
slapped the charging handle of the MPSSD once again, “Well, you got that right for sure. 
Owning this store more or less gives me an excuse to keep my Salient GRY. You can thank the 
federal government for the LLC exemption.” 

Jason looked over to the Salient GRY sitting on the wall, “Didn’t you say you’d need to 
do something in order to otherwise keep it without owning a company?” Arcades nodded while 
looking at the weapon on the wall, “Yeah, I’d have to ‘destroy’ the lower and replace it with one 
that was semi-auto only. Salient Arms lowers are kinda hard to come by nowadays. Also, the 
HK433 I would have to get rid of since they don’t really have a civilian version of it.” Jason 
remembered the fox’s Pave Hawk, “Was it worth selling your helicopter to buy this place and all 
of those guns you’re selling?” Arcades nodded, “I’d say so. The helicopter was fun and 
everything, but I would have to buy another place to store it and to maintain it. It would cost me 
a bit more than I had at the time.” Jason watched the fox remove the empty magazine from the 
MPSSD before inserting it back into the weapon again, “We don’t really have a gun culture like 
you guys do where I’m from.” Arcades removed the magazine and inspected the feeding lip, “I 


know. Id say you guys are missing out. I’m pretty sure that almost everything in this building is 


against some Australian law.” Jason remembered the fox’s bag of restraints, “Guns aren’t the 
only things you have that are illegal in Australia, mate.” 

Arcades inserted the magazine again, but he did look at the wolf indirectly. He knew very 
well of what Jason was referring to, “Yeah, but I have no idea why they consider those 
prohibited weapons. If you want my honest opinion, the Chinese-made ones that don’t lock like 
traditional models should be considered the real weapons. Those things are like freakin’ death 
traps. I can’t believe those aren’t illegal, but my Smith & Wesson models are. At that rate, I’m 
pretty sure some people have made death traps over there with that Chinese crap, and it’s 
completely legal to the Australian government.” The wolf shrugged, “Perhaps. Who knows?” 
Arcades looked down at the suppressed submachine gun he was holding, “Are you glad you’ll be 
an American citizen soon enough?” Jason replied when Arcades looked back up at him, “Would 
you consider me liberated when I do become an American citizen?” The fox smirked, “Perhaps. 
At least you'd be able to legally keep most of these weapons off the wall.” Arcades spoke again, 
“T am glad that we moved to this state anyways after the Foundation saga. Alabama is where I 
grew up, and they are a bit more lax when it comes to gun laws when compared with some other 
states such as California. I guess you could say I feel a bit more liberated here.” After a brief 
moment of silence, the fox decided to speak of something different, “In all actuality, you getting 
baptized will be ultimately more liberating than anything of the sorts. I’m all for having the right 
to own equipment like this, but at the end of the day, it’s just shaped pieces of metal and plastic.” 
The wolf remembered that he arranged for the fox to baptize him the next day, “Yeah. I’m glad 
that you agreed to baptize me, mate.” Arcades smiled and replied, “I’d be happy to baptize 
anybody. You don’t need some large audience to do it or anything. Heck, many saints used to 


simply take people out to whatever body of water they could find and baptize people.” 


The room fell silent for a few moments, but the wolf looked at the fox’s bare ankles 
before looking back up at Arcades’ face and asking, “Hey Kurt, would you mind if I locked you 
up today?” Arcades was focusing on the submachine gun in his hands, but he lowered it when he 
heard Jason ask the question, “Well, I wouldn’t mind.” The wolf saw that the fox was now 
looking back at him, “Can you give me a yes or no, mate?” Arcades slapped the MP5SD’s 
charging handle one last time with the empty magazine still inserted in the weapon, “I give you 
my consent, if that’s what you’re asking. Mainly because we don’t have any work to do 
tomorrow besides me baptizing you, but I wouldn’t call that work.” Jason watched as Arcades 
placed the MPS5SD back on the rack with the stock still extended. After he put the weapon back 
up he said, “Before we do that, I’d rather get changed first. I think my clothes got a bit dirty 
when I was outside earlier.” Jason nodded to the fox and took a couple steps back, “Yeah, take 
your time, mate.” 

About five minutes later, Arcades opened the door behind the wolf, and Jason turned 
around to see what the fox had changed into. Arcades wore his Rhodesian Brushstroke shorts 
with a matching patterned t-shirt. Jason spoke to Arcades, “Are you ready, Kurt?” The fox gave 
a quick nod, “Yeah. I’m ready when you are.” The wolf said, “Alright, I guess we’ll get going, 
mate.” Both anthros exited the shop room, and they proceeded back to their own living area in 
the other half of the building. Arcades opened the door first, and he walked into his bedroom 
with Jason. The fox looked up at his black tactical tool bag which held all of his restraints, and 
he picked it up before setting it on the ground and sitting on his bed. With the bag lying on the 
floor, Arcades said, “Alright Jason, I’m ready now.” The wolf bent down and pulled the bag’s 
zipper to open the bag. The wolf looked at Arcades’ collection of restraints used by military and 


police forces around the world, and he prepared to make his decision of which he planned to use 


on the fox. Arcades watched as Jason shuffled around through the bag, and he remembered 
something important, “Oh, you should get the keys out first. It wouldn’t be fun to be in those 
without them.” Jason reached into one of the side pouches of the tool bag, and he removed one of 
Arcades’ two keychains and placed it on the small drawer next to the fox’s bed. 

The fox commented on the keychain, “It didn’t take me too long to get all of the keys I 
needed back after losing one of my keyrings last year. I had plenty of duplicates already.” The 
wolf did not say anything in response, but he did eventually remove a set of Smith & Wesson 
1850s from the bag. Arcades watched as one of the leg shackles dangled from the thirty-two inch 
connecting chain, “That was the same model I was in when we were taken in the Congo last 
year.” Jason did not remember this fact, “Oh, is that going to bother you? I won’t use them if it 
does.” Arcades shook his head, “I wouldn’t have replaced them if it did substantially bother me. 
Those are some of my favorite restraints to wear after all.” Jason heard the sound of some of the 
shackles colliding with each other as they dangled from the connecting chain, “These are?” The 
fox nodded, “Yeah. I’m surprised Smith & Wesson still makes those. I remember I bought my 
previous pair about ten years ago.” 

The wolf listened to the fox and gestured for Arcades to give him one of his wrists. 
Arcades raised his right wrist first, and he soon felt the carbon steel restraint locking around his 
wrist while he continued speaking, “They’re a bit more expensive than some of Smith & 
Wesson’s other models, but that’s mainly because they’re technically two in one. It’s not that 
bad though, and I think the price is still reasonable. They’re about one hundred dollars, but you 
do get two forty-five dollar restraints connected by a thirty-two inch chain.” Arcades handed the 
wolf his left wrist, and he soon felt the same sensation again. The wolf replied next as he tried to 


remember how tight the fox liked his restraints to be, “Why do you like these in particular so 


much?” Jason stepped away from Arcades in order to grab the key to double-lock the restraints, 
and he saw that the fox tightened the bows of the wrist restraints himself, “Oh, were those not 
tight enough for you?” Arcades replied as he looked back up at the wolf, “For this model, they’re 
tight enough for me when there’s only one notch on the bow still showing from the top of the 
frame.” Arcades held out his wrists for the wolf to double-lock the restraints, and Jason was able 
to see what the fox was talking about. As the wolf pushed the double-lock pins down with the 
tail end of one of the keys, he asked, “How about the legcuffs? How tight do you want those?” 
Arcades replied after the wolf stepped away, “For those, I like them best when you push 
it down one click after no more notches on the bows are visible. Also, when you do those, I want 
you to make sure the keyholes are facing downwards.” Jason was curious as to why the fox had a 
specific request, ““Why’s that, mate?” Arcades replied as he watched the wolf begin to lock the 
leg shackles around his ankles, “Because that’s how cops always seem to apply those.” The wolf 
finished locking the shackles around both of the fox’s ankles, and he placed the key into the 
double-lock slot to push the bar upwards to prevent the restraints from tightening further, “Why 
would they do that? It would be easier to take them off with the keyholes facing up.” Arcades 
replied once the wolf stood back up after he finished double-locking the carbon steel restraints, 
“My best guess is that they want you to kneel in order to remove them. It’s a psychological 
thing.” Jason was not entirely convinced, “I dunno about that, mate.” Arcades shrugged, “It’s 
what I can come up with. I don’t know of any other reason why you wouldn’t put them on with 
the keyholes facing upwards.” The fox then remembered that he did not answer one of the wolf’s 
questions from earlier, “Oh, you asked me why I like this model in particular. My reason for that 


is because it combines two pretty decent Smith & Wesson models with a chain connecting them 


together. The connecting chain is long enough to let you do basically everything but raise your 
arms too high. It’s not very practical, but I am fond of it personally.” 

The wolf did not entirely understand Arcades’ reasoning, but he did place the keys back 
where they were moments earlier since he finished double-locking the restraints. Jason looked at 
the fox, and he watched him stand up from the bed. Jason walked back over to the bag to zip it 
back up, but when he returned to Arcades, he saw that the fox was already sitting on his knees. 
Jason asked the fox a question, “How do you feel, Kurt?” Arcades looked up at the standing wolf 
and replied, “Well... Previously, I would’ve said I was a captive, but -- I guess I know that ain’t 
really true.” Arcades looked at the keys sitting on top of the drawer, “All I’d need to do to let 
myself out would be to just grab the keys from off of that drawer, and I would be out within 
seconds. You wouldn’t stop me from doing that either.” Jason shook his head, “Nah, I wouldn’t 
do that. You wouldn’t like that, would you?” Arcades shook his head, “No, I wouldn’t want you 
to do that. I’m just saying that I’m not a captive.” Jason continued looking downwards at the 
kneeling fox, “I don’t remember calling you a captive, mate.” 

The fox shook his head again, “No, no, no. I’m not saying that you called me that.” Jason 
was confused, “So, what’s the issue, Kurt? Do you want to be a captive?” Arcades tried to 
explain himself, “No, I don’t.” Jason did not understand what the fox was trying to tell him, 
“No? Mate, I still don’t get what you’ re trying to tell me here.” Arcades looked towards the 
ground before looking back up and replying, “Well, I guess I still have last year on my mind.” 
Jason said, “Last year? Kurt, I thought you said that it doesn’t bother you anymore.” Arcades 
took a deep breath before saying, “Some of it still does. ’'d say I was most bothered by the fact 
that...” The fox was having a hard time saying what he was trying to say to the wolf. Jason 


decided he should wait and let Arcades figure out what to say. The fox looked down at his bound 


wrists for a little while before he grabbed the connecting chain which ran between his legs and 
down to his ankles. 

The fox decided he was ready to speak again, “I can’t believe they deprived us of -- well, 
basically everything. They even took away our clothes.” Jason sighed, “Kurt...” Before Jason 
came up with something else to say, Arcades spoke again, “The Foundation humiliated us and 
beat us.” Jason knew what Arcades was talking about, but he was not sure why the fox was 
bringing it up, “Kurt, if you’re worried that I’d do something like that to you, I want you to know 
that I won’t. I wouldn’t do that to you, mate.” Arcades placed his hands on his knees after 
moving his knees closer together to allow him to do so, “I’m not worried that you’d do 
something like that. I guess you could say I just don’t like how the Foundation treats anthros.” 
Jason said, “We can’t really go back in time to change that. At least we did take down that secret 
facility.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, we can’t go back in time...” Jason moved beside Arcades, and 
he took a seat up on the fox’s bed, “I’d say that we’d be better off not thinking about that whole 
episode. It’s not really doing us any good thinking about that specifically. We should instead 
focus on what we have been able to accomplish.” 

Arcades agreed with the wolf, and he slightly adjusted himself to make himself more 
comfortable, “You’re right. From what I’ve seen on the internet, the Foundation completely 
collapsed not too long after we raided that facility. It’s been about a year since then, and the 
Foundation didn’t come back.” Jason smiled and said, “That true, mate? Well, what’s the whole 
problem then? The Foundation ain’t around anymore. They can’t do anything to you now.” The 
fox looked to his right to view Jason while speaking to the wolf, “I just wish we could’ve done 
more. We couldn’t rescue all of the anthros we could.” Jason remembered Facility Twenty-Four, 


and he remembered how the anthros were executed before they were able to be rescued. The 


wolf then remembered the one anthro they knew they rescued, “Kurt, what about Jackie? We did 
rescue her, right?” Arcades remembered the vixen as well, “Yes. We rescued her.” Jason 
remembered one thing the fox told him a long while ago, “If we were able to rescue one, then 
our efforts were not in vain. Right?” 

The fox shifted his position so that he was now sitting on his bottom; he was becoming 
rather uncomfortable remaining in the kneeling position, “Yeah, but... All those lives -- and 
they’re all gone now. We can’t do anything for them.” Jason placed his left hand on the fox’s 
right shoulder and shook him slightly, “Kurt, we did what we could, and you know that. It may 
not be the perfect outcome you’d like, but it’s better than nothing.” Arcades pulled on the 
connecting chain to rotate the shackles around his ankles and replied, “Of course, but...” Jason 
removed his hand from the fox’s shoulder, “Kurt, it’s time to let this go. It’s been almost a whole 
year. Heck, nobody even knows that we even went through all of that.” Arcades shrugged, “I 
guess you could say that was the least surprising bit about it all.” Jason shook his head, “It’s not 
really a bad thing, though. Remember that one verse that you told me a while ago? You store 
your treasure in Heaven instead of on Earth. What good is recognition down here?” Arcades 
replied, “We didn’t do that for recognition, though. We fought against the Foundation because it 
was the right thing to do.” 

The wolf thought of another verse, ““We may not see it now, but we will eventually see 
what was truly accomplished because of us. We don’t need the whole world to know that the 
Foundation was taken down. After all, didn’t the Bible say that we don’t need to blow a horn 
when we do something good?” Arcades nodded, “Yes, that is what the Bible says. I just don’t 
want the Lord to be disappointed because we were unable to rescue more anthros than we were 


able to.” Jason got off from the bed, and he was now sitting directly next to the fox, “Kurt, you 


and I both know that we did everything we could. The Lord knows our hearts, and He also 
knows that we did everything we could do. He won’t be holding this against us. You should at 
least feel good about not shedding any blood throughout the whole war. You didn’t kill 
anybody.” The fox remembered his final fight with Zero at Facility Zero, “They had anthros in 
tubes in that secret base. When I was shooting at that one guy, I accidentally shot the tubes, and I 
believe those anthros were killed.” Jason replied with other facts of the battle, “You told me that 
the fire there started when he started throwing flares at you. Even if you didn’t shoot the tubes on 
accident, the fire would’ve still killed them. There was nothing you could’ve done.” 

Arcades looked down at the restraints he was still wearing, “I really hate it when there’s 
nothing I can do about something. I don’t like seeing people die when they still have time in their 
lives left to repent.” Jason reminded Arcades of what Jim said, “Do you remember what Jim told 
us? Most of the anthros in the Foundation came there willingly because they thought it would be 
a place for them to indulge in whatever they wanted to do. They had time to make their choice 
before they went to the Foundation.” Arcades slowly shook his head, “Being in the Foundation, 
those anthros probably quickly regretted it. They would want to change their ways.” Jason 
reminded the fox of the vixen they rescued, ““We had to rescue Jackie twice. You did it that first 
in ‘27, and we did it last year as well. Why would she go back to the Foundation?” Arcades 
remembered a Biblical anecdote, “Reminds me of the dog who went back to his vomit.” Jason 
nodded, “Yeah? Most of those anthros probably don’t even want to be rescued when they get to 
the advanced stages of the Foundation.” Arcades quietly inhaled, “It’s a real shame. People are 
so willing to accept their own sins that they don’t realize that it won’t end well for them when 


judgement calls.” 


Jason related the fox’s statement to the Foundation, “Those anthros in the Foundation 
accepted their own sins, and judgement did call for them. That’s why they’re dead. Do you 
remember that the majority of people won’t accept salvation?” Arcades looked at his bare feet 
next to Jason’s booted feet hanging off of the side of his bed, “I do remember that, and I think 
it’s a shame. So many people reject salvation, and many of them don’t even understand why they 
need salvation in the first place.” Jason stood up, and he went over to grab the keys from the 
drawer. The wolf inserted the key into the keyhole on the fox’s wrist restraints, and he began to 
give the fox back his freedom of mobility. Arcades did not remember asking Jason to release 
him, “Why are you freeing me?” Jason replied, “I don’t think you want to be locked up, Kurt. 
I’m not going to keep you like this if you don’t want it.” The fox did not protest, and he waited 
for the wolf to remove all of the metallic restraints from his wrists and ankles. After the fox was 
free again, Jason unzipped the fox’s tool bag before depositing in the Smith & Wesson 1850s 
and zipping the bag back up. The wolf put the keys back in the bag’s side pocket as well, and he 
lifted the bag until he was able to return it to the spot where Arcades kept it in the first place. 
Arcades still sat in the same place, but he was now free again, “Thanks for putting that back 
where I keep it.” 

Jason returned back to where he was sitting with Arcades, “Yeah, don’t mention it, 
mate.” Arcades looked at his now free wrists, but he did not see any indentation in his arms since 
he did not struggle at all in the restraints. The fox thought back to the conversation the two 
anthros were holding moments ago, but Jason spoke before Arcades could, “Kurt, I think you’re 
forgetting one major thing.” Arcades raised an eyebrow, “What’s that?” The wolf replied, 
“Jackie wasn’t the only anthro you rescued. You’re forgetting somebody.” Arcades looked at the 


wolf, but he was not sure who Jason was referring to, “Who?” Jason smiled, “You’re looking at 


him.” Arcades instantly remembered Alaska, but he had something to note, “You weren’t in the 
Foundation.” Jason reminded the fox of more recent events, ‘““We both were. You rescued me 
twice. You rescued me even after I tried to do something wrong to you.” Arcades played back 
the memory of him rescuing the wolf from Facility One in his mind, “That’s right.” Jason 
nodded, “Why did you come back for me anyways? You could’ve left me there. Especially after 
what I tried to do to you.” 

Arcades continued looking at the wolf, “It wouldn’t be right for me to leave you there.” 
Jason shook his head, “If anything, I deserved to be in there. You know that I wasn’t entirely 
cleansed when we were both taken away in the Congo.” The fox said, “I wouldn’t want anybody 
to stay in the Foundation. I don’t care what you’ve done.” Jason smiled, “Kurt, I just want to let 
you know that I am thankful you did that. I do believe that the Lord used you to help bring me 
out of my sin. After all, you are baptizing me tomorrow.” Arcades replied, “I can’t save 
anybody, Jason. All I can do is point a person in the direction of the Lord. That person can either 
choose to accept salvation or reject it. I can’t do anything to influence that.” Jason said, “At least 
I accepted it. If you never came to rescue me in Alaska, we wouldn’t be here right now. I’d 
probably be in the same boat as my brother. But from this whole experience, you’re the brother I 
should’ ve had in the first place. You’re my true brother.” The fox shook his head, “I don’t 
deserve that kind of credit, Jason.” Jason stood up, and he grabbed the fox’s shoulders to sit him 
on the bed instead, “Kurt, think about all that you’ve done. You rescued me. You really did. You 
also helped to get rid of the Omega Foundation.” Arcades could not accept what Jason was 
telling him, “CDI would’ve done it anyways.” 

Jason now sat down on the floor after leaving the fox up on the bed, “I wouldn’t be so 


sure about that, mate. You were the one who gathered the evidence of the Foundation when you 


first found out about it. That evidence would lead to the Foundation’s downfall.” Arcades was 
not convinced, “CDI didn’t come because of me.” Jason shook his head, “It doesn’t matter why 
CDI came. You exposed the Foundation and got the truth out for all to see. People from all 
around the world have access to the truth of what happens in the Omega Foundation. They need 
to see the truth.” Arcades sighed, “They may see that truth, but they may not see the truth which 
is really important. The ultimate sacrifice of Jesus is the most important truth the world has ever 
seen.” Jason reminded the fox of the time Bocchino tried to fight him, “Kurt, when Bobby tried 
to fight you, you told us the truth. That’s all you can do in that type of scenario. Not everybody 
will accept the Gospel, and you know that.” Before Arcades could reply, the wolf spoke again, 
“Besides, you planted the seed not only in his mind, but you also planted the seed in Jackie’s 
mind. Both of them still have the chance to change like I did.” The wolf took a pause before 
saying, “And Kurt, I’m thankful that you are as patient as you are. Most people probably 
wouldn’t want to have anything to do with me after that little stunt I attempted way back then.” 
Arcades kept his eyes on Jason’s face, but he remained silent. The wolf finally said, “I’m glad 
you aren’t most people. Thank you for sticking with me through everything.” Arcades smiled, 
and Jason sat up and reached out his arms. Both anthros hugged each other. 

The next day was calm and sunny. Jason and Arcades exited the gray Toyota 4Runner, 
and both of them walked down the dirt path. Arcades kept his Oakley SI Radar EV Path glasses 
over his eyes to block out the sun, and Jason wore Oakley glasses of his own as well. The 
anthros walking down the dirt path did not come into contact with any human or anthro, and they 
were mildly surprised by this observation. The fox commented, “You’d think there’d be others 
out here on a day like this. It’s so nice out here today.” Jason replied, “Maybe the Lord just 


wants us two to be here.” Arcades shrugged, “That’s a possibility, but there’s no way for me to 


know that.” The anthros continued walking, and they eventually reached their destination in due 
time. Arcades and Jason arrived at a lake, and they both stopped to take in the view. Arcades 
looked up at the blue sky and he felt the ideal temperature, “I don’t think this day could’ve been 
any better to do this.” The wolf smiled at the fox, “That’s why it’s so special.” Arcades walked 
with the wolf until both of them were standing right next to the edge of the water. Jason removed 
his white t-shirt, and he placed it on the grass next to the water along with his sunglasses. 
Arcades removed anything from his pockets which he did not want to get wet, and he placed 
them in the same pile the wolf started. Arcades did keep his sunglasses on his eyes. 

The wolf asked, “Kurt, have you ever done this before?” Arcades shook his head, 
“Nope.” Jason replied, “Well after today, you’ll be able to say that you have.” Arcades looked 
over to the pile of belongings they had created, and he wanted to make sure to deposit everything 
he had on his person before he got started. Arcades was wearing a gray moisture-wicking Under 
Armour shirt with some matching color swim trunks while the wolf was only wearing a pair of 
blue swim trunks. The fox felt his empty pockets one last time, but he decided he would remove 
his sunglasses as well. He wanted to witness this special event with his own eyes. Arcades 
removed his Oakley Radar glasses, and he sat them in the pile with the rest of his stuff. As the 
fox took a step away from the pile, he could see the blue-green lenses of the glasses reflecting in 
the sunlight. Jason stopped right before stepping into the water and said, “Hey Kurt, are you 
coming?” Arcades turned to his right to see Jason still standing on land, “Yeah. I’m ready.” 

The fox joined the wolf where the water met the land, and both of them entered the water 
together. The water only came to the anthros’ waists, so Arcades said, “Let’s go where it’s a bit 
deeper.” The two anthros walked together as they proceeded towards deeper waters, and they 


quickly found a spot where the water came up to about half of their chests. Arcades stopped with 


the wolf and spoke, “This seems like a good spot. Lemme go over what I’m going to do. Are you 
listening?” Jason nodded, “Yeah.” The fox looked directly into the wolf’s eyes, “I’m going to 
pray for you. Once I finish, I want you to fall backwards into the water. Don’t worry, I'll be with 
you the entire time. I’m going to hold you underneath the water for exactly three seconds, and 
then I’m going to pull you up. You alright with all of that?” Jason replied, “Yeah, I'll be fine.” 
Arcades smiled and he was just about ready to start, “Are you ready to become baptized, Jason?” 
The wolf smiled back and replied. Jason’s voice was firmly confident, “I sure am, Kurt. Let’s 
have a go at it.” 

The fox stayed in front of the wolf and placed both of his hands on the wolf’s shoulders. 
Arcades looked downwards, and he closed his eyes. The wolf looked downwards and closed his 
eyes as well. Arcades began to pray aloud, “Lord, we are out here today to give Brother Jason a 
baptization. Brother Jason has accepted Your gift of eternal life, and he wants to walk in Your 
ways and observe Your commandments. Though we may be anthros, we still know that You’re 
out there and that You still love us as Your own creation. Lord, I want to pray that Brother Jason 
will be graced by your wisdom, your mercy, and your salvation. I want to thank You for 
protecting us throughout all that we’ve done together, and I also want to thank You for what You 
have already done to cleanse Brother Jason. Lord, I pray that You will continue to work Your 
powers through Brother Jason and give him the gifts of the Holy Spirit along with anything else 
You desire to give to this anthro. Lord, as You died on the cross, You paid the price. Not only for 
the sinners of the past, but also the sinners of the present, and the sinners of the future. We are all 
sinners in this life and we do live in a fallen world, but it is through Your grace that we are able 
to find redemption. We are able to find salvation, and we are able to enter into Your Kingdom 


with no debts of our own that may keep us from eternal life. Lord, I personally want to thank 


You for what You’ve done for me as well as what You have done for Brother Jason here. It is by 
Your grace that we are still alive, and it is also by Your grace that Brother Jason can become 
Born Again and become a brand new creation despite the sins that we have committed in the 
past. In the name of the Father. In the name of the Son. In the name of the Holy Spirit. Amen.” 
The fox kept his eyes closed as he could feel Jason bending backwards towards the water. 
Arcades heard the sound of the wolf entering the water, and he eventually could feel both of his 
hands submerged into the water as well. With Jason underwater, the fox began to count aloud, 
“One... Two... Three!” When the fox reached three, he pulled the new wolf out of the water. 
Brother Jason emerged from the water, and he opened his eyes to see the sun shining right back 
at him. Arcades opened his eyes as well, and he looked back at the wolf. Jason extended his 
arms, and he grabbed the fox’s shoulders while Arcades still held onto the wolf’s shoulders. A 
genuine smile of joy was displayed over the wolf’s face, “Thank you, Saint Arcades.” The wolf 
pulled in the fox to hug him, and Arcades embraced the wolf back. After a couple seconds, 
Arcades could hear a sniffing sound, and he looked down to see that Jason buried his face into 
the fox’s chest. Arcades smiled as he stroked the fur on the back of the wolf’s head, “Don’t thank 
me. Thank the Lord. Without Him, there would be no salvation. There would be no eternal life.” 
Jason lifted up his head, and the fox could see tears rolling down the wolf’s face. Jason said, 


1”? 


“Kurt... I love you. You’re my true brother!”” Arcades kept his hands on the wolf and replied, “I 
love you too Jason, and I want you to remember that Jesus Christ loves you as well.” The fox 
held on to the wolf and spoke aloud one last time, “Lord, thank You for everything You’ve done. 


You’ve blessed us in so many ways, and I want to see both of us enter into eternal life to live in 


Your Kingdom together.” The wolf hugged the fox tightly, “Amen...” Arcades smiled. 


Book [Three 


FOK 
HUNTERS 





“Now God himself and our Father, and our Lord Jesus Christ, direct our way unto you. And the 
Lord make you to increase and abound in love one toward another, and toward all men, even as 
we do toward you: To the end he may stablish your hearts unblameable in holiness before God, 


even our Father, at the coming of our Lord Jesus Christ with all his saints.” 
1 Thessalonians 3:11-13 


“For we are unto God a sweet savour of Christ, in them that are saved, and in them that perish: 
To the one we are the savour of death unto death; and to the other the savour of life unto life. 
And who is sufficient for these things? For we are not as many, which corrupt the word of God: 
but as of sincerity, but as of God, in the sight of God speak we in Christ.” 

2 Corinthians 2:15-17 


“For our conversation is in heaven; from whence also we look for the Saviour, the Lord Jesus 
Christ: Who shall change our vile body, that it may be fashioned like unto his glorious body, 
according to the working whereby he is able even to subdue all things unto himself.” 
Philippians 3:20-21 


Chapter 1 


Business as Usual 


“Alright everybody. Are y’all ready?” A voice sounded before receiving confirmation at 
different intervals from different people, “Yeah!” The first voice spoke again, “Raise your 
weapons at the target, disable the safety, and take your shots!” Numerous 1911-style handguns 
leveled out before all firing at their respective targets. The instructor, Saint Arcades, nodded to 
himself in approval as he watched the barrage of airsoft gun fire land on the paper targets. 
Arcades congratulated his students, all of them human children between the ages of 7-10, “That 
was really nice! Alright, make sure you engage the safety before putting those back on the 
tables.” The children took a moment to remember that the 1911 featured a thumb-engaged safety 
lever situated behind the slide release. A few of the children had emptied the magazines of their 
airsoft handguns, but a few did not. The children with the emptied replica handguns simply 
placed their weapons on the table unknown that they could just drop the slide and then engage 
the safety. 

One of the children saw a shadow approaching him from behind, and when he turned 
around to see who was walking up to him, he recognized the six-foot tall black and white fox, 
“Mr. Hofmeier, my gun won’t turn on the safety.” Arcades looked at the human child before he 
got down on his knees to be at a level comparable to that of the child’s height. Being six feet tall, 


Arcades towered over the rather short children. The fox could already see what the issue was, but 


he decided to use the opportunity to teach the child about the 1911-styled handgun. Arcades took 
the handgun from the table and spoke, “Let’s see what’s up with it.” As the fox looked down at 
the handgun, he started to notice his Oakley SI Radar EV sunglasses were about to slide off of 
his face. Using his left hand, Arcades pushed the glasses back against his face before returning 
his hand back to the airsoft handgun. The airsoft handguns were made by the company Elite 
Force, and they had a two-toned black and tan coloration. The fox saw the slide was open since 
the magazine had been depleted. Arcades showed the child the handgun as he slowly dropped the 
magazine into his hand, “Looks like you’ve ran out of rounds.” The human child did not have 
anything to say to Arcades, so the fox continued to show the child why he could not engage the 
weapon’s safety. Arcades pointed to the open slide with his right hand, “Your slide locks back 
when your magazine is empty. Your gun is safe when it’s open like this. But first -- here, check 
this out.” Arcades moved his thumb to the slide release lever, and he made sure to show the child 
where his hand was before pressing the lever down and releasing the slide, “You see this little 
piece right here?” The child nodded, “Yeah.” 

The fox looked over to the child and replied, “That right there is your slide release lever. 
You press that down and the slide will move back into place.” Arcades depressed the lever, and 
the child watched as the slide quickly returned to its standard position while accompanied by a 
rather loud clicking noise. Arcades smiled when he noticed the surprised look on the child’s face. 
The fox continued to show the child more about the weapon, “Now, you can turn the safety on, 
but there’s something you can still do if you want to be extra sure that your gun will not fire.” 
The young human still had nothing to say, so he stood by and watched the fox point the weapon 


in a safe direction before pulling the trigger. The hammer on the airsoft handgun struck the fake 


primer and only made another clicking sound. Arcades finished by putting the magazine back 
into the inert weapon and engaging the thumb safety, “There we go. How’s that?” 

The fox stretched out his rather long and skinny hand to give the replica weapon back to 
the human child. The child grabbed the weapon, but he still did not say anything more to the fox. 
Arcades looked past the child, and he could see that a couple other children who were watching 
had done the same technique he had just done to the handgun to their handguns that were empty. 
The fox got up from his kneeling position, and he moved his white-tipped black tail out of the 
way as he brushed off the sand from his bare knees and calves. A polo shirt tucked into a pair of 
Tru-Spec Tactical Shorts was the most common outfit for the fox living in the southernmost part 
of Alabama. Arcades took a couple steps backwards, and he could see that the human children 
were looking at him wondering what they should do next. Before Arcades could say anything 
else, he heard a somewhat distant sound of a door followed by a familiar voice, “Hey Kurt, did 
you guys just finish up?” Arcades turned around to see a gray wolf calling out for him, “Yeah, 
Jason. We just finished.” Jason emerged from the door and made his way down to the area where 
Arcades had the firing range, “Here, I’ll take it from here. You’ve been out here for a while, and 
it’s been rather hot out here. Come on inside; I can already see some sweat on your fur.” Arcades 
looked down at his black-furred arms, and he could definitely see where his fur was getting wet. 
The fox looked back up at Jason and replied, “Alright. Thanks, Jason.” The wolf returned a nod 
to Arcades, “Strewth. Come on in.” 

As the fox returned back into his air-conditioned store, placed his sunglasses on the table, 
and he saw that it was rather empty as far as customers go. However, Arcades did have a decent 
collection of firearms on the walls that were a mix of weapons for sale and rental weapons to be 


used at the firing range. As Arcades paced around and tried to cool himself off, he began 


admiring some of his many firearms. Since the fox’s company held a Federal Firearms License 
as well as a Special Occupational Taxpayer status, his company was able to legally own fully 
automatic weapons. Arcades looked at one of his favorite weapons, a Salient Arms International 
Tier 1 AR-15 GRY Rifle, and he remembered all of the experiences he had while using the 
weapon. Though some of the experiences were extremely unpleasant for the fox to remember, he 
did still believe that he accomplished what needed to be done. 

Arcades reached out for the weapon, and he lifted it off of the rack before pulling the 
custom ambidextrous charging handle to ensure that the weapon was not loaded. Though the fox 
knew that the weapon was not loaded, he still racked the charging handle a few more times just 
for the fun of doing so. At one point, Arcades had racked the charging handle far enough to lock 
back the bolt since he had an empty magazine inserted into the weapon. The fox looked at the 
safety selector switch, and he could see that the weapon was set to the ‘safe’ position. Knowing 
that the weapon’s hammer was primed before he even picked up the weapon, he decided to flip 
the fire control group to the ‘fire’ position so he would be able to return the hammer to the down 
position once he was done playing with the weapon. As Arcades looked into the open chamber 
of the rifle, he studied the unique magazine well and upper receiver group. Arcades shifted the 
weapon in his right hand as he moved it in a position so that he would be able to see the bolt 
carrier group as it would return into battery. While still holding the weapon, the fox placed his 
left hand around the left side of the magwell and watched as his furry fingers wrapped over the 
right side of the magwell. The fox pressed down on the bolt catch with the pad of his left thumb, 
and he watched as the gold-colored bolt returned into battery while accompanied by a very 


satisfying click. 


After Arcades dropped the bolt, he pointed the weapon in a safe direction before pulling 
the trigger. The trigger made a slightly less satisfying clicking sound, but the fox still found it 
satisfying enough. To ensure that the weapon’s hammer was down, Arcades attempted to move 
the fire selector into the ‘safe’ position, but he found that the selector would no longer move. 
Arcades knew that he successfully rendered his rifle inert, so he began to examine the Magpul 
stock, pistol grip, angled foregrip, and magazine he had installed on the weapon. The fox 
removed the magazine, a Magpul PMAG, and he looked at the feeding ramp to see that it was 
absent of ammunition. Arcades inserted the magazine back into his rifle, and he then held the 
rifle by the aluminum M-LOK rail installed by the factory for the Salient GRY. The rail was a 
proprietary part manufactured by Salient Arms International with the main purpose in mind of 
attaching their equally proprietary JailBreak Muzzle Device to provide an interesting way of 
dealing with weapon recoil. Right before the fox returned the weapon back to the rack, he tested 
the L3Harris EOTech PEQ-15 as well at the L3Harris EOTech EXPS3 to make sure that both 
devices were functioning properly. After becoming satisfied with the results, Arcades disabled 
the two devices and finally returned the GRY to the weapon rack. 

After putting the rifle back up, the fox looked down at his hands to see if he could see any 
grease on his hands from manipulating the aging weapon. Arcades closely examined his furry 
palms as well as the pads of tough skin he had on the tips of his five fingers as well as the upper 
halves of his palms. Since the fox’s fur was black and his pads were black as well, he was unable 
to see any grease that might have ended up on his hands. Arcades’ hands did not feel sticky from 
grease, so the fox concluded that his hands should probably still be clean enough. Arcades 
looked past his hands to view his bare legs and feet. While many Anthro sapiens often wear 


shoes much that to the likes of humans, Arcades still chose to not wear shoes for personal 


reasons. The fox always wondered why the shape of anthros’ hands were most comparable to 
human hands, but their feet were fairly different. Though the feet of anthros still had the same 
general shape as a human foot, anthros only had four digits on their feet, and they also had 
padding on their digits as well as the balls of their feet. Anthros do have nails on all of their 
digits, but the nails themselves resemble more of an animal’s claw instead of a standard human 
nail. 

As the fox was still in the process of examining his own body, he heard the front door of 
his store open, and Arcades’ eyes immediately shot up to view the person entering his store. The 
fox watched as a human entered his store and began to look at the many firearms mounted on the 
walls. The fox did not recognize the human who had just entered his store, so he decided to greet 
him, “Welcome to Fox Armaments. What can I do for you?” The human commented on the 
collection of weapons Arcades had for sale, “Phew... You’ve sure got quite a bit of guns.” 
Arcades nodded, “Yes, and most of them are for sale. The only guns we can’t sell to most people 
are the fully automatic weapons. Well... If you have an SOT and FFL then you’d be able to buy 
them, but people themselves don’t really have those. That’s more of a thing for business. You 
know what I mean?” The human seemed to disregard Arcades’ attempt at making smalltalk, but 
his eyes fixated upon one specific weapon on the wall. The human pointed towards the irregular 
weapon and asked, “What’s that thing there?” The fox looked at the weapon the human asked 
about before replying, “That’s a rather new weapon. If I remember correctly, they were made in 
2028, but I dunno if the group that made them is still around anymore.” The human approached 
the weapon in question that was still hanging on the wall, “Yeah? What is it, though?” Arcades 


approached the human and replied, “It’s called the XMP-1, and it was made by the Omega 


Foundation.” The human did actually know what the Omega Foundation was, but he pretended 
as if he did not, “What is the Omega Foundation? I’ve never heard of that company before.” 

Arcades continued to look at the XMP-1; it was actually composed of two firearms in 
one: The weapon was based on numerous prototypes of the Objective Individual Combat 
Weapon project, and it fired both 5.56x45mm NATO rounds from STANAG compliant 
magazines as well as 20mm high explosive rounds from the airburst launcher. The fox tried to 
answer the human’s question to the best of his abilities without revealing too much information 
that he figured would scare a curious layman, “The Omega Foundation was a group involved in 
numerous clandestine development projects. They produced vehicles, weapons -- and much 
more...” The human wanted to push the fox for more information, “What do you mean by much 
more?” Arcades took a small sigh which he hoped the human did not see, “Projects that they’d 
sell to the highest bidder. Those bidders being governments and other people who could cough 
up the funds to purchase from them.” The human looked at the fox, and he could visibly tell that 
Arcades’ face was one which indicated distress. Knowing that he was getting somewhere, the 
human asked the fox another question, “What happened to the Omega Foundation? Are they not 
still around today?” Arcades shook his head, “No, I don’t think so. They had an... incident occur 
at one of their locations in Canada, and I’m pretty sure they lost enough of their assets that they 
wouldn’t be able to recover.” The human was almost certain that he was looking at the correct 
fox, “When did this happen?” Arcades shrugged, “That incident happened back in 2028. I’d say 
it was probably August or September when that happened.” 

The human looked the fox over, and he did match the description he was given. The 
human asked another question to Arcades, “How did you come to know about the Omega 


Foundation?” Arcades took a step away from the XMP-1 and adjusted the collar on his polo shirt 


before making sure that his shirt was not coming untucked from his khaki shorts, “It was kind of 
a long story, but I’ve done business with them before. It’s not the kind of business that I like to 
do. Their conditions weren’t really the best.” All the human needed to do was to confirm the 
identity of the fox was an absolute match to what he was told during his briefing, “You’ve done 
business? You don’t happen to be the owner of this establishment, are you?” The fox nodded, “I 
am.” The human now saw his opportunity to confirm the fox’s identity, “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch 
your name. What was it?” Arcades still replied, even though he did not even remember saying 
his name to the human in the first place, “I’m Kurt. Kurt Hofmeier.” The human nodded 
casually, but he knew why he was visiting Fox Armament, LLC, ““Wow. Who knew that an 
anthro like you could be able to buy all of these weapons. I bet a lot of humans think you’re very 
dangerous, huh?” Arcades only looked down towards the floor and shook his head, but he 
quickly returned his eyes back to meet the human’s, “Intimidation is not a good business 
practice. I’m just here to sell people guns.” 

The human commented on the fox’s fur color pattern, “Are you that color naturally, or do 
you dye your fur?” Arcades looked down at his bare arms and legs and replied, “Well, it’s 
natural, alright. I’m technically a silver fox, but both of my parents were red foxes. I’m pretty 
sure my pattern is uncommon, though. I’ve seen a few silver foxes before, but I don’t think any 
of them had white going down their chin all the way to their lower torso. I have the same color 
pattern as a standard red fox, but without the red fur.” The human was completely sure he was 
talking to the right fox, so what he needed to do now was grab two specific details: The human 
saw an opportunity to obtain at least one of the details he required, “You’re pretty tall. You’re 
taller than a lot of people, aren’t you?” The fox shrugged, “Well, Iam six feet even, but that’s 


not counting my ears. With my ears, I’m probably about six feet and four inches.” The human 


took a mental note of Arcades’ height, but he still needed to know his weight. The human 
thought that it would be less suspicious for him to first reply to the fox’s last bit of information, 
“Yeah, I wasn’t counting the ears. Still, you’re pretty damn tall, and I know that humans and 
anthros are basically the same as far as proportions go.” The fox shrugged, “That’s another little 
factoid I’d like to know the reason behind.” 

The human decided that he should probably try to ask for the final bit of information he 
needed, “For a tall fox such as yourself, you don’t look like you weigh all that much.” Arcades 
talked himself directly into the information the human wanted, “Being just one hundred and 
thirty pounds, it’s not always easy. However, I’ve grown to be fine with my weight.” The human 
now had all of the information he needed, so he only entertained the fox’s conversation until it 
wouldn’t be too suspicious for him to outright end the conversation, “That’s nice. I’m glad 
you’ve developed a better self-image.” Arcades’ mind began to trail off, but he suddenly 
remembered that this human had walked into his store, “So, are you looking for anything to 
buy?” The human knew what his own intentions were, but he also knew that Arcades did not 
know what he was planning to do. The human decided that Arcades should help him fulfill his 
intentions to a degree, “Yeah, do you have any good rifle scopes?” The fox decided to ask the 
human for the caliber of his rifle, “What action is your rifle, and what is it chambered in?” The 
human replied with both of the details Arcades requested, “It’s a bolt action rifle chambered in 
.308 Winchester.” Arcades took the details into consideration, but he did have another question 
he wanted to ask the human, “What’s your budget, and what’s the purpose you have in mind?” 
The human knew that the first question would not be a problem for him to answer, but he 
decided to give a rather sly answer for the second question, “Money ain’t an issue for me. I’m 


just looking to do some hunting.” The fox smiled and shrugged, “Good thing deer and bears 


aren’t anthros.” The human did not want to correct the fox that he was actually planning on 
hunting an anthro fox, “Yeah. How about you show me what you’ ve got?” 

Arcades showed the human several rifle scopes which he had for sale, and he also 
showed the human a few more costly options since the human basically told Arcades that budget 
was not a problem. The fox showed the human a Trijicon AccuPower sight, “This might be what 
you're looking for. It magnifies from four times all the way up to sixteen times. Weighing in at 
about a pound and a half, it shouldn’t be that much more mass to add for your rifle. What sight 
do you have on it currently?” The human shook his head as he looked at the rifle scope which 
Arcades was showing him, “Oh, I don’t have one yet. How much does this one cost?” The fox 
replied to the human, “That one costs one thousand dollars.” The human knew that the money he 
was spending was provided to him by the organization he came in behalf of, “Sure. I'll take it.” 
Arcades decided that he was satisfied enough with the human’s decision, “Alright. I'll ring it up 
for you.” The fox approached the counter while holding the sight in his hand, and he placed it on 
the desk next to the register. After entering a few buttons into the register, he was able to ring up 
the item. 

The human reached into his pocket, and Arcades was somewhat surprised to see the 
human pull out one thousand dollars in cash. The fox’s eyes lit up, “Have you been carrying that 
around all day?” The human nodded, “Yeah. I would’ve used a card if I had to pay more.” The 
fox did not know that the human was actually not carrying a credit card of any sort. After the 
human paid for the scope, Arcades reached under his desk to retrieve the box that the AccuPower 
came in. Before the fox showed himself to the human, he placed a gospel tract in the middle of 
the instruction manual for the sight. After placing the tract, he stood up, and he handed the 


human the boxed sight. The human retrieved the sight along with the receipt which Arcades had 


just printed out and handed to him. As the human planned to take his leave, the fox had a couple 
things to say, “Make sure you check out that instruction manual. It’s got a lot of important 
information in there.” The human nodded as he began to turn away and leave Arcades’ store. 
Right as the human began to leave, Arcades had one last thing to say, “Hey, real quick. If I ever 
see you in here again, what do you want me to call you?” The human walked away, but he did 
slightly turn his head so that the fox would be able to see a very small part of his face, “Say 
mark.” The fox did not understand what the human was telling him, “Mark? Your name is 
Mark?” The human did not answer the fox, and he left the store without saying another word. 

Within a minute of the human leaving the store, Arcades heard the back door open, and 
he saw a gray wolf enter while holding a hefty-looking duffel bag, “G’day. Well... G’afternoon 
Kurt. How’s it goin’, mate?” Arcades turned to face the gray wolf, “Hey Jason. You got all of the 
airsoft pistols in that bag?” Jason nodded, “Yeah, that’s right. Those little ankle-biters bugged off 
after we ran out of CO2 for the mags.” Kurt shrugged, “What can I say? Those airsoft guns are 
still pretty fun to shoot.” Jason lifted the duffel bag and placed it on the table, “Blimey. They 
sure weren’t planning on quitting.” Arcades’ face formed a smile, “It’s nice that humans take 
their children for shooting lessons from anthros. I think that’ll do some good for race relations. 
Right?” Jason looked at the fox as he removed his Oakley SI M Frame 3.0 glasses and placed 
them right next to where Arcades had left his own Oakley glasses. The wolf replied, “I'd really 
hope so, but honestly, I don’t think that we’re making too much of a big difference in the long 
run.” Arcades frowned, “You don’t think we’re doing any good? At least those humans trust 
their children enough in our care, and I’m a fox.” Jason could see Arcades’ point, but he did have 
an objection, “They’re only with us for about an hour and a half.” The fox took a deep breath 


before sighing, “Well...” Before Arcades could say anything else, Jason spoke, “Don’t take it 


personal, Kurt. I thought you knew not to take what humans say and do personally when we 
were being taken to the Foundation.” 

It would now be the second time within thirty minutes that Arcades was reminded of the 
Foundation, “Jason. That was a year and a half ago. You know that I don’t really like to think 
about that.” The wolf placed his right hand on the fox’s shoulder, “It wasn’t a pleasant 
experience for me either, mate. At least be glad that we made it out in one piece.” The fox 
frowned and remembered that many other anthros were not as lucky as they had been. Jason 
thought to shift the conversation up a bit, “Say, it’s been about half a year since I think I’ve last 
asked you this: Have you heard from Bobby or Jim?” Arcades shook his head, “I sure have not. 
Jim never really thought of us as friends. He was with us because he knew that the Foundation 
shouldn’t be allowed to continue their operations.” Jason was curious as to why Arcades 
mentioned Jim rather than Bobby, “What about Bobby? You’ve known him longer than you’ve 
known me.” Arcades nodded in agreement, “Yeah, I met you in ‘27, but I first met Bobby in 
person during 2021. We cofounded Fox Security together not too long after we met. Before that, 
I had a government job that I held for about a year and a half. People pulled some strings to get 
me in that job. I’ve never even been to college before. I quit because I knew I wasn’t even in that 
job legitimately. I wasn’t really cut out for that job in the first place, either.” 

Jason could tell that Arcades did not really want to bring up Bobby Bocchino and his 
whereabouts, so he decided to shift the conversation to something else, “Are you ready to turn 
thirty next month?” Arcades sighed and shook his head, “It’s getting close to April already?” 
Jason chuckled, “Hah, yeah, it sure is, mate.” Arcades placed his hand on his head, “Time sure 
flies by, doesn’t it?” Jason gave a confident nod, “You could say that again, Kurt. It felt like it 


was yesterday when my brother decided that we had to leave New South Wales.” Arcades asked 


the wolf a related question, but not one involving Jason Barter’s brother, Jack, “Do you plan on 
ever returning to Australia?” The wolf was quite hesitant to reply, “Well, you see... I mean, I 
would kinda like to go back, but -- Gosh, there’s just some things that I don’t miss. I’ve been fine 
so far staying here with you.” Arcades perked up a small smile, “I’m glad I’ve been making your 
stay in the United States a pleasant one. Minus the Foundation, that is.” Jason smiled back at the 
fox, “You’re my true brother, Kurt. I should’ve grown up with you instead of Jack. You’re so 
much of a better anthro than he was.” 

The fox took a moment to reply, “I appreciate the compliment, but I can’t really accept 
it.” Jason frowned as the fox took a step back, “Why not?” Arcades’ green eyes met Jason’s blue 
eyes, “This isn’t about me, and it never was. You shouldn’t make it about me.” The wolf replied, 
“But Kurt, I love you like you’re my brother.” Arcades gave a quick nod and said, “I love you 
too, Jason, but I should not be your main focus. I don’t want you to think of me as a savior; I 
can’t save anybody. Only the Lord is capable of saving anybody. The last time I checked, I did 
not die and rise again on the Cross.” Jason fell silent, and the fox waited for a moment to see if 
the wolf had anything else to say to him. Arcades felt that what he said was rather blunt, “Look, 
Jason. I love you and all, and I’m not trying to dispute that or anything. I just want to make sure 
that you know to put your trust in who matters the most. What I’m saying is that the Lord is 
greater than I am. I am no better than anybody.” 

The wolf knew what the fox was telling him, “I know, Kurt --” Jason stopped talking as if 
he had something else to say to the fox, but he seemed to abruptly stop before saying anything 
beyond his acknowledgement. Given that the wolf began to look down at the ground and away 
from the fox, Arcades could tell that Jason looked rather upset due to what he had just said. 


Arcades placed his hand on the wolf’s shoulder and spoke softly, “Jason. All I ask of you is that 


you place your trust in someone who cannot let you down. You can love me if you want, but by 
no means should I be the center of thought or attention.” The wolf looked up at the fox again, but 
he still did not have anything else to say. Arcades waited a few more seconds to see if Jason 
wanted to tell him something, and he began to speak again once the wolf remained silent, “I may 
have rescued you a couple times, but that doesn’t mean Ill always be able to help you out.” 

As Arcades waited once again to see if Jason wanted to say anything, the fox looked up at 
a clock he had on the wall and saw that it was about ten minutes past his closing time. Arcades 
looked at Jason and said, “Wait here, I’ve got to shut the doors. Hold on.” The wolf turned as he 
saw the fox walking towards the doors to lock them. While Arcades checked both of the 
entrances to his establishment, he briefly looked out the door’s windows to see if he had left 
anything of importance outside. The fox looked back over to Jason and asked, “Did you get 
everything from out back?” The wolf replied with only a nod. Arcades saw that Jason’s face still 
appeared rather upset, so he knew that he had to make sure to address the wolf once he was 
finished with his current task. Once Arcades gave the doors one last tug to make sure they were 
locked, he turned back around to see that Jason was still looking at him. 

Arcades walked behind the front desk, and he then stepped close to the door that led to 
their shared quarters and living space, “Come here.” The wolf initially appeared rather hesitant, 
but he then decided to do what the fox had requested him to do. Jason began to approach where 
Arcades was standing, but the fox stood his ground until the wolf was just a few feet away from 
him. Once the fox felt that the wolf would follow him, he moved further past the storefront and 
into their shared living space. Arcades did not go too far before he turned back around again to 
make sure that Jason was still following him, and he saw that the wolf was only behind him by 


about two yards. The fox entered their shared quarters, and he then waited until Jason followed 


him into the room. Arcades looked over to his own bed and pointed at it before looking at the 
wolf, “Take a seat here.” Jason listened to Arcades and took a seat on his bed. As the wolf sat 
down, he looked up at the fox who moved his tail out of his way with his hand before kneeling 
on the floor. 

After the fox got comfortable enough on the floor, he looked up at Jason who was now 
looking down at him. Arcades exhaled and waited for a moment just to see if the wolf had 
anything to say. After the fox concluded that the wolf was not planning on speaking, he decided 
to speak for himself, “Look, Jason. I just want you to remember that I am by no means better 
than anybody.” After Arcades finished speaking, Jason sat in silence for a moment before finally 
speaking himself, “You never hurt me, Kurt. Jack used to hurt me.” Kurt inhaled before 
responding, “Just because I haven’t done anything like that against you doesn’t mean that makes 
me better than anybody.” The wolf looked as if he was about to say something back to Arcades, 
but he fell silent rather than replying. Arcades said, “We are all sinners. We all have sin in our 
lives, and we can’t just compare our sins to another’s. Sure, some sins may not be as severe 
when compared to somebody else’s, but to the Lord, any sin is worthy of damnation. We can’t 
save ourselves, and we can’t be good enough. That simply can’t happen.” Arcades took a pause 
to see if Jason had a question or comment that the wolf would like to add. After determining that 
the wolf was still choosing to remain silent, he continued, “What is important to remember is that 
the Lord loves us enough that He is willing to forgive us for whatever that we’ve done in our 
lives. You’re my brother in the Lord, Jason. I’m not saying that you aren’t, but it’s not worth 
comparing me to others. The Lord loves all of His creation, and He loved both humans and 


anthros enough that He put on human flesh and died on the Cross for our salvation.” 


Arcades adjusted his kneeling position when he felt that he was putting too much 
pressure on his heels, and he continued speaking after he moved into a more comfortable 
position, “I know that it may be easy to forget that the Lord is out here with us sometimes, and I 
get it. We’ve seen the Foundation together and everything, but we still made it out in the end. 
People don’t get saved because they’ ve done more good or less bad than another person. People 
get saved because they choose to accept the Lord’s free gift of salvation. It’s by God’s grace that 
we are born again and given a new heart with new desires. We can’t do that ourselves.” The 
fox’s words only seemed to make the wolf feel guilty, and Arcades could tell that Jason was 
appearing more upset. Arcades continued to speak after waiting about a few more seconds, 
“When Paul said that Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners of whom he was chief, he 
wasn’t lying. Paul used to persecute and kill Christians before the Lord gave him a new heart 
with new desires. You can’t keep holding on to what people in the past have done. Not even 
what you’ve done yourself. Within the salvation of Jesus, you don’t have to be ashamed of 
anything. You’ve already been forgiven. You don’t have to feel guilty about anything, and I can 
promise you that.” 

When the fox spoke his last sentence, he could now see that Jason could no longer hold in 
his emotions. A few tears began to roll down the wolf’s cheeks, and Arcades sat up on his knees 
as he scooted a bit closer to Jason. The fox held out his very thin arms to embrace the wolf, 
“Here. It’s alright, Jason. I love you, and Jesus loves you as well.” Jason was rather quick to give 
himself to Arcades’ embrace, and he definitely held on to the fox rather tightly. Arcades was not 
expecting Jason to grab him so tightly, “Heh, easy now.” As the wolf buried his face into the 
fox’s chest, Arcades could hear the wolf say, “I’m sorry for what I tried to do to you, Kurt.” 


Knowing what the wolf was mentioning, Arcades replied, “You don’t have to feel guilty about 


that. You’ve already been forgiven for it by both me and the Lord. Why let it bother you?” After 
Jason was able to sound coherent enough, he said, “Because you don’t deserve to have that 
happen to you.” Arcades placed his hands on the wolf’s shoulders and brought the wolf up to 
look directly at his face, ““What I deserve doesn’t matter. What does matter is that the Lord 
would’ve still forgiven you even if you did what you wanted.” When Jason heard the fox, he 
only began to weep more, and Arcades let the wolf return his face into his chest. Arcades thought 
that it would be best for the wolf to let his emotions out, so he continued to embrace Jason while 
comforting him. 

The agent sat inside of his car which he had now moved a decent bit away from Arcades’ 
building, but he was still close enough to be able to see the entrance to the building. Since he was 
off the road and out of general view of the public, he would be able to set up a spot in order to 
see if Arcades would be leaving the building. The agent exited his vehicle and walked to the 
back seat of his 2019 Ford Taurus in order to retrieve a polymer rifle case. The human pulled the 
rifle case out, and he made sure that nobody was watching him before removing a Haenel 
Defence RS8 Subsonic from his vehicle. The human looked at the top of the rifle, and he could 
see that he still needed to install the scope which he just bought. He then realized that he would 
not be able to shoot Arcades with the rifle until he had it properly sighted in with the scope. The 
agent figured that he would install the scope now and only watch to see where Arcades would 
go. He would eventually come back and shoot him at a later date once he had a pattern 
determined as to where the fox would be. 

The agent went back into the front seat of his vehicle, and he grabbed the Trijicon 
AccuPower from the box it was held in. Luckily for the agent, the scope came included with a 


quick-detach mount for use on Picatinny rails. The agent flipped the two latched into the open 


position before seating the scope on the rifle. After making sure that placed the scope in the 
proper place on the rifle, he closed the two latches and cycled the bolt to ensure that the handle 
on the manual bolt would not collide with the sight. The human looked down the scope a couple 
times to see if he was satisfied with the eye relief that the scope provided from the distance he 
looked at it from. After deeming the eye relief and sight placement to be satisfactory, the human 
placed the rifle back into the polymer case and checked the front door of the fox’s building once 
more to see if he had left the building yet. The human did not see any change since he had last 
looked, and he was starting to wonder when the fox would leave since he had been waiting for a 
good thirty minutes after the business’ closing time. The agent did not even see any vehicles 
parked outside. 

The fox sat in his storefront while he held a SIG Sauer MCX Spear in his hands. Arcades 
pulled the charging handle of the rifle back a few times before looking to the left side of the rifle 
and pulling the second charging handle back. Jason watched as the fox looked into the chamber 
of the rifle as he continued to pull the charging handles back and forth, “Why does that rifle have 
two charging handles?” Arcades paused for a moment before looking up at the wolf, “SIG put 
both there because some people like using the AR style charging handle while others like having 
it on the side. Personally, it doesn’t really matter to me.” Jason looked at the tan-colored rifle and 
studied it, “When did that gun come out?” The fox looked back at the rifle briefly before 
replying, “The US Army adopted it a few years ago in order to eventually replace the standard 
AR-15 platform they’ ve been using since the 1960s. SIG had prototypes of this back in 2019, but 
this is the final production version. Since this company has an FFL and an SOT, I bought it 
directly from SIG themselves. They shipped it to me from their factory in Newington, New 


Hampshire.” 


The wolf sat down next to the fox who was already sitting on the counter. After moving 
his tail out of the way, Jason looked at the suppressor attached to the barrel of the rifle, “Which 
suppressor is that?” The fox answered as he began to unscrew it, but he then changed his mind 
and screwed the suppressor back onto the weapon, “SIG’s suppressor. The US Army wanted it 
so that their M4 successor would have a suppressor included by default rather than something 
you attach later.” The wolf looked at the magazine well of the rifle, “Is that a .308? It looks a bit 
larger than something that shoots 5.56.” The fox raised the weapon upwards to allow him to grab 
a magazine from his right using his left hand. Once he grabbed the magazine, he moved it back 
to his left to show Jason, “Good guess, but this rifle is chamber in 6.8x51mm. It’s supposed to be 
the US Army’s newest caliber that they want to phase out 5.56x45mm with. It’s the beginning of 
2030, and I still don’t see them doing that anytime soon. AR-15s are still way too plentiful.” 
Jason looked at the rifle’s overall shape, “I think I might’ve seen you with this before, but I kept 
thinking that it was just a .308 MCX or something.” The fox nodded and replied, “Some of the 
earliest prototypes of the Spear were just MCXs chambered in .308, so that’s not too far from 
reality.” 

Jason held out his hands to non-verbally request the weapon, and Arcades obliged by 
handing it over to the wolf. As the wolf inspected the weapon, he asked the fox another question 
about it, “How long have you had this gun?” The fox held a magazine in his hands, “I got that 
rifle in less than a month ago, but I just got the ammo for it today. 6.8x51mm really ain’t all that 
common yet, especially for civilians like ourselves.” Jason flipped the sights down before 
popping them back up again and looking at the sight picture, “This thing really looks like an AR- 
15, though.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, it’s based on the original SIG MCX from 2015, and the 


general shape of the MCX was based on the AR-15 to begin with. I’d call it a cross between an 


AR-15 and an AR-18. The actual system inside the thing works basically like an AR-18. 
Anyways, the bolt on the Spear still locks back and has a bolt release just like the regular AR-15, 
but it has a side charging handle so you can reload it a number of different ways. It also features 
ambidextrous controls, so both righties and lefties can use it without too much trouble.” The wolf 
pulled back the side charging handle before locking the bolt back by the use of the traditional 
bolt catch that one would normally see on an AR-15. Jason looked inside of the empty chamber, 
and he could see through the bottom of the lower receiver since the weapon did not have a 
magazine inserted. 

The wolf looked at the top rail and asked, “Are you going to put a sight on this?” Arcades 
replied, “Not yet. I’m about to go out and shoot it for the first time. Wanna come with me? Ill 
let you use it as well.” Jason smiled and said, “Sure, I’m curious to see this in action. How many 
rounds do you have, mate?” Arcades looked at the two loaded magazines he had for the weapon, 
and he then looked at a third magazine which was still empty, “I got about five hundred rounds 
of 6.8 in total, but these magazines only take twenty rounds each. I’ve got forty rounds loaded so 
far across two magazines, but I still have to load one more mag.” Jason looked past the fox, and 
he saw an open box which Arcades grabbed a few rounds of 6.8 out of. He watched as Arcades 
took the last empty magazine and began to load rounds into it. As Jason studied the shape of the 
magazine, he asked, “Do those magazines only fit into the .308 pouches?” The fox nodded, “Uh- 
huh. Yeah. It’s kinda an inconvenience. You see, .300 Blackout was made to fit inside of your 
STANAG compliant 5.56 magazines, and they even had a few other 6.8 calibers that would have 
been compatible as well. However, the US Government wanted 6.8x51mm specifically, and that 


has the same length as a .308 round.” 


The fox continued to speak as he continued to load more rounds into the magazine, “You 
remember the FN SCAR 17 right? That weapon is chambered in 7.62x51mm, and the magazines 
are just about the same size as the ones the Spear takes. In fact, you can buy an upper for the 
SCAR 17 that takes 6.8 instead of .308, but I haven’t done that yet since I don’t really see a need 
to do that in the first place. The Spear is the only 6.8x51mm weapon that I have at the moment. I 
kinda bought this one just because I wanted to try out 6.8. We still have a long, long way to go 
before 6.8 becomes the new standard instead of 5.56. Germany replaced the majority of their 
G36s with the Haenel Defence MK 556, and that’s basically just another piston-operated AR-15. 
Even the US Army hasn’t even gotten that far yet replacing their own AR-15s. Heck, most of the 
AR-15s that they use are still using lower receivers from the 80s and 90s.” Jason continued to 
listen to the fox’s miniature lecture, though his understanding of all of the concepts which the 
fox described were not too fleshed out. The wolf did not come from a culture which embraced 
the private ownership of firearms of any kind. 

After Arcades filled the magazine to its maximum capacity, he grabbed the other two 
magazines he had, and he placed them into his cargo pockets once he stood up. The fox 
commented on his pockets, “I’m glad I wear these shorts. I can stick plenty of ammunition in 
these without using a chest carrier or rig.” The wolf stood up as well, and he still had the MCX 
Spear in his hands. Jason looked over at the XMP-1 that was on the wall, and he asked the fox, 
“Kurt, why did the Foundation make their rifle use 5.56 instead of 6.8? Don’t they have 
connections with the US Government?” Arcades looked over to the rifle on the wall and said, 
“They probably had plenty of 5.56 before they made it. Many of the Foundation’s guys didn’t 
even wear the latest and greatest equipment. They had UCP, and the US Army completely 


phased that out in 2019. Well... That’s when they officially phased it out. Some members of the 


National Guard still wear UCP-patterned IOTVs and ACH helmet covers from time to time.” 
Once the fox finished speaking, he looked back over at Jason to see if the wolf was satisfied with 
the fox’s answer. Jason nodded to acknowledge Arcades, “Alright. Are we ready to go?” The fox 
replied, “Yep. Let’s go try it out.” 

Arcades unlocked the back door to his range, and he held the door open for Jason to exit 
the building while still holding the MCX Spear. After both of the anthros exited the building, 
they moved over to the range they had set up. Arcades and Jason both approached one of the 
shooting corrals, and the fox emptied the magazines from his pockets onto the wooden table. 
Jason looked down range, but he could not see any target, “Um, Kurt?” The fox stacked the 
magazines on the table as he answered, “What’s up?” Jason sat the rifle on the table next to the 
magazines and said, ““What are we shooting at?” Arcades looked down range, and he could not 
see any target to shoot at, “Whoop, silly me! I still have to go and get a target. Wait right here for 
me, alright? You can load the Spear if you want. It operates the same as an AR-15. Just insert the 
magazine and pull back the charging handle. Well, either charging handle...” The fox realized 
that he was about to go off on another tangent, so he refocused his attention back to the task at 
hand, “I'll go get the targets.” Jason acknowledged the fox as he walked back into the building to 
get some targets, “Fair dinkum, mate.” 

As the agent read the manual for the Trijicon AccuPower, he flipped a page and noticed a 
small piece of paper sliding out of the manual. The human looked down at the piece of paper 
after it fell completely out of the manual, and he placed the booklet on top of the dashboard as he 
went to retrieve the paper that fell out. The agent grabbed the paper and examined it: It did not 
take him long to realize that it was a gospel tract. The human crumpled up the tract, opened the 


door of his car, and he threw it as far as he could while he angrily expressed his opinion on 


Arcades, “What a fucking bitch. Piece of shit fucking fox.” Right before the human could close 
the door of his car, he saw some movement coming from Arcades’ firing range. The agent 
grabbed a pair of binoculars from inside the center console of his Taurus, and he looked through 
them to see Jason was standing at the range placing a magazine into the MCX Spear. The human 
quietly spoke to himself as he watched the wolf, “Who the fuck is this?” 

Arcades exited his building carrying more than just a few targets. In his hands, he also 
held ear and eye protection for both him and Jason. The fox approached the wolf, and Jason was 
standing in front of the loaded rifle he placed back on the wooden table. Arcades placed the 
targets on the table as he handed the wolf the Oakley SI M Frame 3.0 glasses which he preferred. 
Arcades placed his own Oakley SI Radar EV sunglasses over his eyes, and the wolf put on his 
own glasses as well. The fox gave the wolf a pair of electronic earplugs that filtered out loud 
sounds made with the same technology that human-worn over-ear hearing devices utilized. 
When both anthros put the electronic earplugs in their ears, they were just about ready to get 
started. The fox grabbed a staple gun from the side of the shooting corral, and he took a target as 
he moved down range to staple it to the support cross. The cross itself was damaged from all of 
the rounds that many shooters fired through it in the past. Arcades stapled the target to the target 
cross, and he returned to behind the firing line to hang up the stapler. The wolf picked up the 
loaded MCX Spear and asked the fox, “Who gets to shoot first?” 

Arcades shrugged, “You can go if you'd like.” The wolf looked at the target which was 
only sitting about twenty meters from where they were both standing. Jason looked back to 
Arcades, nodded, and he then looked back down range as he raised the MCX Spear at the target. 
The Spear was definitely heavier than Arcades’ Salient Arms GRY, but it was a bit lighter than a 


weapon like an AR-10 or HK417. The wolf flipped the fire control group to the middle position, 


semi-automatic, and he looked down the weapon’s sights as he prepared to fire. Arcades stood at 
the wolf’s five o’clock position while he waited for Jason to take his shot. Jason moved his 
finger into the trigger guard, and he then began to pull the trigger slowly. Within another couple 
seconds, Arcades heard the supersonic crack as well as the shot itself as the round left the 
suppressor. The round impacted upward and offset to the right of the target’s center. After firing, 
Jason flipped the weapon’s selector back on safe and placed it back down on the table. 

The agent was now in view of both Arcades and Jason. As he looked through the 
binoculars to watch both anthros, he saw Jason then hand Arcades the weapon and watched as 
the fox proceeded to fire a few suppressed rounds at the target. Even though the suppressed 
weapon fired supersonic ammunition, the agent was unable to hear the gunfire due to him being 
inside of his vehicle. The agent watched as Arcades switched the weapon to fire fully automatic, 
and he saw the fox empty the rest of the first magazine into the target. The agent could not see 
the target from his viewing angle, and he was only in view of both Arcades and Jason. Once the 
fox finished shooting at the target, he picked up the second magazine from the table, ejected the 
first magazine, and inserted the second magazine into the Spear before placing the empty 
magazine to the left of the remaining full magazine. Arcades debated on pressing the bolt release 
button or pulling the charging handle back to chamber a round, but he decided to simply press 
the bolt release button. 

With a fresh magazine now inserted into the MCX Spear, the fox aimed the rifle at the 
target, but he hesitated for a moment and safetied the weapon, “Are you sure that you don’t 
wanna shoot it more? You only took one shot.” Jason approached the fox as Arcades lowered the 
weapon and turned around while making sure that he was not pointing his rifle’s barrel at the 


wolf, “You bought the gun, though.” Arcades replied, “Yeah, and I want to share it with you.” 


Arcades outstretched his arms while still holding the rifle, “This one’s not too bad to shoot. Less 
kick than a .308, but still more than a 5.56. How about giving it another shot? We still have 
another full magazine.” After a few seconds, Jason reached out to take the rifle from the fox, and 
Arcades relinquished the weapon to the wolf. 

With the rifle now in the hands of Jason again, the now unarmed fox stood aside to allow 
for the wolf to stand back at the firing line. Jason raised the weapon and pulled the trigger. The 
trigger did not move, and the wolf briefly looked at the weapon to see that the safety was still set 
to safe rather than fire. Before Jason could switch the rifle off of the safe setting, Arcades spoke, 
notifying the wolf of what he had just figured out for himself, “It’s on safe.” Jason flipped the 
selector to the semiautomatic position, and he aimed the rifle back at the target again. After 
lining up the polymer iron sights with the target, the wolf pulled the trigger and took a shot. The 
round Jason fired landed down and to the left of the bullseye, but Arcades still congratulated the 
wolf of scoring a hit on the target, “There you go! Looks like you hit it.” The wolf adjusted his 
shooting stance and brought his right elbow inwards to help him manage the kick of the rifle. 
After curving his thumb around the weapon’s top rail, he prepared to take another shot. The wolf 
fired again, and he hit the target yet again. The fox gave his feedback to Jason, “That’s a hit. I 
saw it hit directly above the center.” Jason, confident with his current shooting stance, took two 
more shots in rapid succession. The first round landed right above the bullseye again, but the 
second round did not land on the paper. 

“T saw one of those hit. Make sure you have a firm grip on the handguard, and that’ll help 
you stay on target. Also, make sure you don’t get knocked off balance.” The wolf responded to 
the fox’s advice by widening his stance slightly and trying a different grip on the Spear’s 


handguard. Even though Jason was wearing eye protection like the fox was, he still flinched 


every time he took a shot. He had always been one to flinch because of close gunfire, but he was 
still alive even after raiding the Foundation. Apparently his flinch reflex did not do too much 
against him when his skills were actually put to the test. The fox watched Jason fire one more 
round before speaking, “Do you want to try fully automatic fire with that? Switch your selector 
to the third position.” Jason lowered the barrel of his rifle, but he still kept it pointing down range 
when he asked the fox, “How many rounds do I have left?” Arcades tried to mentally recount 
how many rounds Jason fired, “I think you’ve only fired about five or six rounds. You should 
have a bit more than ten rounds left.” The wolf flipped the selector to the automatic position, and 
he braced himself before holding the trigger down. Jason had fired a fully automatic weapon 
before, but this was his first time firing one chambered in 6.8x51mm. The wolf fired at the 
target, and he did land a large majority of his shots on the target he was aiming at. 

With the weapon falling silent after running out of ammunition, Jason turned the weapon 
over to the side in order to see that the chamber was locked open since the magazine was empty. 
Arcades approached the wolf with a smile on his face, “Not bad, not bad. You handled that like a 
champ. Do you want to shoot the last magazine or do you want me to do it?” Jason located the 
magazine release, and it was in the same place as one would find the release button on an AR-15 
style weapon. The wolf depressed the magazine release, and he removed the magazine from the 
lower receiver. Jason placed the magazine on the table, and he saw the fox’s black-furred arm in 
his peripheral vision reach out to hand him the last magazine. The wolf noticed that Arcades was 
now offering him the magazine, so he decided to take it and insert it into the rifle. Arcades stood 
back; he did not want to get hit by hot shell casings. The fox watched the wolf pull the side 
charging handle of the MCX Spear, and then he watched as the bolt dropped to load a new round 


into the chamber. 


“Why not try fully automatic again? You know what to expect this time. I bet you’ Il be 
able to get all of those rounds on target,” the fox suggested as he took a single step back away 
from the wolf. Jason briefly looked at the fire selector group of the MCX Spear, and he could see 
that the weapon was still on the automatic setting. Jason took a knee this time, and he lined up 
the weapon’s sights with the paper target. The target had accumulated a fair number of holes on 
it thanks to all of the rounds which both anthros fired. The wolf stabilized himself while he 
crouched on one knee, and he then kept both of his eyes open as he held the trigger down. The 
suppressor did its job by not only suppressing the weapon’s sound to a somewhat reasonable 
degree, but it also helped the wolf keep the rifle on target since there was not as much gas 
blowing upwards to distort his vision. Within mere moments, the final magazine was now empty, 
and the wolf stood back up while he removed the magazine from the firearm. Arcades took out 
his hearing protection since there was no more live ammunition around, but he kept his 
sunglasses on, “That was really good! I think you hit it almost every single time. Great job!” 
Jason sat the final empty magazine with the other two magazines, and he safetied the weapon 
before placing it on the table. The fox pointed to the wolf’s ears, “We’re done here. You don’t 
need those earbuds anymore.” Jason removed the electronic earplugs from his ears, and he 
handed them to the fox who pocketed the hearing protection in his cargo shorts. 

Since the fox was the one without shoes, he had to make sure that he did not step on any 
recently fired shell casings that would burn his furry feet. Jason wore combat boots, so he did not 
have to worry about stepping on much of anything. The wolf took off his Oakley M Frame 3.0 
glasses, and he reached out to give them back to Arcades. The fox accepted the glasses, and he 
folded them up before putting them in one of his empty cargo pockets. Arcades retrieved the SIG 


Sauer MCX Spear from the table, and he dropped the bolt before pulling the trigger in order to 


release the weapon’s hammer. The fox did not have a sling attached to the weapon, so he held it 
with his left hand as he tried to collect the three spent magazines with his right hand. Jason stood 
by and watched as Arcades placed the magazines in his other empty pocket on his shorts, “Those 
shorts have a lot of pockets on them, don’t they?” Arcades transferred the rifle to his right hand 
before replying, “Yeah, that’s why I like them. They’re practical and tactical-looking as well.” 

The fox looked up at the wolf when he managed to get one hand free from holding 
various objects, “So, how did you like the Spear?” The gray wolf turned his blue eyes to the 
weapon again, “It was fun.” Arcades smiled and lifted up his glasses to move them to the top of 
his head to reveal his green eyes, “Yeah? I’m glad you had fun.” Jason looked back up at the fox 
again, but he did not say anything. Arcades noticed that Jason was looking towards him, but he 
was not sure if Jason was going to say something or not. The fox waited a moment before 
speaking for himself, “Hey Jason?” The wolf directed his eyes to meet the fox’s eyes, “Yeah, 
mate?” Arcades began to speak, “Jason, you’ve been living with me since ‘27, but sometimes it 
seems that you think of me like I’m just your employer. We’re family. I know I’m a fox and 
you’re a wolf, but all races, both human and anthro, are the same in the eyes of the Lord. You 
and I are brothers.” The wolf did not know what he wanted to say to Arcades, so he remained 
silent. Arcades spoke anyways, “Jason, I’m not going to get rid of you if that’s what you’re 
thinking. You’re my brother, and I promise you that I’m going to be there for you. I just happen 
to give you money for what you do for me. I’d say it’s only fair.” 

The wolf still did not say anything in response, but his face began to look a bit distorted, 
akin to as if he was upset. The fox spoke again, “If it were up to me, you would be my full- 
fledged brother, but the legal system doesn’t really allow that. I don’t like keeping things 


impersonal; it takes life out of people. I want you to remember that I do consider you my brother, 


and I do love you as family. What’s mine is yours, and I thought that you would’ve picked up on 
that since you’ve been living with me for about three years at this point.” Jason’s mouth began to 
shape into a frown, and the fox could see that the wolf was about to let his emotions out again. 
Arcades held out his arms, but he remembered that he was still holding the MCX Spear. The fox 
retracted his right hand, but he still held out his left hand, “Come here, now.” The wolf 
approached the fox, and Arcades embraced Jason while still holding the rifle in his right hand. 
The fox, despite owning the weapon for a little amount of time, let the rifle go from his hand to 
land on the ground. Arcades felt that Jason was more important than a $2,500 weapon. 

“Fucking foxes are always fucking faggots,” the agent said to himself as he viewed the 
two anthros embracing one other. As the agent still watched from his car, he put his binoculars 
down briefly in order to check his surroundings: He should not have anybody at all watching 
him. After confirming that he was the only one in the surrounding area, he looked back through 
the binoculars to see the wolf and fox finish their embrace. The human was still not sure of who 
the gray wolf was since he did not see Jason while he was inside of Arcades’ place of business. 
The agent also did not know that Arcades’ place of business was both his and the wolf’s place of 
residence as well. The agent could see that the wolf looked a tad bit more built than the lanky 
fox, even though they both appeared to stand at about the same height. However, it was hard for 
the agent to get a good view of Jason since the wolf wore cargo pants and combat boots. 
Arcades, on the other hand, only wore a dark polo shirt tucked into a pair of khaki cargo shorts. 
The fox’s bare arms and legs were completely visible to the human, but only the wolf’s arms 
were visible. 

The agent still did not know who the wolf was, “Who the fuck even is this?” Though the 


human asked his question aloud, he did not receive an answer. He was not even expecting an 


answer, though. The human watched as the two anthros finally proceeded to move back into the 
building, and the agent continued to look at the building to see if they were planning on exiting 
again anytime soon. The agent did look back at the sky, and he could see that it would be 
nighttime shortly. He did not know how long he wanted to stay in his current location, for he was 
not sure if somebody would discover his hiding spot. The agent really wanted to follow the fox 
to his place of residence, but he began to hypothesize that the fox might live at his place of 
business since he could not see any vehicles parked outside of the building. The agent wondered 
if the fox did have a vehicle somewhere, but he did not want to go snooping around Arcades’ 
building at night. He was not sure if Arcades had any motion sensors or other surveillance 
equipment set up with the purpose of locating intruders in mind, and since the fox owned a gun 
store, he would likely be readily armed in case of a sudden attack. The agent decided that he 
would wait about ten more minutes to see if the fox would emerge. If he did not, then he would 
leave the area and come back at a later date to do what he was tasked with doing. After all, he 
was not about to try and shoot the fox with a rifle that was not sighted in yet. He also was not too 
keen about shooting the fox at his place of business, even ignoring the fact that Arcades was 
practically living inside of an armory: It would likely be easy for him to be detected by a 
potential witness, and he was not exactly sure if the wolf he saw was someone who the fox lived 
with. Right now, the human had to assume the worst possible conditions: The fox lived at his 
place of business, the wolf is a close accomplice at the very least, and the fox likely has security 
equipment deployed around his building. 

The agent knew that he would have to devise a plan or some sort of organized method in 
order to carry out his orders, but he also knew that he would have to wait for the two anthros to 


go to a different location. The human was certain that he would not make his move on the fox at 


his business even if he had every advantage on his side. After all, the fox had plenty of firearms 
in his storefront, and he even had an XMP-1 on display. The human considered that if the fox 
was willing to display an XMP-1 on the wall, then there was no telling what else he could have 
behind the counter that a customer would not be able to see. The agent did not even know why 
the fox displayed the XMP-1, after all, he felt that the fox would have to know that the Majestic 
12 or Knights Templar would send somebody to investigate the anthro that almost single 
handedly overthrew the Omega Foundation. By displaying the XMP-1, he was practically adding 
insult to injury to the Illuminati as a whole. Ever since the Illuminati lost the Foundation, one of 
their largest branches, the program to create an army of mindless anthro servants suffered major 
setbacks. By the time of the assault on Facility Zero, the Omega Foundation was almost ready to 
deploy their army of anthros to do their bidding and completely replace the Internal Security 
Group of the Omega Foundation. From there, they would then replace all of the world’s 
governments with their own New World Order. 

With the passing of ten minutes, the agent finally put his binoculars away and decided 
that it would be best for him to withdraw from his vantage point. The agent pushed the ignition 
button to start his vehicle, and he soon found himself driving away from Fox Armament, LLC. 
As the agent drove away from the location he was parked at, he couldn’t stop thinking about the 
XMP-1 Arcades had on the wall, and he also was surprised at the way the fox described the 
events to the agent. The agent, being part of the Majestic 12, knew very well about the 
Foundation, and he also was familiar with their operations. The Omega Foundation was the 
research and development branch of the Illuminati, and they were tasked with obtaining the 
means to stage a massive false flag attack in order to severely damage anthro-human relations. 


Though the Illuminati had staged false flag attacks before in order to destabilize political and 


economic systems, the Majestic 12 wanted to stage an attack that would all but permanently 
cripple human-anthro relations. What better way to carry out such an attack than to create an 
army of anthros to do it for you? 

The agent knew that the Omega Foundation studied the psychology of anthros for years, 
and they exploited the sexual desires of anthros in order to break down their mentality. The 
Foundation discovered that many advances did not have to be done by force or coercion either, 
as shown by the overwhelming success of operations carried out at Facility Eleven. The agent 
then remembered that it was Arcades himself who was responsible for Facility Eleven’s 
intrusion. He knew that he had to get rid of the fox, but he just could not figure out the right time 
that he would be able to do so. The agent also knew that even though he would get rid of 
Arcades, the Majestic 12 and Knights Templar would still have to find out a way to deal with 
Castle Defence Industries. With CDI being the largest private military force in the world, the 
Illuminati found them to be potentially dangerous when they discovered that their efforts at 
infiltrating the organization ultimately ended in failure. CDI had amassed a large number of 
military vehicles, weapons, personnel, and they even had a couple aircraft carriers stacked to the 
brim with the latest carrier-based aircraft. CDI was present during the downfall of Facility Zero, 
and the loss of the facility was one that cost the Illuminati so much of their efforts in research 
and development. The Illuminati would not be able to create the totalitarian one-world- 
government they were looking to create if they were faced with such considerable opposition. 

Though money was the furthest problem for the Illuminati, time was the primary issue 
instead. Facility Zero housed the XVP-1, an experimental vehicle that the Knights Templar 
planned to deploy when the false flag attack would have occurred. With the massive vehicle lost 


along with the blueprints to manufacture another one, the I!luminati would have to research all of 


the technology and build it all from scratch again. The agent wondered if CDI was able to 
recover some of the parts from the wreckage of the XVP-1 when it was destroyed. Even if the 
company was able to successfully salvage enough parts from the XVP-1 to reverse engineer the 
vehicle, it would still take them at least a few years to develop their own version that would be 
the same in terms of size and capabilities. Both the agent and the Illuminati agreed that they 
could not allow Castle Defence Industries to continue to stay active. They would have to get rid 
of the company. Getting rid of Kurt Hofmeier was just the easy part. 

Arcades laid the MCX Spear on the mat which he disassembled it on. Though the fox 
only field stripped the rifle, he inspected the bolt as well as the barrel to see how much powder 
had accumulated on the working parts of the weapon. Jason sat across from the fox and watched 
him clean the weapon, “Still looks to be in perfect condition, right?” Arcades nodded in 
agreement as he inspected the weapon’s externals, “I’d say so. I can’t see me using this thing as a 
main rifle as of right now. 6.8x51mm is kinda expensive compared to 5.56x45mm, and the 
companies that make it aren’t really putting much aside for civilians like us. Instead, they’re 
focusing their attention on fulfilling their orders for the US Government.” While the fox ran a 
brush through the weapon’s barrel to clear out the powder, Jason looked around the room to look 
at many of the weapons Arcades had on the display racks. As Jason turned to his left, he spotted 
the XMP-1 on the wall. The wolf asked, “Hey, Kurt. Do you think we’ll be able to find any 
explosive rounds for the Foundation’s rifle?” Arcades looked up at the wolf and then looked to 
his right to see that Jason was looking at the XMP-1. The fox spoke, “Oh, you mean the rounds 
for the HE part of the weapon? Yeah, well, that fires 20mm HE rounds, and those are kinda non- 
standard. 40mm is the standard for most explosive rounds, and those are even out of reach for us 


for the most part. For one, they’re destructive devices, and two, it would be too expensive for us 


to buy stuff like that. We could, theoretically get polymer rounds to fire out of it, and I remember 
the Foundation had that. However, I’m not sure where we’d get 20mm beanbag rounds. I don’t 
think we’ ll be able to use the HE part of that rifle. It’s more of a novelty at this point, anyways. I 
always thought the OICW was a cool concept.” 

The wolf stood up to pick the weapon off of the rack. The fox continued cleaning the 
weapon since he trusted Jason with the XMP-1; Jason had handled it before. The wolf looked 
through the weapon’s included sight. The sight was made by the Foundation themselves, but it 
would lose some of its core functionality if placed on another rifle since the sight was 
electronically connected to the HE system of the XMP-1. The wolf remembered back in Facility 
Zero, there was another variant of the XMP-1 that looked slightly different than the standard 
model. The model which the wolf remembered was the one that was specifically made for the 
brainwashed anthros stationed at the covert black site. However, the standard model was the 
model that Arcades was able to take home with him. Jason pulled the charging handle for the KE 
segment of the rifle, and he watched as the bolt locked back since the inserted STANAG 
magazine was empty. The wolf found the bolt release button on the XMP-1, and he pressed it. 
The bolt returned to its closed position and let out a rather loud click. 

The fox smiled, “To me, doing something like that is more satisfying if you use an HK 
MP5. The bolt release button is just a lesser HK slap in my opinion, anyways.” Jason went to 
return the XMP-1 to the rack, and by the time he returned to the fox, Arcades was already 
finished cleaning the MCX Spear. The fox reassembled the rifle, and it did come together much 
like an AR-15 would, but with some minor differences. Since the Spear was a weapon that had a 
short-stroke gas piston instead of a direct impingement action, Arcades had checked the piston 


itself to see if it had accumulated any wear from the brief time he had used it. Nevertheless, the 


fox applied a light coat of lubricant to the key moving parts of the rifle, and he had it 
reassembled rather quickly. With the MCX Spear back together, the fox placed it on one of the 
empty racks he had on his wall. Arcades took a few steps back away from the wall before turning 
around; he did not want his tail to knock anything over by accident. Preventing a tail strike was 
just something that anthros had to deal with during their day to day lives. 

As Jason watched the fox return, he began to ask himself a question he had before. He 
did not know why anthros were only canines and felines. He began to wonder what anthros 
would look like if they came in more races, but he had a hard time thinking about races that 
would be larger or smaller than anthros. After all, anthros were the same size and had the same 
proportions of humans, and they did not even stand differently than humans. Both anthros and 
humans walked with their feet flat on the ground, and they were able to wear the same shoes 
with no need for any footwear accommodations for either species. Similarly to footwear, anthros 
were able to wear the same gloves that humans were able to wear since their hands were shaped 
practically the same. The primary difference between the two species aside from their heads and 
abundance of hair was that the majority of anthros anthros had tails which humans lacked. 
Though tails did not too much for anthros, they did help out balance to some degree. Not all 
anthros had tails either. Some lynxes lacked tails, but remarkably, some anthro lynxes had tails 
due to interbreeding with other feloid anthros. Though humans could breed with all members of 
their species, anthros could only breed among members of their own major races. Canoids could 
only breed with other canoids, and feloids could only breed with feloids. Anthros even had 
whiskers, and both Jason as well as Arcades knew very well that whiskers were definitely 
capable of feeling their surroundings. It becomes an issue when wearing things such as gas 


masks, as those items were made primarily with humans in mind. Anthros could not even wear 


gas masks made for humans due to the shape of the anthro head. Instead, certain models had to 
be made to fit the face of an anthro, and such models are rather rare and costly. Even while 
wearing a mask made to fit an anthro’s face, whiskers and fur can still compromise the seal of 
the mask, and the mask would be rendered less effective against an airborne threat if it did not 
entirely form a solid seal. 

As Jason thought about the differences between anthros and humans, he could not help 
but think about all of the inventions that humans made without the thought of anthros in mind. 
After all, there were plenty of clothing brands that lacked a hole or flap to accommodate the tail 
of an anthro. Thankfully for Arcades, his favorite tactical clothing brands typically included tail 
flaps for anthros. Most companies that made tail flaps in the first place also made a human- 
minded version of the same product without the tail flap. The companies that only make a one- 
size-fits-both-species product usually had the flap close with the help of velcro so that a human 
could wear the same pants or shorts without a hole showing in the back. The wolf did know all 
too well that some humans opted to use the flap for things that were not tails. Jason shook his 
head to clear his thoughts, but he did not have time to think more since the fox was now standing 
in front of him, “So, are you ready to go grab some food?” Jason processed what the fox had just 
asked him, and he saw no reason why he wouldn’t be ready to eat, “Yeah, sure thing, mate. I’m 


getting pretty hungry m’self.” Arcades nodded, “Alright, let’s go and eat.” 


Chapter 2 


The Hunt Begins 


The agent looked into the crosshair of his newly acquired Trijicon AccuPower, and he 
then looked past his rifle and at the target he was using to sight in the rifle with. Since he was 
using subsonic rounds for his Haenel Defence RS8 Subsonic, he had to take into account the 
speed of the round he was firing as well as the lighter load of gunpowder used in each of the 
rounds. For sighting his rifle, he decided to shoot at a target that he positioned to be just about 
one hundred meters away from his position. Though he was not sure at what distance he would 
engage Arcades at, he wanted to stay as far away from the fox as possible to make sure that the 
fox would not hear the suppressed gunshot. The human held his breath as he tried to steady his 
rifle. Even though the RS8 was fitted with a Warne Skyline bipod attached to the rifle’s bottom 
Picatinny rail, the agent still wanted to make sure that his barrel was as still as possible. The 
agent disabled the rifle’s safety, and he took his shot once he was ready. 

The gunshot was quiet enough that the agent did not need to wear any sort of hearing 
protection. Thanks to the integral suppressor combined with the subsonic .308 load, the rifle 
sounded more like an air rifle would. After taking the shot, the agent scooted over to his left in 
order to look down a pair of binoculars he had set up on a tripod to view the target. He could see 
that he had landed a shot directly above the bullseye. The agent scooted back over to the rifle 
without getting up from his prone position, and he adjusted his sight accordingly. After the agent 


finished adjusting his sight, he cycled the rifle’s action to eject the spent casing as well as to 


chamber a new round. The spent casing landed in a plastic bin the agent had placed next to him 
that would collect all of the spent rounds. He did not really want anybody to figure out that he 
was shooting in the middle of the woods, especially since he was indeed planning something that 
would not be legal. 

After the agent deemed that his rifle was ready to fire again, he looked down the scope 
and lined up the crosshair for a second shot. This time, the human took less time lining up his 
shot, and he fired after holding his breath for a few seconds. After looking through the binoculars 
to his immediate left again, his shot now landed a few inches beneath the bullseye. The human 
shook his head in mild frustration, and he chambered another round into his rifle. The RS8’s 
magazine held ten rounds, so the agent felt that he would be able to sight in his rifle for shooting 
a target at one hundred meters by using one magazine worth of rounds. The agent did not want to 
have to use more rounds than it was worth to sight his rifle’s scope. Since the rifle was not 
shooting to the left or right of the target, all the human had to do was just make sure that he 
scope was able to reliably hit a target at a distance of one hundred meters. After adjusting the 
scope for elevation yet again, the agent looked through his sight again and held his breath. 
Steadily keeping his crosshair over the bullseye, the human took another shot. 

A view through the binoculars confirmed that the rifle was now shooting above the 
bullseye yet again. The agent let out a slight grunt as he chambered the fourth round into his 
rifle, and he heard the sound of the empty shell casing landing into his plastic bucket. The human 
knew that the AccuPower was adjustable for windage, but it seemed as if he did not need to 
adjust the setting. Though it was not windy at all, the human did not feel that wind would cause 
enough trouble to significantly throw off his shot at the distance he was looking at zeroing in the 


weapon at. He was planning for the rifle to hold zero at one hundred meters, and he would adjust 


accordingly if he was faced with shooting Arcades at a different distance. Thankfully, the 
AccuPower seemed to be sighted in correctly to shoot straight, but he still needed to properly 
adjust the weapon’s elevation to hit the bullseye. The human turned the dial for the elevation 
down slightly, for he did not want to fire beneath the target again. After the agent was ready, he 
returned back to the rifle in order to take his fourth shot. 

The agent firmly placed the stock of the RS8 against his right shoulder as he steadied 
himself. Lying prone as he was, he was able to hold the rifle in the most stable position, and the 
bipod was only helping with stability. The human even had a few sandbags which he placed 
around the sides of the rifle in order to make sure that the rifle would be evenly balanced and not 
shift around due to small movements. The agent lined his crosshair up directly with the bullseye 
of the target again, and he held his breath as he prepared to take his shot. The human felt no 
wind, and he also felt nothing moving the barrel of his rifle, even if it was slight. After he was 
satisfied with where he was pointing his barrel, the agent slowly pulled the trigger and heard the 
rifle fire. The human pulled the bolt back, but he did not push it forward to chamber a new 
round. Feeling very confident that he scored a successful bullseye, the agent scooted back over to 
the binoculars once again. After viewing his handiwork, the human grinned slightly as he saw 
that he scored a direct hit on the bullseye he was aiming for. 

Returning to the rifle, the agent looked at the four shell casings in his plastic bin, and he 
knew that he still had six more rounds left in the magazine. Confident enough that he was 
properly shooting on target, the agent removed the magazine from his rifle, returned the bolt to 
battery, and engaged the rifle’s safety. The human stood up from his prone position, and he 
walked over to the target he had stapled to a tree. After walking for one hundred meters, the 


agent retrieved the target, and he did his best to remove the torn paper as well as the staples 


themselves. After collecting all of the target’s remains that he was able to, the agent folded up 
the target and walked one hundred meters back to his shooting area. Though he did leave his 
equipment unattended, the agent felt that he was isolated enough that nobody should bother him. 
He had parked his car about a quarter of a mile from where he was shooting, and he had already 
traveled to a remote location to shoot in the first place. 

The agent boxed up his rifle, placed all of his trash into the plastic bin, and he began to 
walk off while carrying his belongings. The agent had brought a range bag with him, and he 
placed his spare ammunition along with some hex keys and assorted tools for adjusting a rifle 
and rifle accessories. The range bag was rather heavy due to the few sandbags the agent had 
brought with him as well as the spotter’s binoculars he used for sighting, but the combined 
weight of his belongings was by no means a situation he was unable to handle. In the agent’s left 
hand was the RS8 Subsonic that he had in the case, so the agent was carrying a decent amount of 
weight in total. The agent planned his trip in such a way that he would drive a few miles ina 
different direction before disposing of his spent shell casings and target. He planned to deposit 
each of the four casings in different locations to ensure that he would not possibly have any of 
his actions traced back to him. The agent still took these precautions even though he knew that 
the Illuminati would easily get him out of any legal trouble he might find himself in for shooting 
Arcades. The human thought to himself that he technically would not even need the Illuminati to 
bail him out. After all, why would anybody ever trust a fox over a human? The agent smirked to 
himself as he thought about the hypothetical scenario in his head. 

After walking for a quarter of a mile, the agent finally returned to his 2019 Ford Taurus, 
and he placed his equipment into the rear seat of his vehicle. Before the agent moved to the 


driver’s seat of the sedan, he opened the range bag again to retrieve the four spent shell casings. 


The agent was wearing a pair of Mechanix Covert Tactical Gloves the entire time, so he was not 
concerned with any fingerprints on the cases. The human deposited the casings into one of the 
cupholders near the center console of his vehicle, and he looked around one last time to make 
sure that he was not being watched himself. The agent stood in silence as he listened very 
carefully to see if he was able to hear anything he would find suspicious. All the agent was able 
to hear was the occasional sounds coming from feral animals from within the woods, and luckily 
for the agent, anthros and ferals were two different types of entities entirely. There were no 
sapient beings within the foreseeable vicinity which the agent occupied. With his surroundings 
looking completely clear, the agent closed the driver side door, and he departed from the area. 

The agent took the scenic route on his way back to his temporary housing provided to 
him by the Majestic 12, and he made sure to dump one casing out at a time as he drove back to 
his safehouse. Whenever he threw a casing out the window, he made sure that there were no 
vehicles around as well as no foot traffic that might witness him. Over the course of about twenty 
minutes, the agent was successfully able to throw all four shell casings in different locations. He 
was also able to leave his target in a random dumpster he stopped at after he tore the paper target 
up into many unrecognizable pieces. Fortunately for the agent, nobody was around to see him 
dispose of any of his evidence, despite the fact that the agent technically had not done anything 
illegal as of yet. The Majestic 12 always emphasized secrecy, and the agent did not want to 
become complacent and potentially blow his cover. After all, the Majestic 12 was not even 
supposed to exist, and the Illuminati as a whole was not supposed to exist either. 

After another twenty minutes passed, the agent finally arrived at his safehouse, and he 
made sure to unload all of his equipment out of his vehicle for the time being. The agent would 


need to sort out his equipment and bring only what he truly needed for the mission; he did not 


want to bring any unnecessary items that would ultimately weigh him down. The agent knew that 
he would have to keep the rifle, but he would not be using traditional ammunition to shoot 
Arcades with. After all, the agent was specifically tasked with bringing the fox alive to 
personally answer to the Illuminati. The Majestic 12 agreed that Arcades was too dangerous to 
their organization since the fox knew a considerable amount of information about the various 
facilities of the Omega Foundation. In fact, Arcades still possessed property of the Foundation 
such as the XMP-1 he casually displayed on the wall in his store. 

The agent may not have been tasked with retrieving the XMP-1 from Arcades’ 
possession, he was ultimately tasked with capturing the fox alive. The Majestic 12 had given the 
human a decent briefing in regard to the fox’s previous endeavors, and the organization advised 
the human to not try and capture the fox up close. Even though Arcades was nearing the category 
of being chronically underweight, the Majestic 12 advised the agent that the fox could still be 
dangerous to face up close. After all, the fox had beaten an anthro aligned with the Foundation 
unconscious at one of their black sites which Arcades had successfully infiltrated. Besides, the 
human did not know if the fox carried any weapons on him, and he was not looking to take his 
chances since the fox did operate a business dealing predominately with the sale of firearms. The 
human opened the polymer case which held his RS8, and he began to remove one of the rounds 
from the weapon’s magazine which he had not fired. The human felt confident that he would be 
able to fire upon the fox from a distance using a special dart round that he had made. 

After removing one of the live .308 rounds from the magazine he had used to sight in the 
rifle with, the agent took one of the rounds which he had already made, and he examined it. The 
round was indeed a 7.62x51mm round, but the bullet itself was actually a bespoke round which 


was more akin to a dart. The dart itself was loaded with a tranquilizing solution that was mixed 


with the fox’s height and weight specifically in mind. Inside of the custom dart, the human had a 
proper dosage that would render the fox unconscious for a bit longer than an hour and a half 
provided that he hit the fox effectively. The human had to be weary, however. The dart still had a 
chance to not render the fox unconscious if Arcades was shot in a bad position, and shooting the 
fox again had the potential to kill him due to an overdose. The Foundation had developed the 
tranquilizing solution to ensure compliance for unruly anthros who decided to resist, but the 
Foundation had plenty of other solutions ready to achieve the same goal outside of the realm of 
pharmaceuticals. Since the agent had already removed one of the .308 rounds which he had not 
fired, he loaded the tranquilizer darts into the rifle’s magazine. The human only had five dart 
rounds which he produced, and the RS8’s magazine only had a capacity of ten rounds in total. 
Though the agent doubted that he would need the five tranquilizer rounds, he still took them with 
him anyways just in case he were to miss a shot or two. The agent doubted that he would miss 
his shot. After all, the rifle was shooting offset in the vertical direction; it was shooting straight 
in the horizontal direction. The five live rounds beneath the darts were present primarily for the 
event of a worst-case scenario. 

After the agent had his magazine filled with his ten rounds, he inserted the magazine into 
the rifle, and he disabled the rifle’s safety before chambering a round. Once a round was 
chambered and the rifle was ready to fire, the agent engaged the safety on the rifle again and 
placed it back into the case. The human separated the boxed rifle from his other equipment, and 
he began to unload everything from out of his range bag. He would not be needing anything 
which he took with him to the impromptu range he had visited earlier in the day. Instead, the 
agent went into another room before returning with a set of equipment he would need after he 


rendered the fox unconscious. Since the tranquilizing agent would only be effective for an hour 


and a half at the best, the agent knew that he would have to keep the fox subdued to take him to 
the Illuminati. 

The agent unzipped one small bag, and inside was a set of restraints made by the 
company Armament Services and Procedures. At the turn of the last decade, ASP had released a 
new product into the military and police market: the ASP Transport Kit. The kit included a pair 
of rigid handcuffs made by ASP, a set of ASP leg irons, and even a waist chain that included 
enough chain to connect a detainee’s waist to his or her ankles. The agent was briefed that the 
fox had been able to escape restraints before, so he wanted to be sure that he would be able to 
detain the fox with no issues. The agent even had with him a pair of thumbcuffs produced in 
Taiwan, and he felt confident that the thumbcuffs combined with the ASP Transport Kit should 
be enough to secure the fox for the time being. Though the included waist chain in the transport 
kit featured locks that would prevent one from undoing the chain once applied, the human went a 
step further by having all of the locksets in the ASP rigid handcuffs and leg irons swapped with 
the ‘high-security’ locksets made by the same company. The installed locksets could only be 
opened with a double-bitted key, and they also featured two pawls to prevent somebody from 
shimming the restraints open. 

The human made sure that he still had the ASP Transport Kit complete in its entirety 
before zipping the carrying case back up and placing it into the larger range bag. While the agent 
would be able to physically restrain the fox, he still needed to be able to silence him as well as 
prevent him from biting. The agent had procured a fox muzzle just for the occasion he was 
planning on. The fox muzzle in its design was very similar to the muzzle that policemen carry to 
prevent canoid anthros from biting, but the muzzle which the agent had was designed with foxes 


specifically in mind. The main difference is that the fox muzzle was more narrow in its shape, 


and that design choice was made specifically in order to absolutely ensure the best tight fit over a 
fox’s mouth. Though the muzzle did have a central strap in the middle of it that one could loosen 
to allow speech, the human was planning on tightening the strap to prevent Arcades from 
speaking whatsoever. The human deposited the muzzle into the bag, and he felt that he had 
everything he essentially needed to subdue the fox. The agent was tasked with bringing Arcades 
in, and he was not planning on letting the fox escape. He was ready for the hunt. 

The fox placed a magazine into his Laugo Arms Alien, and he aimed at a paper target 
sitting about ten meters in front of him. After racking the slide to chamber a round, the fox aimed 
down the default sights of the handgun, and he fired three rounds in rapid succession at the 
target. Since the Alien had a safe action trigger much to the likes of a Glock, the fox did not have 
to worry about disengaging a manually activated safety. After shooting three rounds at the target, 
the fox lowered his handgun in order to check his accuracy. The fox moved his finger out of the 
trigger guard, and he pointed the weapon both down range and towards the ground as he visually 
examined the target. Arcades had successfully hit the target three times, but his shots were about 
seven inches apart from one another in terms of grouping. Arcades raised the handgun again, and 
he fired the remaining seven rounds which he had in the magazine. Though the handgun could 
hold more than ten rounds in its default magazine, Arcades did not feel a need to load more 
rounds into the magazine. When the fox depleted all of the rounds in the magazine, the unique 
slide locked back, and Arcades dropped the magazine to see that his weapon was out of 
ammunition. 

Without inserting the magazine back into the handgun, the fox released the slide, held the 
weapon in a safe direction, and pulled the trigger to drop the hammer before inserting the empty 


magazine back into the handgun. With the weapon now clear and safe, the fox placed it gently 


back on the table in front of him before he removed his hearing protection and placed the 
electronic earplugs into one of his shorts’ pockets. Arcades was still wearing his Oakley Radar 
sunglasses, and he did not intend to remove his shades at the moment. Just as the fox prepared to 
return inside his building to retrieve a different weapon, he saw Jason come outside to meet him. 
Arcades did walk up to meet the wolf halfway during his walk, “Hey Jason.” The wolf replied to 
the fox, “How’s it goin’ out here?” The fox held up his empty handgun while keeping the barrel 
pointed away from the wolf, “Trying out this handgun.” The wolf looked at the Laugo Arms 
Alien, but he did not recognize the unusual pistol, “What is that? Is that another Glock you 
have?” The fox held out the handgun and offered it to the wolf, “Close. It’s the Laugo Arms 
Alien made in the Czech Republic. It’s very expensive compared to a regular Glock, and it’s 
even more expensive than my Salient Arms G17.” The wolf did not know exactly how expensive 
the fox was trying to imply, “Oh really? How much did this cost?” Arcades replied, “That goes 
for about $5,000.” Jason’s eyes lit up, “Blimey! You just handed it to me like it’s just any other 
gun, too.” 

When the wolf realized how expensive the weapon was, he held out his hand to return it 
to the fox, but the fox seemed to refuse, “I don’t need it back right now.” The wolf was mildly 
surprised, “Really? This thing is that expensive, though.” Arcades nodded in agreement, “I 
know, and I trust that you won’t mistreat it.” Jason dropped the magazine from the handgun, and 
he examined it in his hand, “This is such a weird design for a pistol. It looks like a Glock that 
you'd find in a fever dream.” The fox looked at the weapon’s slide and replied, “Put the 
magazine back in and pull back the slide. It gets weirder.” As the wolf hearkened to the fox’s 
suggestion, Jason inserted the empty magazine back into the handgun and pulled back the split 


slide until the slide catch locked the slide in place. Jason’s face was that of surprise as he 


examined the strange weapon in his hands, “Wow. This thing really is like a fever dream Glock.” 
The fox smiled and retorted, “Yeah, and that’s why they call it the Alien. The only thing is that I 
don’t expect the Alien to become the new Glock replacement anytime soon. After all, you could 
buy just about ten Glock 17s for the price of just one of those.” 

The wolf dropped the slide before non-verbally insisting that Arcades should take the 
handgun back, “What do you plan to do with that gun, Kurt?” After retrieving the handgun 
again, the fox briefly dropped the magazine, pointed the weapon in a safe direction, pulled the 
trigger, and reinserted the magazine once more in order to drop the hammer. After the fox 
finished clearing the weapon for the second time, he held it at an angle so that the barrel would 
still not point at the wolf. While maintaining trigger discipline as well, the fox replied to the 
wolf, “I’m going to sell it eventually. This weapon is more of a novelty, but it’s a darn expensive 
novelty. I think it’s best to stick with SIG, HK, Smith & Wesson, or Glock for doing anything 
that’s actually worthwhile with a handgun. This one’s more or less for show or a competition. 
It’s not something you’d be wise to take out into the field.” The wolf let out a slight sigh since he 
knew that it would take a very extended period of time for somebody to purchase the handgun. 
Jason did not know too many people who would not hesitate to spend $5,000 on a pistol. The fox 
then had a question for the wolf, “Say, what did you need me for?” Jason remembered that he did 
come out to meet the fox for a reason, “Right. I came out here to ask you whether or not you’d 
like to go somewhere out to eat this evening.” 

The fox misinterpreted Jason’s question, “It’s the Sabbath today. I don’t really want to go 
out and make somebody work to prepare a meal for us.” The wolf shook his head, “Oh no, I 
didn’t mean it like that. I was instead thinking that we should go and eat somewhere outside.” 


The fox was beginning to understand what the wolf was proposing, “You mean bring our food 


outside to eat?” Jason nodded, “Yeah, except we go somewhere for that. You know, like 
somewhere that has nice scenery so we can enjoy a nice evening outside. We had a pretty busy 
week.” The fox did not see anything wrong with what the wolf was asking for, and it had been a 
little while since Arcades did something that was not work-related, “Yeah, I think that might be a 
nice change of pace, a little break from work. Sure thing.” The wolf displayed a smile on his 
face, “Nice. Sounds like a plan.” Arcades returned a smile to Jason as well, “Of course. We can 
get going in a few hours. Do you have a place in mind?” The wolf nodded, “Yeah. How about a 
beach that ain’t too far from here? One that’s a bit less populated. You know?” The fox knew 
that being just south of the town of Foley, he was pretty close to the Gulf of Mexico as well as 
the Mobile Bay. Arcades replied with a place he had in mind, “I think I know just the place.” 
After several hours had passed, it was now the evening. Arcades came into a room where 
Jason was listening to music on a set of speakers, “You about ready to get going, Jason?” The 
wolf turned to face the fox and paused the song he was playing. Since Jason was not expecting 
the fox to come in at that exact moment, he did not hear what Arcades had asked, “What did you 
say, Kurt?” Arcades repeated his question, “Are you ready to go?” Jason looked back and 
powered off his computer which he was using to play music, “Yeah, sure.” Arcades nodded and 
began to exit the room, “I'll be waiting for you in the 4Runner.” The fox went through a couple 
doors and entered his garage. Inside of his garage were two vehicles, a gray 2023 Toyota 
4Runner and a gray 2020 Ford Mustang 5.0 GT. The fox had already grabbed the keys to the 
4Runner before he came to speak with Jason, and he carried a backpack carrying everything he 
wanted to bring with him as well. Since the fox left their two vehicles unlocked in the garage, 


Arcades simply climbed aboard the 4Runner and into the driver seat. The fox inserted the key 


into the 4Runner, a key which car companies were phasing out in favor of keyless ignition, and 
he waited for Jason to make his way into the garage and enter the vehicle. 

Arcades had not even been waiting for a minute before he heard the passenger door open 
and saw the wolf climb in his SUV. As Jason put on his seatbelt, the wolf looked over to the fox 
and asked, “Did you bring something to eat?” The fox nodded and turned the key in the ignition 
slot, “Yeah, it’s in the backpack in the back seat.” Jason looked to his left, and he could spot the 
Multicam 5.11 Tactical Rush 24 backpack sitting in the back seat which was otherwise 
completely empty. Jason turned around once he heard the garage door open and the vehicle begin 
to move. The fox slowly pulled out of the garage before looking both ways and turning the 
steering wheel to the right in order to anticipate his right turn. Arcades’ business was not on the 
most lively street in town, so he did not have to give way to any cars already traveling on the 
road. With the road clear and safe for travel, the fox pulled out onto the road and began to drive, 
and he also made sure to press the button to close the garage door before he drove too far away 
for the radio-activated door to have any effect. 

The agent watched from his vantage point as the gray 4Runner passed him by. He could 
see both Arcades and Jason as being the only occupants of the vehicle, so he knew that the fox 
was definitely on the move. The agent figured that the building was otherwise unoccupied, so he 
considered setting some kind of trap. However, he also considered the idea that Arcades may 
have some kind of equipment set up to alert him of an intrusion. The agent turned around again 
to see the 4Runner drive away, and he was becoming increasingly curious as to where the two 
anthros may be going. After all, there was a chance that both Arcades and Jason would be 


isolated enough from witnesses to make the shot. Seeing as the 4Runner did not quite exit the 


agent’s field of view yet, he quickly hopped into his Ford Taurus and began to loosely follow the 
fox’s vehicle. 

As the fox drove towards his destination, he was rather oblivious to notice the Ford 
Taurus continue to follow his vehicle. Since the agent maintained a quite lengthy following 
distance from the car he was following, he did not expect for Arcades to become suspicious. The 
agent was planning on following Arcades until the fox finally stopped at his destination. From 
there, the agent would decide to either find a new place to hide and wait for the fox to drive 
away, or he would park someplace else and follow the fox before taking his shot. The agent 
would act depending on how many other people would be in the general vicinity of the fox. If 
there were too many witnesses, he would not make a move. Otherwise, he would greatly 
consider carrying out his mission objectives despite already confirming that Jason was 
accompanying the fox. The agent felt that a single gray wolf should not pose too much of a 
threat. 

After about a thirty minute drive, the fox finally pulled into an empty parking lot that was 
adjacent to the beach he planned on going to with Jason. Before the fox could disembark from 
his vehicle and see the Ford Taurus drive behind him, the agent had already taken a mental note 
of the fox’s position. The agent planned on parking elsewhere; he did not want the fox to know 
that he was being followed the entire time. Since the agent got a good glimpse of the parking lot, 
he knew that he would be able to commence his mission since it was vacant minus the fox and 
the wolf. After driving for about a quarter of a mile past the parking lot, the agent found a place 
on the side of the road to park. He did not see any other cars drive by on the road he was 
traveling on, so he figured that his car should be discreet enough to leave alone for the time 


being. The agent parked his vehicle and retrieved the Haenel Defence RS8 Subsonic from the 


case behind the driver’s seat. After disabling the rifle’s safety and checking the chamber to make 
sure that a tranquilizer round was ready to fire, the agent enabled the safety again before slinging 
the rifle over his shoulder with the attached FDE sling. The agent moved into some trees. He 
wanted to flank Arcades and shoot him from an indirect angle. 

Arcades carried his backpack on his back as he walked out on the sand with Jason. While 
looking for a good spot to stop and eat, both anthros looked out at the setting sun. The wolf made 
a comment as he saw the sunset starting, “Sounds like we showed up at the right time to see the 
sun set.” Arcades nodded and replied while also looking at the setting sun, “Looks about right.” 
The fox looked at a rather level spot of sand next to some tall grass, “How about here? Does this 
look like a good spot to you?” The wolf looked down at the sandy ground and considered it 
satisfactory, “Yeah, this place’ll do.” Arcades took the backpack off of his back and unzipped it 
to remove a mat large enough for both anthros to sit on it. Jason helped Arcades lay the mat on 
the ground. After both anthros had laid out the mat, Arcades placed his bag on one of the 
corners, and he began to remove the foodstuffs which he packed for both him and the wolf to eat. 
Jason sat down on the mat, and he watched Arcades dig through his backpack. 

The agent finally finished moving through the trees, and he checked his surroundings yet 
again to ensure that nobody was looking at him. Though the open carry of a firearm was 
completely legal in Alabama, the agent still did not want anybody to witness him since he was 
ultimately preparing to shoot Arcades. Besides, a witness seeing a rifle could lead to an 
investigation, and that investigation did not need to occur. Even though the human would not be 
prosecuted for doing what he was planning on doing, an investigation would still be a minor 
annoyance that would be better if avoided. As the agent walked out on the sand, he tried to locate 


the fox, but he was not sure which direction Arcades and Jason had walked in. After the human 


used a thermal scope to view the east direction and did not see anything of importance, he 
checked the west direction. While scanning the west direction, the agent spotted two anthros 
sitting on a mat. Since the lighting conditions were pretty low, the human was unable to confirm 
whether one of the anthros was indeed Arcades. He did not want to waste his specialized 
ammunition if he was not even shooting at the correct target. 

With the Multicam Arid mat laid out on the white sand, Arcades handed one of the hot 
dogs he brought to Jason. The wolf took the hot dog and replied with, “Thanks mate.” Though 
Arcades had handed Jason a hot dog, the wolf did not start eating yet. The fox removed a hot dog 
for himself out of the plastic bin he had put in his backpack, and he looked over to the wolf, 
“How about I say blessing tonight?” The wolf nodded, “Sure. Go ahead.” As the fox began to 
close his eyes and bow his head, Jason did the same. After about a second of silence, the fox 
began to pray aloud, “Dear God, we want to thank You for this blessed Sabbath You’ve given us, 
and we want to pray for Your continued guidance and wisdom. We pray that You will bless this 
meal we are about to eat, and we pray that You will watch over us and enrich us with Your 
plentiful graces and mercies. In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit: Amen.” 

Once the fox completed his prayer, he opened his eyes and looked back up. Arcades 
turned his head to the right, and he watched as Jason did the same as well. The fox looked at the 
wolf’s feet, and he somehow just now noticed that Jason was not wearing any shoes, “Where did 
your shoes go?” The wolf looked down at his own feet for a moment before replying, “I left 
them in the four-by-four. I didn’t want my shoes to get all sandy.” As Jason took the first bite out 
of his hot dog, Arcades looked at Jason’s outstretched legs, and he could see that there was not 


too much sand that had accumulated on the soles of the wolf’s feet. The fox turned around to 


view his own bare feet, and they weren’t covered in much sand, either. Arcades noticed that 
Jason did not have anything else to say, so he took a bit from his own hot dog. 

The agent, now sure that he was viewing Arcades and Jason, hid in some light brush as 
he deployed the bipod of his rifle. The agent was in clear view of both anthros, and he was glad 
that neither of them had noticed him yet. The human knew that once the fox was struck with the 
tranquilizer dart, it would take about three to five minutes for Arcades to finally succumb to the 
effects of the drug. During the time that he would expect for the fox to be frantically trying to 
evade capture, the human knew that he would have to deal with Jason. He planned on shooting 
the wolf twice or even three times to ensure that he would administer a lethal dosage, but at that 
point, the human would still have to wait at least five minutes as well for the wolf to begin to 
keel over due to an overdose. He would dispose of Jason in the water after removing all of his 
clothing, and he would probably never hear anything about the gray wolf ever again. 

“You know, Jason,” the fox spoke. The wolf had just finished his first hot dog, “What’s 
that, mate?” Arcades continued, “It’s been almost two years since we took down the Foundation 
and all, but do you think at least someone from there would try and look for us? After all, they 
tried to look for me in the first place.” The wolf was not sure why the fox brought up the 
Foundation again, “What’s the deal with the Foundation? They’ve been dealt with.” Arcades 
finished chewing his food before speaking again, “Yeah, but... That definitely can’t be the end 
of the New World Order at the very least. We didn’t avert anything. If anything, we only 
managed to delay it from occurring for just a little while longer.” The wolf got on his knees and 
reached behind the fox to see if there was another hot dog in the fox’s backpack. As the fox 
realized what the wolf was doing, he turned himself around and pushed the bag towards the wolf 


to make it easier for him to search through it. Jason noticed that the fox was trying to make his 


life just a bit easier, “Thanks.” Once the wolf retrieved the hot dog, he shifted himself back 
around, and he made sure that he did not accidentally swipe Arcades with his tail. Even though 
he knew that Arcades would not be offended by a tail swipe, Jason still did not want to be rude to 
the fox. 

After both anthros sat with their legs outstretched yet again, Jason finally replied to 
Arcades’ statement, “I think we should be fine. We’re coming up on a full two years now, and I 
think they would’ve made their move if they planned on doing something by now.” Arcades 
moved his hand back into his backpack to grab the last of the four hot dogs, “I guess you’re 
right.” The fox, with a new hot dog in his hand, added to his statement, “How would they even 
find me?” Jason finished chewing his food before speaking, “I don’t think they would. They did 
take us to the Foundation, yes, but they didn’t really do anything too special to identify us. After 
all, we technically became their property at that point.” The fox shook his head and took a bit out 
of his food. After he finished chewing, he spoke, “It’s a real shame, isn’t it? They don’t see us 
any better than objects.” After Jason finished his second hot dog, he replied, “Yeah. It sucks that 
many humans see us as lesser beings.” The fox was prepared to take another bite, but he paused 
to speak before he took his bite, “It’s not just something limited to humans. It’s because they 
don’t see sapient beings as being special. We are made in God’s image just as they were, and we 
are also eligible for salvation just as much as humans are. We’re just as equal as anybody else is, 
and I don’t care who you’re talking about. All have sinned and fallen short of the Glory of God, 
and there’s no reason why one may be more deserving than another. We’re all undeserving.” 

“T’m sorry, Kurt,” the wolf apologized. Arcades shook his head, “I wasn’t rebuking you, 
Jason. I’m just trying to say that this isn’t an issue about race; it never was. I just want you to 


remember that this is a problem with sin and not a problem with human versus anthrokind.” The 


fox took another bite of his hot dog, and he watched as the wolf looked back at him. After 
Arcades finished eating the rest of his hot dog, he had an offer for the wolf, “You want some 
water?” The wolf nodded in response, “Sure, I’ll have one.” Arcades got on his knees and 
rummaged through his backpack once again while he searched for a bottle of water to give the 
wolf. As the fox continued to look through his backpack, Jason scanned the horizon, and he 
could see that there was very minimal light left by the sun. It would be completely dark within 
the next ten or twenty minutes. While there was still some daylight left, Arcades’ hand emerged 
from his backpack holding two bottles of water. The fox extended his left hand to offer one of 
the bottles to Jason, and he let the wolf grab a bottle from his hand. The wolf opened the bottle 
and began to drink from it. Arcades did the same as he zipped his backpack back up. He did not 
expect to need to put anything back into his backpack for the time being. 

The agent trained his sights directly on the upper-left shoulder of Arcades, and he was 
just waiting for the perfect moment to take his shot. Though he was definitely in a position to 
shoot the fox, he wanted to line up Arcades nice and clean before taking the shot. He knew that 
missing could mean Arcades escaping or even potentially dying from a dosage administered in a 
wrong location. Another possibility was that the agent’s shot would not make good contact with 
the fox’s body and would not administer enough of a dosage at all to cause sedation. The agent 
felt the air, and he was content enough with the lack of wind. He did not want any adverse 
weather conditions to potentially mess his shot up. After all, he had a limited number of shots he 
could take, and he still did not want to hit the fox in the wrong location, either. After waiting for 
just a bit longer for the fox to finally sit still on the mat and view the setting sun with the wolf, 
the agent disabled the safety on his RS8 rifle. The subsonic load combined with the integral 


suppressor and fifty meter’s distance from the target should mask his shot enough to avoid 


detection, but the human still did not want to rely too heavily on theoretical assumptions. The 
agent adjusted the windage and elevation on his scope accordingly to take his shot. Though fifty 
meters was less than one hundred meters, the agent still felt that he would be able to accurately 
shoot the fox at the distance he was sitting at. His bipod was lying on the bark of a dead tree, and 
he was keeping the stock steady by pushing it into his shoulder. 

Finally ready to take his shot, the agent took a few deep breaths until he was able to get 
his breathing pattern under control. There was no wind, and the human felt confident in the 
Trijicon AccuPower he had mounted on the top of his rifle. Though the shot in theory would be 
easy to take, the agent did not want to become complacent and make a critical mistake. The 
human tightly held his rifle’s stock in his shoulder, and he carefully examined the movement of 
his scope as he tamed his breathing patterns. After about ten seconds of deep breaths, the agent 
felt his confidence building that he would be able to take a successful shot. The agent took in a 
deep breath, held it, and he could see that he was holding the rifle perfectly still. The agent felt 
satisfied with his control of the rifle, so he decided that his next deep breath would be the breath 
in which he pulled his trigger. After feeling that he had enough stability in his shot, the agent 
took a deep breath, kept his crosshair directly over the fox’s upper-left shoulder, waited for the 
fox to be completely still, and he pulled the trigger to take the shot. 

The fox sat watching the setting sun as he heard a quiet slap followed by something 
impacting his upper-left shoulder. Arcades’ initial reaction was a grunt in pain, “Agh.” The wolf 
immediately turned his attention to the fox’s vocalized indication of distress, “Hm? What’s 
wrong, Kurt?” Arcades examined his shoulder, and he placed his water bottle on the Multicam 
Arid mat as he felt for a wound of some sort. As he was searching with his hand, he could feel 


something was poking out of his arm. Arcades tugged on the protrusion, and he pulled it out of 


his arm to inspect it. The wolf was wondering what Arcades had retrieved from his arm, “What’s 
that?” Arcades inspected the custom needle, and it did not take him long to understand what he 
had just pulled from his arm, ““Someone’s here. We need to go. Now!” The wolf did not 
understand what the fox was talking about, but he did move to a standing position as Arcades did 
himself, “What’s going on?” Arcades replied, “I’ve been shot. We need to go!” 

The fox stood up and grabbed his Multicam 5.11 Tactical backpack before tossing his 
half-full water bottle in the pack’s side pocket. The fox felt the adrenaline rushing through his 
body as he could not tell where his assailant was, and he was not quite feeling the effects of the 
tranquilizing agent just yet. Jason dropped his water bottle into his shorts’ pocket, and he picked 
up the Multicam Arid mat as the two anthros began to rush back to their vehicle. The agent had 
cycled the action of his rifle, and the human had already collected the shell of the round he fired 
to make sure that he left the least amount of traces as possible. As the two anthros moved out of 
the agent’s line of sight, he was unable to fire upon Jason. Not wanting to waste his remaining 
four shots, the agent flipped up his bipod and began to directly pursue the two anthros on foot. 
Though the sand was slightly slowing him down, he wore Salomon Quest 4D GTX boots, so he 
was able to keep up decently enough with the two barefoot anthros. 

As the fox was rushing back to his Toyota 4Runner, he was now starting to feel the 
effects of the tranquilizing agent, “I got shot by a dart. It had some type of drug in it. You’re 
going to have to... Get me out of here.” Arcades was beginning to have trouble speaking his 
thoughts as he felt himself becoming more and more tired. The fox’s legs began to feel weak, but 
he knew that stopping was not an option. The wolf noticed that Arcades was now lagging behind 
his earlier pace, “Kurt? Are you alright?” Arcades replied as he tried as hard as he could to keep 


himself going, “Jason... Y-you’ve gotta...” The wolf began to slow himself down as the fox’s 


stride almost began to break down. Arcades’ head began to move off around as he found himself 
unable to keep it looking straight ahead. Jason stopped as Arcades tripped and fell into a small 
mound of sand, “Kurt!” The fox pulled all of his remaining strength together in order to say, 
“Someone’s after us... Get us out of here... Take the truck keys... R-right cargo pocket...” 

After the fox spoke his last phrase, his eyes rolled upwards, and he became unresponsive. 
Jason was about to try in vain to wake Arcades, but he knew that it would probably be wiser for 
him to do what the fox said. The wolf opened up the fox’s right cargo pocket, and he quickly 
found the keys to the 4Runner which Arcades was referring to. When the wolf deposited the keys 
into his own pocket, he remembered that he did not take his driver’s license with him, so he 
hoped that no policemen would stop him on his way back to Arcades’ home. It would be very 
hard for the wolf to explain to the cops the situation while having an unconscious fox in the 
passenger seat. Jason took the fox’s Multicam backpack off of his back, and the wolf placed it on 
his own back as he picked up the fox to place him on his shoulders. Before the wolf could get 
moving, he heard a suppressed shot come from behind. The wolf turned around, and he could see 
a single human standing about twenty meters away wielding a long rifle. The human opened the 
rifle’s bolt to remove the empty casing from the chamber before pushing the bolt forwards to 
load his next round. Luckily for Jason and Arcades, neither of them were shot by the human; the 
shot had missed completely. 

Since Jason saw that he was definitely being chased by a man with a rifle, he decided to 
break left and run into some bush to avoid being pursued as easily. The wolf ran past some trees 
as he still held the fox over his shoulders, and he was not sure how far away the human was from 
his current location. The wolf heard one more shot, and he also heard the impact of a projectile 


land a couple trees away from him. Though Jason was not sure if the projectile was a standard 


bullet or another dart, he was still not willing to take his chances and find out. He needed to get 
both him and Arcades away from their current location as soon as possible. Since the wolf was 
still holding the Multicam Arid mat in his hands, he felt that it could potentially be used as a 
form of basic camouflage to evade their assailant. The wolf knew that the both of them were in a 
mildly wooded area with plenty of sand nearby, so he felt that Multicam Arid would be better 
than no camouflage at all. 

As the wolf prepared to use the Multicam Arid mat, he developed an idea. Since the 
human had used a tranquilizer round on Arcades, the wolf considered that their assailant would 
be looking to take the fox alive. Jason knew that he would be unable to retreat to the 4Runner, 
for the human or another assailant might be waiting there to ambush them, so he knew that he 
would have to deal with their attacker first and foremost. Arcades did not have a handgun in his 
backpack, but he did have a Kimber Rapide 1911 chambered in .45 ACP which he kept in the 
center console of the 4Runner. The wolf figured that if he would be able to defeat the attacking 
human, then he would be able to grab his rifle and deal with any other attackers before 
withdrawing from the area. After all, being unarmed was only a greater disadvantage for both 
himself and Arcades. The wolf was not sure how far the human was from his current location, so 
he decided to employ a very risky strategy to lure the human towards his position. 

Jason spoke quietly to the unconscious fox, “I’m really sorry about this, mate.” When the 
wolf saw that his vicinity was clear enough, he dropped the fox on the ground outside of the 
treeline as gently as possible. Arcades was getting pretty heavy for Jason to carry along with his 
backpack, but he was mainly trying to bait the human to come for the fox. If the human wanted 
to kill the fox, then he would have done so already, so Jason felt that Arcades should not be in 


too much immediate danger to be left in the open. After all, Jason planned on hiding underneath 


the Multicam Arid mat in order to camouflage himself before moving in for the attack. Jason was 
decently proficient in fighting, so he felt that he would be able to take on the attacker. He just 
needed the attacker to move in closer and let his guard down for Jason to make a move. With 
Arcades sprawled out on the sand while lying on his back, Jason moved back into the wooded 
area before dropping the backpack on the ground and deploying the mat. After hiding underneath 
the mat, the wolf tried his best to make sure that he would have a decent view of Arcades. He did 
not want for the human to swoop in and take the fox away. 

The human pointed his rifle forwards, and he began walking around to try and find out 
where Arcades and Jason went. Though the agent did see the two anthros rush into the woods, he 
did not exactly see where they went since he still had to make sure that he did not leave any shell 
casings behind on the ground. He had fired three tranquilizer rounds already, so he only had two 
more left to use before his rifle only had live ammunition chambered. As the agent moved 
forwards with his bolt action rifle, he could see what appeared to be an anthro lying on the 
ground. The human aimed his rifle at the figure as he moved forwards. The lack of sufficient 
lighting made it difficult for the human to judge what it was he was looking at. After 
approaching the figure, the agent bent down, and he could see that he was indeed looking at an 
unconscious fox. The agent looked around to see if Jason was nearby, but he completely missed 
the wolf hiding underneath the Multicam Arid mat just a few meters away from his current 
position. The human felt that he was safe enough to take the fox with him, so he stowed the rifle 
away by draping it over his shoulder with the help of the rifle’s sling. Right when the human 
slung the rifle over his shoulder, he realized that he would have to have the fox on his shoulders 
in order for him to carry Arcades back to his vehicle. The agent placed the rifle on the ground, 


and he began to try and pick up the fox. 


As the agent placed both of his hands on the fox, Jason saw an opportunity for attack 
begin to present itself. The wolf stared directly at the human as he started to pick Arcades up. 
Seeing that the human would be off-balance from picking up the one hundred and thirty pound 
fox, Jason knew that it would now be best for him to attack. The wolf quickly stood up, ran from 
underneath the mat, and he moved in to tackle the human. Though the agent was still holding 
Arcades, he dropped the fox as he saw the wolf charge him. The human was unprepared for 
Jason’s sudden attack, and he was put off-balance from the wolf’s shove. The human tried to 
regain his balance, but Jason delivered a clean kick to the human’s face with his bare foot. The 
human fell on the ground, and he rolled to avoid another attack from Jason. As the human knew 
that he was under attack by the wolf, he tried to dive forwards and grab the RS8 which was lying 
on the ground. Jason saw the human attempt to grab the rifle, and he tried to run out and impede 
the human from retrieving the weapon. The wolf was halfway successful with his attempt, as the 
agent had one hand on the rifle. The agent pulled the trigger by accident, and a tranquilizer dart 
fired into the woods, striking a tree. 

Since Jason knew that the action needed to be manually cycled, he felt that he did not 
have to worry about the rifle for the time being. The wolf was about to deliver a punch to the 
back of the human’s head, but the human rolled again in order to avoid the incoming attack. 
Jason yelled at the agent as he kicked him in the chest, “Fuck off, shit cunt!” The human was 
struck by the wolf’s foot again, and he exhaled pretty quickly as he felt the wind suddenly escape 
his chest. The human knew that he was at a disadvantage, and he would likely be unable to fight 
off Jason while on the ground. Though the mission was not going how he intended, the agent still 
felt that he could still salvage the mission. The human launched himself away from the wolf, and 


he quickly picked himself up before running in the opposite direction and abandoning his 


weapon. As the agent fled the scene, the wolf began to shout at the fleeing human, “That’s right! 


1»? 


Get the fuck out of here, you stupid cunt! Fucking dumb cunt!” With the human retreating into 
the woods, Jason picked up the Haenel Defence RS8 Subsonic, and he cycled the action to load 
the final tranquilizer round from the RS8’s magazine into the rifle. The wolf was not as cautious 
as the human was in terms of leaving shell casings on the ground, so he simply let the casing 
drop into the sand. The wolf aimed down the sights of the rifle, but he was unable to see where 
the agent moved to. Now with a weapon to protect both himself and Arcades with, the wolf slung 
the rifle over his shoulder and moved back to collect both Arcades as well as the fox’s stuff. 

Jason moved back into the woods to quickly stuff his own water bottle and the Multicam 
Arid mat into the backpack before placing it on his back. With the backpack on his back, Jason 
moved the RS8 to his hands, and he carried the backpack and rifle out of the woods before 
setting the rifle down again to pick up the fox. As the wolf performed the fireman’s carry to pick 
up Arcades, he spoke to the fox, despite the fact that the fox was completely oblivious to the 
situation, “I’ve got you, mate. We’re gonna get outta here.” After placing both the backpack and 
the fox on his back, Jason picked up the RS8 and proceeded to egress from the beach. The wolf 
could not shoulder the rifle while carrying both Arcades and the backpack, but he would at least 
be able to use the rifle if it came down to the wire. The wolf knew that the human had merely 
retreated, but he was hoping that he would not come back to recollect his rifle. In any case, the 
wolf would shoot any people surrounding the 4Runner after warning them to disperse. He did not 
know how many people he was dealing with, so he was not going to take any chances. 

After a quick run back to the 4Runner, there did not appear to be any people standing 
nearby, but the wolf did turn around multiple times as he held the rifle out to the best of his 


ability to scan for potential assailants. After deeming the area to be safe enough for the time 


being, the wolf took his right hand off of the rifle to grab the 4Runner keys which he kept in his 
right pocket. The wolf unlocked the doors of the SUV, and he placed Arcades into the passenger 
seat of the vehicle. After buckling the fox’s seatbelt, the wolf closed the passenger door, and he 
moved to the door behind the one he had just opened. Jason opened the rear door, and he 
deposited both the RS8 as well as the backpack into the backseat of the 4Runner. The wolf 
closed the backseat door, and he moved around the front of the vehicle to climb aboard the driver 
seat. Jason quickly put his seatbelt on before starting the vehicle’s engine. The wolf shifted out 
of park into reverse, and he put a bit more pressure onto the accelerator than he probably should 
have. The vehicle’s wheels squealed as the SUV began to move in the reverse direction. Jason 
turned the steering wheel to the left in order to make the 4Runner make a ninety-degree turn. 
When the SUV was now facing sideways, the wolf shifted out of the reverse gear and into drive 
in order to make his getaway. The SUV sped off, and it left the agent in the dust. 

“This is the Baldwin County emergency line, what is the nature of your emergency?” The 
agent watched the gray 4Runner egress from its parked location. When the female dispatch 
operator finished asking her question, the agent put on his story, “Yes, I need the police. I was 
just attacked by an anthro. He kidnapped somebody and just drove away!” The dispatch asked 
the agent for his location, “Where are you, sir?” The agent just so happened to remember his 
location, and he relayed it while making sure to repeat his story, “We’re at the Skunk Bayou just 
outside of County Road 49 South. This gray wolf attacked me, and he kidnapped somebody!” 
The dispatcher asked another question, “Did you see the vehicle the wolf was driving?” The 
agent replied to the dispatcher, “Yes, it’s a dark gray Toyota 4Runner. The wolf is wearing a 
black t-shirt and khaki shorts. He’s got no shoes on. He’s about an average build.” The dispatch 


continued, “Officers are dispatched to your location. Are you hurt?” The agent knew that he did 


not want an ambulance to come for him, even though he did take a few blows to his face and 
chest, he decided to lie to the dispatcher, “No, I got out during the scuffle. He was trying to 
kidnap an anthro, and I tried to stop him. He took a silver fox with him. The guy’s unconscious! 
You’ve gotta hurry! He’s got a gun as well! He threatened me with a rifle, and now he’s on the 
run!” The dispatcher replied, “Calm down, sir. We are doing everything we can.” 

The agent began to rush towards where he parked his Taurus while in pursuit of the 
4Runner, but he knew that he did not want to remain on the line with the emergency dispatcher. 
The agent heard the dispatcher ask, “Sir, the police are on their way to speak with you. Please 
confirm your current location.” The agent did not want the police to bother him, so he lied once 
more, “My phone’s battery is going to die any moment. I’m on --” The agent interrupted himself 
by ending the call and powering off his cellphone. To make sure that the police would be unable 
to locate him by the use of GPS data, the human quickly undid the case of his phone and 
removed the battery. By the time the agent placed the phone and the battery back into his pocket, 
he had arrived at his parked vehicle. The human unlocked the driver’s door with his key fob, and 
he pressed the ignition button. 

As the human began to drive on the road, he removed a Uniden SDS100 from the 
vehicle’s glove box, and he screwed the antenna on the radio with one hand while he drove the 
vehicle with the other hand. After the antenna was on the scanner, he turned the device on and 
listened in to the police’s radio frequencies to see if any of them had located Arcades and Jason. 
Within a few seconds, the human heard the dispatch speak over the radio, “Attention all 
available callsign: A caller reports a kidnapping involving the use of a firearm. Caller reports the 
vehicle to be a gray Toyota 4Runner, and the suspect is said to be a gray wolf. Suspect last 


reported on County Road 49 South. Can we get any available units to start a sweep of the 


location?” A few seconds later, a male officer replied, “Copy, dispatch. This is Yellow Three. Pll 
check it out. Standby.” The officer alerted dispatch a few moments later to request a bit of 
information he did not know of, “Dispatch, this is Yellow Three. Do we know the license plate 
number of the gray 4Runner?” The dispatch replied within the next second, “Negative, Yellow 
Three. All the caller reported was that the vehicle was a 4Runner and the driver was a gray 
wolf.” Yellow Three replied to the dispatcher, “Copy. I am on my way.” All the agent had to do 
now was to wait for an officer to report the location of the stopped 4Runner. 

As Jason drove down the quiet road, he spotted a pair of headlights approaching him in 
the distance. As the wolf came close enough to see the oncoming vehicle, he could see that it was 
a beige Dodge Charger sporting a PIT guard and police lights. The beige livery featured a single 
brown stripe on the side of the vehicle accompanied by the lettering ‘BALDWIN COUNTY 
SHERIFF’. As the wolf passed the police vehicle, he hoped that the police would not think 
anything out of the ordinary seeing a gray 4Runner driving on the road in the middle of the night. 
However, Jason could see that the Dodge Charger was now in the process of making a rather 
sudden u-turn. The wolf knew that a pursuit with the police would be reckless and cause more 
trouble than it would be worth, so he decided that he would just have to stop and comply with the 
police if they decided to pull him over. With the police car trailing behind the 4Runner by just a 
few feet, only a few seconds passed before the officer activated his flashing blue lights. Jason 
shook his head in a mix of frustration and despair, “Dammit! Fuck...” The wolf knew that he had 
no license, an unconscious fox in the passenger seat, and a rifle in the rear seat. Without Arcades 
to vouch for the wolf, Jason knew that he would almost certainly be detained at the very least. 


Jason decided to just accept what would happen as he put the brakes on the SUV. He took a look 


to his right to see that Arcades was still unconscious, and unfortunately, the fox was almost limp 
in the passenger seat. 

As the wolf finally stopped the SUV, he already could feel a pit of nervousness form in 
his stomach. Jason rolled down the driver’s side window and kept his hands on the steering 
wheel of his vehicle as he waited for the officer to approach the vehicle. Jason looked into his 
rearview mirror as he saw the officer move into his peripheral vision. When the human officer 
moved directly beside the driver’s door, Jason turned his attention to the officer. The human 
officer looked into the vehicle with his ASP Poly DF flashlight to see the reported wolf in the 
driver’s seat while an unconscious fox sat in the passenger and an integrally suppressed rifle sat 
in the back seat. The officer spoke to the wolf while trying to mask the encounter as a routine 
traffic stop, though he knew that the wolf matched the description of the reported suspect, he did 
not want to alarm the wolf before detaining him, “Do you have a driver’s license?” Jason took a 
deep breath, but he just shook his head, “No.” The wolf then heard the officer say what he 
expected him to say, “Alright. Do me a favor and step on out of the vehicle. Turn your engine off 
first.” 

Jason knew what was about to happen, but he knew that it would be ultimately futile to 
try and fight the police officer. There was also absolutely nothing Jason could say which would 
dissuade the policeman from doing what he was intent on doing. The wolf turned the key to the 
left and removed it from the ignition slot. Next, Jason dropped the key into one of the cupholders 
next to the gearshift, and his hand started to tremble slightly as he reached over to pull the door 
handle. As the wolf slowly exited the vehicle, he looked down at his legs to see that his feet were 
still bare. Jason knew that he was about to be restrained hand and foot, but in a way, he was glad 


that he was not wearing any shoes. Like Arcades, Jason preferred to be restrained while not 


wearing any kind of footwear. The wolf closed the door, and he stood in front of the officer as he 
waited for the officer to speak again. Sure enough, the wolf heard the exact words he was 
expecting the officer to say, “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.” Jason hesitated 
slightly, but he knew that he was not getting out of this situation. In compliance with the 
policeman, the wolf turned to face the 4Runner and placed his hands behind his back. 

Within seconds, Jason felt a familiar sensation of handcuffs locking around his wrists. 
The wolf looked into the window of the 4Runner as he was being detained to look at the 
unconscious fox in the passenger seat of the SUV. The officer removed a ZAK Tools key from 
his pocket, and he used the end tip of the key to push the double-locking pins of the Smith & 
Wesson M-300-1 handcuffs to the double-locked position. The officer looked down at the wolf’s 
bare feet, and he quickly remembered the Baldwin County Sheriff's Department policy that all 
detained anthros must wear wrist and ankle restraints along with a muzzle, with no exceptions. 
The officer grabbed the connecting hinge between the handcuffs and tugged in order to make 
Jason comply and walk with him. The officer spoke as he began forcing the wolf to walk back to 
the Dodge Charger, “This way.” Jason remained silent as he was forcefully escorted by the 
police officer; he knew that there was nothing he could say to the officer that would cause him to 
be released. Jason knew that it would be best for him to wait for Arcades to wake up and vouch 
for him. The wolf’s best guess was that the officer believed he was the one who was responsible 
for Arcades being unconscious, but he was not planning on speaking and incriminating himself. 
The fox had already told the wolf about his Fifth Amendment rights since he was now living in 
the United States of America. 

When the human officer and Jason reached the right-hand side of the Dodge Charger, the 


officer made the wolf kneel while staring at the side of the vehicle. While still keeping his grip 


on the wolf’s arm, the officer opened the trunk of his Charger and pulled out a pair of Smith & 
Wesson M-1900-1 leg irons. The officer made the wolf stand up before cycling one of the 
shackles to the open position, “Lift your right ankle,” the officer ordered. Jason complied, and he 
soon felt the restraint lock around his bare ankle. With the wolf’s right ankle now locked in the 
shackle, the officer ordered the wolf to lower his right foot and lift up his left ankle, “Left ankle. 
Do it now.” The wolf complied again, though there was evidence of hesitation given how 
reluctant Jason was to lift his left ankle. Nevertheless, the wolf lifted his left ankle, and the 
officer locked the second shackle around Jason’s bare ankle. When the wolf placed his left ankle 
on the ground, the officer bent down to push the double-locking levers upwards to double-lock 
the leg irons while taking care to avoid getting swiped by the wolf’s tail. With Jason’s wrists and 
ankles now locked in carbon steel, the officer made the wolf kneel yet again. 

With Jason now on his knees and facing the rear door of the Charger, the officer began to 
read the wolf his rights as he retrieved a canine muzzle from the trunk of his vehicle, “You have 
the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. 
You have the right to have an attorney present before and during any questioning if you choose 
to speak with us. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be appointed to you by the state with 
no cost to you. Do you understand these rights, and do you wish to speak with us at this time?” 
The wolf briefly looked to his left, and he could see that the human officer was waiting for him 
to acknowledge his Miranda warning before muzzling him. Jason knew that there was not 
anything he could say for the officer to release him at the moment, so he simply complied with 
the officer to hopefully move the situation along, “I understand these rights, but I do not wish to 
speak at this time.” Once the officer heard that Jason acknowledged the Miranda warning, he 


placed the muzzle over the wolf’s mouth and fastened the straps to make sure that the wolf was 


unable to speak. At the very least, the wolf would not be able to incriminate himself with his 
mouth held shut, even if it was not his choice. 

Jason, now bound and gagged, only sat on his knees while he heard the officer proceed 
over to the passenger seat of the 4Runner. The wolf scooted himself to his right in order to get a 
better view of the officer’s actions. Jason was rather confused as to why the officer did not place 
him inside of the back seat of the Dodge Charger, but he figured that he was not too much of a 
threat to the policeman in his current state. Jason had been completely cooperative with the 
officer’s instructions, and he offered no form of resistance against the officer, whether that be 
verbal or physical. While the wolf watched the officer drag the unconscious fox out of the 
vehicle, he was wondering why the officer had warned him of his right to remain silent. It was 
not like the wolf even had a choice to be silent or not, given the muzzle holding his mouth shut, 
but Jason figured that it was probably best to stay muzzled since he had literally no chance to 
incriminate himself by speaking. At the same time, Jason could not understand why the human- 
operated police departments incorporated additional restraint requirements when dealing with 
anthros; anthros did not even have too many major anatomical differences when compared to 
humans. To Jason, it did not really make sense for leg restraints to be mandatory when dealing 
with anthro subjects. 

The human officer sat the fox on his back while he briefly checked his pulse and made 
sure that Arcades was breathing. From the officer’s brief check of Arcades, he concluded that the 
fox was likely only unconscious. Nevertheless, the officer called for a paramedic team as well as 
an additional police unit from his radio, “Yeah, this is Yellow Three. Can I get EMS and another 
unit over here? Let EMS know that the subject in question is a male silver fox; he seems to be 


just unconscious. I’m currently unsure as to what happened. The fox is in custody, and I have a 


male gray wolf in custody as well.” When the officer finished speaking over his Motorola APX 
8000 radio connected with a simple Motorola speaker microphone, the dispatch was rather quick 
to relay the information to the proper units. 

The wolf was unsure as to why the human officer relayed that he had Arcades in custody 
as well, but Jason watched as the officer returned to his patrol vehicle to grab another set of 
restraints to use on the unconscious fox. Jason remained silent and on his knees while he 
watched the officer roll the fox over on his stomach before restraining him identically to how the 
wolf was restrained. Jason tried to sigh, but the muzzle prevented him from opening his mouth. 
The wolf did not know why Arcades needed to be restrained, but he knew that the side of the 
road was probably not the best place to lament over police policy. Jason found himself in one of 
few scenarios where he took no pleasure seeing Arcades in restraints. The wolf knew that the fox 
would normally be rather enthusiastic about being restrained, but Jason knew that Arcades would 
only enjoy it if he provided his consent. The fox was unconscious, and there was no way for him 
to give consent to anything. As a result, Jason could not take pleasure in seeing the fox restrained 
as he normally would. The wolf also knew that the fox would probably not enjoy being 
restrained himself in the current situation, even if he was conscious. Jason looked down at his 
body in the midst of flashing blue lights, and he remembered that he was not wearing a belt since 
his shorts were small enough to fit around his waist without slipping. Jason wondered if the 
officer would have taken his belt when he was being subdued, but he did not have to worry since 
he was not wearing a belt in the first place. 

The wolf’s train of thought was interrupted as he heard footsteps approaching him and 
the officer from behind. While the human officer was rummaging through the glove 


compartment of the 4Runner trying to find registration or insurance details, he was completely 


unaware as to who was approaching the traffic stop. Jason was first to notice the unexpected 
visitor, as it was the same human who had shot Arcades with the tranquilizer dart in the first 
place. As the wolf laid his eyes upon the human, he felt a strong pit in his stomach as his eyes 
widened and his ears drooped. The agent gave a rather taunting smile to the detained wolf when 
he walked him by, and Jason could see that the agent was wielding a bowie knife in his right 
hand. Jason was unable to alert the officer to the immediate threat since he was gagged, but he 
did try and make noise through the muzzle. The officer heard Jason’s muzzled cries and 
dismissed them as he continued his search, “Shut the fuck up over there.” Right after the officer 
finished his statement, he suddenly felt himself being dragged away from the 4Runner, “Holy 
shit! What the fuck?!”. The officer, suddenly realizing he was being attacked, attempted to reach 
for his holstered Gen5 Glock 17, but the furthest the officer got was releasing the retention strap 
of his Level 3 Safariland holster. It was too late for the officer to draw his duty handgun, since he 
felt a sharp pain as the bowie knife pierced his soft neck. The agent did not hesitate as he 
excavated his fellow human’s windpipe, and Jason could only watch in terror as the officer’s 
screams quickly turned into gargles. Blood spilled down the officer’s newly gouged throat, and 
the red fluid did not hesitate to stain the deputy sheriff's brown and khaki clothing. 

After relentlessly stabbing the officer with the bowie knife a couple more times, the agent 
finally released his grip of his fellow human and watched the officer collapse to the ground. He 
was no longer making any noise. Blood was all over the agent’s gloved hands and long sleeved 
shirt, but he did not bother cleaning himself off before he bent down to pick up the restrained 
fox. Jason knew that he had to do something; Otherwise, he would likely never see Arcades 
again, and he had no idea what the police would think about him when reinforcements arrived. 


As the wolf saw the agent hoist the unconscious fox over his shoulder, he looked down to see 


that the Glock 17 was still in the officer’s polymer holster. The wolf had his hands locked behind 
his back, but he remembered one trick which Arcades taught him: Jason brought his hands 
underneath his tail, moved into a squatting position, and finally brought his wrists under his hips 
and under his legs as he rolled backwards. 

With his cuffed hands now in front of him, the wolf lunged forwards and scrambled to 
remove the Glock 17 from the Safariland holster. Since the officer had restrained Jason’s hands 
using hinged handcuffs, it was rather difficult for the wolf to properly orientate himself to grab 
the handgun. Fortunately for Jason, he was able to depress the button to release the Glock 17, 
and he successfully removed the handgun from the holster. Though he was still locked up, 
muzzled, and on his knees, the wolf pointed the handgun upwards while holding it with both 
hands, and he pointed his sights directly on the agent’s head. The agent did hear the sound of 
chains as well as polymer fiddling about, and he turned around to see what had happened. The 
agent’s eyes widened as he froze and realized he was staring down the barrel of a Glock 
handgun. Being careful not to shoot the fox, the wolf pulled the trigger and watched as the 
agent’s head rolled backwards from the impact of the bullet. The wolf’s cuffed hands began to 
shake as he saw both the agent and Arcades land on the ground. Blood poured from the agent’s 
head, and it began to stain the fox’s black and white fur as well as his clothes. 

The wolf got up from his knees, and he continued aiming the handgun at the agent. 
Unsure of whether or not the human was dead, Jason positioned himself at an angle which a 
gunshot would not overpenetrate and strike Arcades, and he took two more shots to make sure 
that the agent was actually dead. The wolf’s ears were ringing from the gunfire, but he found that 
he had let go of the handgun and let it drop to the pavement. The Glock landed on the ground, 


but it did not fire thanks to the handgun’s internal safety mechanism designed to prevent the 


handgun from firing when dropped. The wolf’s eyes went from the two dead humans to the pair 
of handcuffs he was still wearing. Jason remembered the officer radio for reinforcements mere 
moments ago, and he knew that he did not want to be at the scene when more humans arrived. 
After all, Jason felt that the authorities would likely point the blame on him for killing the 
officer. What human would believe the word of an anthro? Jason was not even a fox, either, and 
he was still at such a strong disadvantage. 

The wolf turned to the open door of the 4Runner, and he knew that Arcades always kept a 
spare keyring of handcuff keys in his backpack. The wolf used his bound hands to open the rear 
door of the 4Runner, and he reached his hands out to grab the backpack. Jason lifted the 
backpack up since it fell down, and he felt his breathing intensify due to stress as he rapidly 
searched for the keyring he needed. Jason was glad that the fox had previously told him the 
pocket in which he kept his keyring, for the wolf found it with relative ease. The wolf’s hands 
still trembled as he focused on the ring of assorted handcuff keys. Though several of the keys 
could open almost all American models in use, other keys were made to open foreign 
manufacturers such as Clejuso, Yuil, and even Australian models. Jason held the key while 
trying to fight against the stress, and he felt a slight relief as he was successfully able to release 
himself from the Smith & Wesson M-300-1 handcuffs. 

The wolf dropped the handcuffs in the back seat of the 4Runner, and he bent down to 
unlock the shackles loosely binding his ankles together. Jason was able to remove the leg irons 
more quickly than he could the handcuffs, and he still deposited both of the restraints in the back 
seat of the 4Runner along with the Haenel Defence RS8 which was still occupying a decent 
amount of the SUV’s rear seat. With his wrists and ankles now free from restraints, the wolf 


quickly undid the straps of the muzzle and tossed it in the seat as well. The muzzles were not 


devices with integrated locking features, so they relied on officers making sure that an anthro 
was unable to reach the straps of the muzzle to be most effective. The wolf dropped the muzzle 
in the vehicle again, and he held the keyring in his hand as he turned around to see Arcades. 
Jason prepared to free the fox before putting him in the 4Runner, but he could now audibly hear 
sirens in the distance. The wolf turned around to view the direction of the sirens, and he could 
see the agent’s Ford Taurus parked several meters behind the Dodge Charger. It was clear that 
the agent was relying on the element of surprise before attacking the officer. 

Briefly in a panic from hearing the approaching emergency sirens, the wolf flung the 
keyring back into the 4Runner, closed the rear passenger door, and he decided that he would 
simply take the fox with him as he was. The wolf did not believe he had the time to free Arcades 
from his restraints: Jason bent down, pushed the dead agent’s body off of the restrained fox, and 
he was able to pick Arcades up to put him in the 4Runner’s passenger seat. Since the fox was not 
placed in the seat correctly, he was positioned in such a way that he was kneeling on the 
vehicle’s floor mat with his muzzled face resting against the passenger seat itself. The wolf could 
not buckle the fox’s seatbelt in his current position; he also did not have time to readjust the 
fox’s position. Jason hoped that the ride would not be too rough for the unconscious fox to 
handle. Jason closed the passenger door in a hurry, and he quickly ran around the front of the 
4Runner before entering through the driver’s door. The wolf was relieved to see the keys where 
he had left them, and he briefly shot a look outside of the vehicle’s windows using the Dodge 
Charger’s lights as illumination to make sure that he did not leave anything on the ground. After 
the wolf was sure that he had left nothing behind, he inserted the key into the ignition, started the 
SUV, and he sped off as soon as the 4Runner was able to move. Jason successfully withdrew 


before any police reinforcements had arrived at the scene. 


Chapter 3 


Lay Low 


Jason fortunately experienced an uninteresting ride back to Fox Armaments, LLC. As the 
wolf took a sigh of relief once he reached the building, he pressed the button on the 4Runner’s 
ceiling control panel to open the garage door. The wolf did see quite a few police vehicles as 
well as EMS units driving towards the scene, but he was glad that none of them bothered to stop 
the vehicle fleeing the scene. Perhaps not all of them were notified about the reason for the initial 
stop. Jason backed the vehicle into the garage, and he was now able to see the fox better since 
light from the garage was much greater than any of the streetlamps he had passed by on the way 
back home. The wolf closed the garage door, and he enabled the SUV’s interior lights once the 
garage door separated him from the outside world. With the interior light enabled as well as the 
lights from the garage itself, the wolf was able to see the blood that had accumulated on the 
passenger’s seat. Fearing for the worst, the wolf quickly stepped out of the vehicle and moved to 
the passenger door to remove Arcades from the SUV. 

The wolf opened the passenger door, and he saw that Arcades was lying exactly how he 
placed him in the vehicle: The fox was kneeling on the floor mat of the SUV, and his muzzled 
face was sitting on the seat itself. Arcades’ bound wrists had shifted around due to Jason making 
turns while driving, but the fox was still ultimately restrained. The wolf grabbed the fox by his 
upper arms, and he dragged Arcades out of the passenger seat before gently setting him down on 


his stomach next to the 4Runner. Jason knew that he would not be able to check the fox out 


while he was still restrained, so he would have to retrieve the handcuff keys from the backpack 
in order to free the fox. Before even returning to the 4Runner to find the bag and keys, the wolf 
removed the muzzle from the fox’s head, and he placed an ear on the fox’s back to see if he was 
still breathing. Jason felt a bit of relief in him as he could surely hear Arcades properly breathing. 
The wolf even began to speak to the fox as if he was conscious enough to hear him, “Kurt? 


1? 


Come on Kurt!” However, Arcades did not give a response; he was still unconscious. 

The wolf opened the rear door of the 4Runner, and he could see the keyring which he 
flung was lying on the back seat of the SUV. The keys had not been returned to the backpack. 
Jason retrieved the keyring, and he moved back to the fox to release him from restraints. The 
wolf started by removing the Smith & Wesson M-100-1 handcuffs from the fox’s wrists before 
moving to remove the Smith & Wesson M-1900-1 leg irons from the fox’s bare ankles. When 
the wolf did finish freeing the fox from the restraints, he tossed both of the restraints along with 
the key forwards to clear up some space on the ground. Flipping the fox to his back while 
avoiding squishing the fox’s tail, Jason saw blood on the fox’s polo shirt, but he did not know 
where the fox was bleeding from. The wolf removed the fox’s shirt, undid the fox’s belt, and 
removed Arcades’ khaki shorts. With the fox now stripped to only his underwear, the wolf felt 
the fox’s furry body over to see where the blood was coming from. After searching Arcades’ 
body all over and in its entirety, the wolf could still not confirm that the blood on the fox’s fur 
and clothes came from one of his wounds. 

The wolf’s breathing began to become more composed as he was now rationalizing that 
the blood on the fox originated from the two humans who died. After checking underneath the 
fox’s underwear to confirm that he was not bleeding from any lacerations which he may have 


overlooked, the wolf took a sigh of relief and looked at his own hands: The wolf now could see 


that he had blood on his own hands as well. Jason felt his own body for wounds, but he could not 
locate any as well. He was not sure whose blood he had on his own fur and clothes, but he knew 
that he would have to clean up the 4Runner’s interior. After all, he did not want anybody’s blood 
to stain the leather seats. Before proceeding any further, the wolf felt that it would be best for 
him to put the fox to bed. It would not make too much sense for him to just leave the 
unconscious fox sprawled out on the garage floor wearing only blood-stained underwear. Jason 
did not really want Arcades waking up and panicking due to finding himself in his underwear 
surrounded by blood, discarded clothes, and restraints. Arcades was still breathing, and he did 
have a lively pulse as well. The fox was far from dead, but he was rendered unconscious for the 
time being since he was still affected by the drug he had been injected with. 

Jason stood up and examined the fox who was lying on the floor while still on his back. 
The wolf knew that he would have to clean the blood off the fox’s fur and put him into clean 
clothes before putting him to bed. Jason did not know the time, but he assumed that it probably 
was not too late in the night. He would likely be able to get the SUV all cleaned up before dawn. 
First, the wolf had to take care of Arcades. Jason managed to pick up the fox, and he hoisted him 
over his back as he carried Arcades into the bathroom. Once in the bathroom, the wolf carefully 
placed Arcades into the bathtub before removing the fox’s slightly bloody undergarments. 
Arcades may have been completely naked, but this was not the first time that Jason had seen the 
fox in such a bare state. The wolf turned on the water, but he remembered that it would take a 
few moments for the water to heat up. Though the wolf knew that the cold water would be rather 
unpleasant for the fox if he was awake, Jason felt that the most important thing he had to do at 
the moment was clean the fox up. As the cold water started flowing into the tub, the wolf made 


sure that he immediately started rinsing both his own fur as well as the fox’s fur. 


Thankfully for both of the anthros, the blood was able to rinse out of the fox’s fur fairly 
easily. The water did start warming up, but the wolf was unsure whether warm or cold water was 
the best for the fox in his current state. Jason decided he would take his chances with the warm 
water, but it did not take the wolf long for his own clothes to become wet due to water splashing 
from the tub and landing on his clothes. Since Jason’s clothes were already bloody, he decided 
that he should remove them as well. The wolf ended up stripping all of his clothes, and he was 
now as naked as the fox was. This was also not the first time where Jason and Arcades were 
naked together. The wolf stepped into the tub for himself, and he pulled the toggle upwards to 
enable the shower head. As water sprayed on the wolf’s back, he laid his eyes on the naked fox 
lying in front of himself. The wolf was glad that he was a Born Again Christian, for he knew that 
he would have otherwise had less wholesome thoughts going through his head had he not been. 
Jason decided to focus on the current task at hand: He needed to clean both himself as well as 
Arcades. As the wolf moved to grab a bar of soap, his back moved out of the way of the 
showerhead. When Jason turned back, he could see that water was spraying the fox in the face. 
Not wanting to take any chances that Arcades would inhale the water and potentially drown, he 
moved back in front of the showerhead to block the flow from landing in the fox’s face. 

Since Jason was having difficulty standing in the position he was in, the wolf got down 
on his knees, and he began to wash his own fur as well as Arcades’ fur. Jason was well-aware 
how the position he was in would look from an outsider’s perspective, but he knew that he was 
not doing anything wrong. After all, he was in the tub with Arcades to get the both of them clean, 
and his intentions were not malevolent or sinful whatsoever. As blood diluted with water ran 
down the tub’s drain, the wolf kept looking at the fox’s face to make sure that water did not start 


spraying in his face again. Jason could not stop looking at the blank expression on the fox’s face, 


and he was mainly just hoping that Arcades would not wake from his state of unconsciousness 
while the wolf was kneeling over the fox while completely naked while in a bathtub. Though the 
wolf knew that Arcades would understand his intentions and fully believe his reason for having 
both of them in naked in the bathtub, he did not want to go through the embarrassing situation in 
the first place. 

After about fifteen more minutes of cleaning, the wolf was satisfied that he had cleaned 
both himself and the fox sufficiently. Jason did have to manipulate the fox’s body multiple times 
to clean his entire body, but he was able to do so. The wolf was glad he was saved, for he knew 
that he was not always a heterosexual. Jason’s reproductive organs did even make contact with a 
few areas of the fox’s body on more than one occasion, and it was at those moments where the 
wolf could only thank the Lord Jesus Christ for giving him a new heart with new desires. Jason 
did not want to bother himself with what-ifs and thinking about his past self, so he decided that it 
would be best just to end this shower session. The wolf turned off the water, and he turned 
around to see the fox lying on his back with his tail lying directly next to his left leg. He did have 
to turn the fox over to his stomach a few times, but he was able to clean Arcades’ entire body 
while keeping the fox’s nose and mouth away from the water in the tub. Jason stepped out of the 
tub after he made sure that the fox was still breathing, and he realized that he did not have a 
towel prepared for him to use. The wolf also did not have a clean set of clothes for him to change 
into, so Jason left the fox in the tub as he exited the bathroom to collect the items he needed. 

When the wolf entered the bathroom again, he was carrying two towels as well as two 
changes of clothes. Jason did not want to put on any clothes until he made sure that the both of 
them were completely dry. After all, the wolf did not want to get his clothes wet once again after 


already drying himself. Jason sat the clothes aside, and he began to dry himself by wrapping 


himself up in the towel and moving it around his body. As he dried himself, he continued to look 
at the fox to see if he was about to wake up or not, but the fox’s face suggested that he would not 
be waking up anytime soon. After drying himself for a few minutes, the wolf laid the towel on 
the ground and went about removing the naked fox from the tub and gently placing him on the 
wet towel. After successfully laying the fox down on the towel, the wolf grabbed the dry towel 
and started drying Arcades’ entire body. While the wolf found himself naked on his knees while 
drying off an equally naked fox, all Jason could think about was possible comments Bobby 
Bocchino might come up with if he was present to be a witness to this event. 

After drying the fox’s fur in its entirety, the wolf felt that he was satisfied enough that he 
would be able to clothe the fox. Jason moved the fox from the wet towel first, and he carried him 
just outside of the bathroom. After setting the naked fox down on the ground, the naked wolf 
went into the bathroom once more to grab both sets of clothes. For himself, Jason picked out a 
shirt and shorts which he did not mind getting dirty. After all, he would have to be the one to 
clean up the 4Runner and everything else in the garage. For the fox, Jason picked out Arcades’ 
standard nightwear: The fox commonly wore a plain white t-shirt covering both the white fur on 
his chest as well as the black fur on his back, and Jason even brought the fox’s pair of pyjama 
pants which Arcades had cut into a pair of ultra high-cut shorts to keep himself cool at night. 
After clothing himself, the wolf proceeded to clothe the fox. With both of the anthros now 
wearing clothes, Jason picked up the still-unconscious fox once more to put him to bed. 

After a rather short walk from the bathroom, the wolf arrived at their bedroom. Though 
Arcades and Jason had shared the same bed before, both of them had their own separate bed to 
sleep in. The wolf sat Arcades on top of the fox’s bed, and he rested Arcades’ head against the 


pillow. With the fox’s head on the pillow, the wolf pulled the covers downwards before pulling 


them over the fox’s entirely exposed legs, as well as his arms. The wolf tucked the fox into bed 
leaving only his neck and head exposed. Since both anthros had exited the shower not too long 
ago, their fur was beginning to fluff up. The fur on Arcades’ face was now very fluffy, and the 
wolf did feel the fluffiness of the fox’s cheeks as he brushed the fox’s fur with his hands. Foxes 
always had pretty fluffy cheeks, regardless of if they had just gotten out of the shower or not. 
After Jason felt the fox’s cheeks, he went to feel the fox’s forehead to see if it felt normal. The 
wolf took a sigh of relief and slowly nodded to himself in approval as he found that Arcades’ 
forehead felt to be a normal temperature. Seeing that he did not have anything else he needed to 
do for Arcades at the moment, Jason spoke softly to the unconscious fox, ““You’re safe now... 
We made it out, and you’re gonna be OK. You’re going to be alright, Kurt.” 

After giving the unconscious fox a small hug, the wolf stood up from Arcades’ bedside, 
and he gave a brief prayer to God, “Lord Jesus Christ, thank You so much for letting us get out 
of there. Lord, I pray that Kurt will be alright, and I pray that You will continue to take care and 
watch over both of us. Lord, I want to thank You once again for giving me my new heart with 
new desires. Otherwise... Erm... I-it doesn’t really matter anymore. I’m saved, and that’s what 
matters. Lord, I pray that You will continue to guide us and give us Your eternal wisdom. In the 
name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit. Amen.” When the wolf finished his prayer, he 
looked down at himself, and he could see that he was still not wearing any shoes. Though 
anthros did not really need to wear shoes, Jason was not normally one who chose to be barefoot 
like Arcades did. Jason knew that he left his boots in the SUV, but he was unsure of their 
condition. After all, there was a decent amount of blood in the 4Runner which Jason had to 
clean. The wolf shook his head, but he knew that procrastinating the cleanup would be pointless. 


It would be best for him to just get to work. After all, being barefoot had not presented him with 


much of a problem thus far. Maybe anthros really were meant to go without shoes. Jason shook 
his head again; he needed to focus. It was time for him to get to work. 

The fox slowly awoke in his bed, and he looked up at the familiar ceiling of his bedroom. 
Arcades blinked a few times before he began to scan the rest of the room. Everything looked just 
about normal, and he could even see Jason lying in his own bed across the room. The wolf was 
lying on top of the sheets, and Arcades began to wonder why Jason was simply lying on top of 
the bed wearing clothes which he would not normally wear to bed. Arcades sat up in his bed, and 
he checked the digital clock on the wall. The clock read 08:19, but the fox was not too sure as to 
what had happened during the night. Arcades found that he was not able to remember anything 
about going to bed, and he also did not remember leaving the beach with Jason. The fox shook 
his head after he sat up, and he tried to think harder. He assumed that he was only having trouble 
remembering the night’s events because he had just woken up. As the fox took another look at 
the time, now reading 08:20, he was beginning to wonder at exactly what time he went to sleep 
during the last night. After doing some quick mathematical calculations in his head, the fox 
believed that he went to sleep at around 01:00 in the morning, but he still did not remember 
going to bed at all. The last thing the fox remembered was that he was eating dinner with the 
wolf near a small beach, but he could not remember anything past that point. 

The fox could briefly remember feeling something hit his upper left shoulder, but he had 
already convinced himself that he was just remembering an event from some sort of dream he 
had. Arcades pulled the sheets off of his body, and he turned his body to the left to get out of his 
bed. The fox looked down, and he could see that he was wearing his standard nightwear, a white 
t-shirt and his improvised pair of ultra high-cut pyjama shorts. Arcades brought his arms in front 


of his face, and he could see that his fur was definitely clean. The fox thought to himself, ‘7 don’t 


remember taking a shower last night.’. The fox moved his hands outside of his vision, and he 
turned his attention to view Jason again. The wolf was sprawled out on his bed, and he was not 
even wearing what he normally would wear to bed. At the same time, Jason was not wearing the 
clothes which he wore while out on the beach. The fox was not sure when the wolf changed his 
clothes, but he did not want to wake Jason to ask him what had happened the previous night. He 
thought Jason should get to sleep uninterrupted. 

Arcades quietly stepped past the sleeping wolf, and he exited his bedroom. The fox 
initially had a difficulty remembering what day it was supposed to be, but he used the power of 
reason to determine that it was indeed Sunday. After all, the last thing the fox remembered was 
eating with Jason on a Saturday. Arcades yawned, and he looked around as he proceeded into the 
storefront which was directly connected to his living quarters. Everything was just where he had 
left it, but the fox did see a Flat Dark Earth colored Haenel Defence RS8 Subsonic hanging on 
one of the racks. Arcades blinked his eyes, for he did not remember owning such a rifle. The fox 
walked over to the rifle, and he took a closer look at it. The rifle was outfitted with a Trijicon 
AccuPower sight, a Warne Skyline bipod, and it had a ten-round magazine already loaded into 
the receiver. The fox looked at the Trijicon AccuPower, and he thought to himself, ‘Hey, that 
looks just like the scope I sold to that one guy a few days ago.’ Arcades did not realize that he 
was looking at that same exact rifle scope he had sold. The fox took the rifle off of the wall, and 
he felt the weight of it in his furry hands. Arcades detached the magazine from the rifle, but he 
winced once he saw that the magazine was indeed loaded with 7.62x51mm rounds. Arcades 
shook his head and widened his eyes as he thought, ‘Woah. How did I let a loaded gun sit on the 
wall?!’ The fox, not having any pockets to hold the rifle rounds for him, took the magazine as 


well as the rifle to the front desk in order to properly unload it. 


Arcades sat the RS8 on the table first, and he began to slide the subsonic rounds out of 
the magazine before he saw that the rifle was only loaded with five live rounds. The fox looked 
at the empty magazine which he now held, and he placed it on the table as well. Arcades thought 
to himself as he looked at the RS8, ‘Js there a round in the chamber?’ The fox picked the rifle 
up, disabled the safety, and he pulled the bolt back to see if he would find another live round in 
the chamber. Arcades found the round that he was expecting to find in the chamber, but he was 
surprised to see that the round he found was nothing like a standard 7.62x51mm rifle round. 
Arcades looked at the unique round which landed on the table after being ejected from the rifle’s 
chamber, and he carefully picked it up to examine it. Unlike the other rounds, which had brass 
casings, this round had a silver-colored shell casing. At the top of the round was what almost 
looked like a sort of hypodermic needle, and Arcades found something about the round to be 
familiar. The fox had never seen a round of this type before, and he was dumbfounded as he 
found the rifle sitting on the wall with such a weird round in the chamber ready to fire. 

Arcades picked up the custom round again, and he brought one of the regular .308 rounds 
to stand up next to the unique round to see just how different the two rounds were. Both rounds 
had the same case dimensions, but the fox could not stop looking at how different the projectiles 
themselves were. The custom round stood at exactly the same height as the standard round, but 
the shape of the projectiles were just simply too different when directly compared against one 
another. Arcades sat the ammunition aside; he was going to ask Jason if he knew where the 
unique round came from when the wolf woke up. For the meantime, the fox closed the bolt of the 
RS8, pointed the rifle in safe direction, pulled the trigger to release the hammer, enabled the 
rifle’s safety, and he reinserted the emptied magazine back into the receiver. Arcades brought the 


rifle back to the rack where he had taken it down from, and he hung it back up. The fox took a 


slow look around the rest of his store to see if he noticed anything else he did not remember he 
had, but he did not see anything else that was out of the ordinary. While most of the rifles on the 
racks had price tags attached to them, Arcades did not notice a price tag hanging off of the RS8. 

The fox shook his head; he reminded himself that he would ask Jason about the rifle. 
Arcades, not knowing what else to do early in the morning, decided to turn on the television 
which was in his store. After moving back behind the counter, the fox grabbed the remote 
underneath his desk, and he turned on the television. As the television started up, Arcades made 
sure to turn the volume down so he would not wake up the wolf. When the television started, the 
fox saw that it defaulted to the local news channel. Arcades read the headline, and his eyes 
perked up with interest. The headline read, ‘BCSO Deputy Murdered With Knife During Traffic 
Stop Outside of Foley,’ and Arcades was rather surprised to hear such news come out of his own 
small town. After all, Foley only had a population of about 30,000 people, and he did not even 
live in the city limits. Arcades turned up the volume slightly as he approached the television to 
listen to the reporter speak. The fox listened to the human reporter, “Baldwin County Sheriff's 
Office is investigating a murder of one of its deputies which occurred last night not too far from 
Foley. Authorities say that an unidentified man had called the emergency line to report a 
kidnapping of a silver fox, and he even reported a vehicle, a gray Toyota 4Runner.” 

The fox chuckled to himself as he listened to the reporter and started to draw a few 
parallels, “Hah, silver fox? I don’t think there are too many of those around here. Sounds like I 
should be driving the Mustang for the time being, as well.” Arcades refocused his attention to the 
newscaster once more, “Suddenly, the officer, thirty-nine year old Freddy MacDavit was 
violently ambushed by a human wielding a knife after he pulled over the 4Runner. The man with 


the knife has not been able to be identified as of right now, but the Sheriff’s Department 


recovered a Ford Taurus parked about twenty yards away from MacDevit’s patrol car. Police 
found a radio scanner as well as weapons inside of the car. Police believe that the human 
assailant may have reported the 4Runner on purpose in order to stage the ambush. Dashcam 
footage recovered from MacDavit’s patrol car shows the officer detaining an unidentified gray 
wolf, but it does not show the moment when the knife-wielding man attacked the officer. The 
man with the knife was shot three times with the officer’s handgun, and the previously-detained 
wolf was later seen completely free and entering the 4Runner before fleeing the scene.” The fox 
looked at the grainy image of the gray wolf, but he did not recognize him as Jason thanks to a 
combination of both poor camera quality as well as poor lighting. Arcades listened to the reporter 
again, “The Sheriffs Office is currently on the lookout for the 4Runner seen in the video and the 
gray wolf who was driving it. Anybody who spots a gray Toyota 4Runner bearing the vanity 
plate FOXARM1 is advised to contact the Baldwin County Sheriff's Office immediately.” 
Arcades immediately winced once he heard the newscaster report the vanity plate of his 
own 4Runner. The fox shook his head and spoke aloud, “What?” Just as the fox finished 
expressing his confusion, he heard Jason speak, “Kurt.” The fox turned around to see the gray 
wolf looking at him, and he relayed to him what he had just heard on the news, “Jason, they 
mentioned our 4Runner on the news.” The wolf was not surprised to hear the fox, “Listen, Kurt. 
I need to tell you about what happened last night.” The fox wanted to hear what Jason had to say, 
“What happened? I don’t remember a single thing.” The wolf took a deep breath before speaking 
with a sense of urgency in his voice, “Kurt, you were attacked last night. A human using a rifle 
loaded with tranquilizer rounds shot you. He tried to take you away, but I got you out of there. I 
got detained by the coppers after they stopped me, and that human came back. He stabbed the 


poor bloke in the throat and was about to make off with you. I took the copper’s gun and shot 


him three times before pulling you in the four-by-four and taking you home.” Seeing that Jason 
was obviously stressed out, the fox tried to calm him down first, “Phew, calm down, Jason. I 
believe you and all, but how did I end up back in bed?” 

The wolf provided the fox with only the essential details, “I put you to bed.” Arcades 
looked past the wolf, and he could see the Haenel Defence RS8 mounted on the wall, “Jason, did 
you recover that rifle from the human?” The wolf nodded, “Yeah, I did. I had to clean up the 
4Runner last night, too. The human bled on you, and you got the blood all over the front seat.” 
Arcades looked at his arms, but he could not see any blood, “What blood? I don’t see any 
blood.” Jason replied, “I cleaned you up too, mate. I was exhausted by the time I was done fixing 
up everything. Lots of bloody yakka getting that blood off of the seat and everything.” Arcades 
sighed, “You know what this means?” Jason looked at the fox, but he did not know what 
Arcades was thinking. The wolf asked the fox to elaborate, “What’s that, mate?” Arcades 
replied, “I think I figured it out. It was that man who came in last week to buy a Trijicon scope. 
He asked me for my height and weight, and I think he used that information to make tranquilizer 
darts. Those darts aren’t one-size-fits-all. You need to have the right dosage based a lot on a 
subject’s weight to avoid an overdose or ineffective dosage.” The wolf had not seen the man 
purchase the AccuPower sight as the fox described, but he noticed that the fox did not even 
answer the question, “What does this all mean, Kurt? Why is there someone after you?” The fox 
realized that he was going off on a bit of a tangent, “I think that guy may be from the Foundation 
or something. He even asked me about the XMP-1... Oh my gosh...” Arcades suddenly realized 
what was happening. 

Jason said what Arcades was preparing to say, “This place isn’t safe, mate. We can’t stay 


here. That bloke came into our store and tracked us down. Who knows how many other people 


the Foundation might send our way?” Arcades shook his head as he walked back over to his desk 
to set the television remote down, “How is that even possible? We destroyed the Foundation!” 
The wolf agreed with the fox, “Yes, we did. However, don’t you think they would have at least 
some people still out there? That’s probably why they came to track you down.” The fox sighed 
as he did not have any options in mind as to what to do, “Where can we even go? We didn’t even 
live here in Alabama when we were fighting the Foundation. They found us all the way out 
here.” Jason scratched his chin, “I don’t really know, mate. We’re going to have to think about 
this.” Arcades shook his head in a mix of frustration and helplessness, “And now the cops are 
looking for us? They’Il likely be showing up to our place sooner or later. We won’t be able to 
even stay here. When they run the plate, it’ll direct them back to this very place.” 

Jason placed his hand on the fox’s shoulder to try and get him to calm down, “Kurt, 
listen. He was after you, and not me. As long as I can stay with you, I promise you that I won’t 
let anything happen to you, mate. Kurt, you’re my brother; I have your back. You’ve risked your 
own arse to protect me, and I promise you I will return the favor.” Arcades felt slightly 
comforted by the wolf’s words, “Thanks, Jason.” The wolf perked a smile to help lighten the 
mood, “I will do everything in my power to make sure that they won’t take you away, and I will 
do everything I can to help you out. Brothers look out for one another, and I’m going to make 
sure I watch your back. You can count on me, mate. We’ve been through too much together. 
You know that I love you, and that I’m willing to extend all the support I can give you.” The fox 
took a deep breath to calm himself down before proceeding any further. Arcades had many 
thoughts rushing through his head at the moment, and he did not want to wrestle with all of the 
what-if scenarios. He knew that he could surely trust Jason, and he knew that he had a reason to 


trust the wolf since it was Jason who rescued him from the human planning to take him away. 


Jason held onto the fox’s shoulder as he guided him back towards their bedroom. Arcades 
did not resist the wolf, but Jason was not even using any force to move the fox to the bedroom. 
Once both anthros were back in the bedroom, the wolf positioned the fox in front of Arcades’ 
bed and slightly pushed down on the fox’s shoulder to suggest him to sit down on the bed. The 
fox sat down on the bed, and he looked up at the wolf who took a step away to speak, “Kurt, I’ve 
an idea. We should spend the day out. We can take the Mustang, and we can probably hide out in 
Florida for the day. The coppers won’t be able to get us there for the time being, and the 
Foundation probably won’t be able to get another guy out here for a little while. They know that 
their plan was unsuccessful so they’ve to rethink their strategy. They want you alive. If they 
wanted you dead, they would’ve done so already.” When the wolf mentioned Florida, the fox 
almost instantly had a place in mind, “Y’know, Jason? I think Florida is a good idea. There is 
this one place I’ve been meaning to take you, and I’ll explain its significance to you while we’re 
getting out there.” 

The wolf nodded, “Yeah? Hey, by the way, you have security cams in this building, 
right? You’ll be able to check those on your phone to see if there were any blokes who bothered 
to come by today.” The fox took a deep breath once more to calm himself down; he was now 
thinking about the situation in a more rational manner, “I do have that on my phone.” The wolf 
nodded, “There you go, mate. You’ll be able to check that out. The only people I expect to turn 
up today would be the coppers. If they don’t show up here today, then I think we’d be in the 
clear for the time being. I bet you they’re thinking the copper shot the human before he 
completely bled out.” Arcades did not understand one thing, “If that’s so, then why would they 
be looking for our truck?” The wolf replied, not knowing what the human had said during his 


phone call to the emergency line, “They probably just want to ask us what had happened.” 


Arcades knew what humans thought about anthros, “I really hope you’re right about that.” The 
fox still had some uncertainty in his mind, “What about when we get back here? You know that 
we can’t stay.” 

The wolf presented Arcades with a potential solution, “Well, it might be time we get 
outta here. We'd honestly probably be best off by selling everything we have and moving 
somewhere. I bet they found you because of your firearms license, too. You have the same 
license that you did from before you renamed the company to Fox Armament.” The fox thought 
about what Jason said, and he knew that the wolf was probably correct. Arcades sighed, “Man... 
This is ridiculous. Where would we even go, anyways?” The wolf had an idea in his mind, 
“How about coming to Aus’ with me? I’ve a hidden stash of cash that my brother hid before he 
took me to the US. He put it there to make sure we would have at least some money if we ever 
found a reason to come back. If we need what’s in the stash, then we can go and get it.” Arcades 
knew about the various regulations in Australia, “I wouldn’t be able to take hardly any of my 
stuff with me.” Jason knew what Arcades was referring to, and he was easy to empathize with 
the fox, “Kurt, I know what you’re talking about. You know, we don’t even really need that stuff 
anyways. Look at the bright side: The less stuff you bring with you, the harder it’Il be for them to 
find you. If we’re gonna leave, then we’re gonna have to cover our tracks. I promise you that Ill 
be there to help you through all of it.” 

The fox remembered his storefront containing all of the guns he owned, and he knew that 
it would pain him greatly to get rid of all of his firearms. After all, militaria meant so much to the 
fox, and he really did not want to get rid of it. The wolf easily spotted the fox in an upset state, so 
he tried to cheer him up, “Hey, look at the bright side, mate. You’d be going to Australia with 


your Australian brother!” The wolf’s remark made the fox perk up a genuine smile. Jason replied 


once he saw the fox’s smile, “That’s right, mate. Also, with all of the money you make from a 
closeout sale, you’ ll be able to easily afford the one-way trip and still have plenty of cash to 
settle down wherever you’d like in Aus’. Since you don’t hold any licenses or anything over 
there, they’d have a harder time finding you.” The fox did consider the amount of cash he would 
be able to make from doing an insane closeout sale, “Well, even if I marked down everything 
substantially, we'd still have more than enough cash to make it work.” The wolf smiled at the 
fox and nodded his head, “Yeah! We’ll be fine, mate. We'll make this happen.” 

Arcades sat and looked down to the floor, and Jason noticed that the fox was still visibly 
stressed out due to the situation. The wolf decided to offer the fox something to help him calm 
down, “Want me to help you cool off, Kurt?” Arcades knew what Jason was talking about, and 
he decided to accept the wolf’s offer, “Sure.” Jason looked upwards and spotted a black tactical 
range bag sitting on top of a shelf in the bedroom, “Alright mate. Just wait right here for me.” 
Arcades sat still as he watched Jason grab the tactical bag and bring it over and set it down on the 
floor. The wolf unzipped the bag, and he started to rummage through its contents. All the while, 
the fox listened to the rather metallic sounds generated by Jason searching through the bag. 
Arcades looked at himself, and he could see that he was still wearing his nightwear. While he did 
not typically participate in such an activity with the wolf while wearing his nightwear, Arcades 
decided that he would just roll with it. After all, the main difference would be that the fox would 
just be wearing a differently colored shirt and shorts. 

After searching through the bag for what he wanted, the wolf retrieved an item and stood 
up to ask for the fox’s approval, “How ‘bout this?” Arcades recognized the item was a pair of 
Smith & Wesson M-104-1 handcuffs, ““That’ll be fine.” The wolf began to approach the fox after 


he grabbed one of the fox’s many keyrings from a side compartment of the bag, “Stand up and 


turn around when you’re ready.” Arcades stood up from the bed where he was sitting, and he 
turned around before bending his arms backwards to offer them to Jason. The wolf confirmed 
with the fox before he proceeded, “Are you ready, mate?” Arcades replied, “Yeah.” After the fox 
gave his consent, the wolf approached the fox from behind, gently grabbed his wrists, and placed 
them in the restraints. Jason knew how tight the fox preferred to wear his restraints, so he 
tightened them the proper amount. He did not want the fox to feel uncomfortable, despite the fact 
that restraints were not really made with comfort in mind. 

Arcades waited until the wolf double-locked the handcuffs before he knelt on the bed 
with his bare ankles hanging off the ledge. The wolf returned to the bag, and he grabbed one of 
the several Smith & Wesson M-1900-1 leg irons which the fox had. Arcades did not know, but 
the wolf even added the two M-1900s which he commandeered from the previous night’s 
incident to the fox’s collection. The wolf locked the shackles around the fox’s bare ankles while 
pushing his tail out of the way, and Jason visually admired Arcades’ bare feet as he proceeded to 
do so. After tightening the shackles to the fox’s preferred configuration, the wolf double-locked 
the leg irons and stepped away from the fox to allow him to change his position. Arcades 
shuffled forwards while still on his knees, and he moved to the center of his bed before turning 
around to face the wolf. Once Arcades was facing Jason, the fox extended his shackled feet 
outwards and let them hang over the side of the bed. The wolf returned back to the range bag 
again, and he pulled out a fox muzzle. Though Arcades did unknowingly have two additional 
muzzles to use thanks to Jason taking them with him, the wolf still pulled out the fox’s original 
muzzle which he owned since he knew that it fit the fox’s face good enough. 

Jason approached the lightly restrained fox and stopped to ask if he wanted to proceed, 


“Want this on, too?” Arcades replied by simply nodding his head. The wolf acknowledged 


Arcades’ response by strapping the muzzle to the fox’s face. Jason tightened the fox’s muzzle 
tight enough that he would be unable to open his mouth to speak, but the wolf knew that Arcades 
would still be able to make noise in case he decided that he wanted to be released. Jason wanted 
to apply one more item to the fox, but he did ask the fox to stand up before retrieving it, “Come 
over here, mate.” Arcades shuffled forwards until his feet touched the floor, and he took a few 
steps before reaching Jason. Once the fox was near the wolf, he stood still as he waited for Jason 
to continue. The wolf spoke to Arcades, “Turn around for me, yeah?” Arcades obliged, and he 
turned around slowly while making sure that he did not swipe the wolf with his bushy tail. 
Arcades stood still for a few moments before he felt Jason applying a generic pair of 
Taiwanese-made thumbcuffs to his thumbs. After the wolf finished tightening the restraints and 
double-locking them, he used his own foot to slide the rather heavy bag out of the way, and he 
also placed the keyring he used on top of a nearby counter. Jason knew that the fox would be 
able to reach the keys for himself if he absolutely needed to, but the wolf knew that Arcades 
would communicate to him to release him first before going out of his way to release himself. 
With the fox now restrained, the wolf placed a hand on Arcades’ shoulder and put enough 
pressure on the fox to suggest him to sit down. Arcades got down on his knees, and he even 
interlocked his fingers before resting his hands on his tail. The fox watched in silence as Jason 
walked in front of the fox and sat on Arcades’ bed. Jason looked at the fox kneeling before him, 
and the wolf began to speak to Arcades, “Feeling a bit better now, Kurt?” Arcades nodded his 
head; he was still unable to speak. Jason formed a smile, “Good. Hey mate, it’!I all turn out 
alright. It’Il be a lot easier for you if you’d just take a deep breath and relax. We’ll get outta this 


situation, and they won’t be able to find us again.” 


The wolf paused for a few moments to see if Arcades had something he wanted to do, but 
Jason figured that the fox would not be able to do too much since he was bound and gagged. The 
wolf continued speaking, “Y’know mate, you’ve taught me many things in the two years that 
you’ve known me for, and I would have to say I’m very thankful for all that you’ve done for 
me.” The fox sat in silence as he slowly adjusted himself to find a slightly more comfortable 
position to remain in. Arcades watched as Jason got off of the bed and sat down directly next to 
him, “Prolly the most important thing you’ve told me is that the Lord is always here to guide us. 
I was a bit skeptical at first, but after the whole event with the Foundation, I know that’s true. 
The Lord’s done so much for me over the past two years, and I just can’t deny it. Not to mention, 
I bet you that He helped us get out of the Foundation when we were taken.” Jason paused as he 
thought of something else to say. Once the wolf compiled his thoughts, he spoke once more, 
“There was a time that I would look at you the way you’re sitting in front of me right now, and I 
wouldn’t be able to control myself. We both remember what happened with that. The thing is, 
that’s not the case anymore. I didn’t think the Lord would be capable of giving me a new heart 
with new desires, but... I’m glad I was proven wrong. It’s so much better for me now. I don’t 
have to feel the way I did before. I’m glad that I have a brother who was willing to give me a 
second chance; that’s what I’m trying to say.” 

The wolf could see that the fox was trying to smile behind the muzzle, so he placed his 
hand on the fox’s shoulder and spoke to him again, “Kurt, I want to let you know that I’m 
thankful for giving me that second chance. I understand that mercy may not be the easiest thing 
for someone to give as a result of an event like that, but I’m glad that you don’t hold it against 
me.” The fox was still looking at Jason in the eyes, still as silent as he was with the device 


strapped to his mouth. The wolf said, “I know that I’m not supposed to put my trust in you, but I 


am still glad that you’ve proven yourself to be a great brother to me. I know that Jack would not 
have given me the second chance you did. He would’ve prolly just left me for dead. Same goes 
for Bobby. I know that bloke always just wanted me gone, and I’m glad that you were there to 
show him what mercy is about.” The wolf took about half a minute to sit in silence before finally 
repeating his promise once again, “Kurt. I promise you that I’ll do everything I can to keep you 
safe. Under my watch, I’ll see to it that we’ll both make it out of the reaches of the Foundation 
together. After all, isn’t that what brothers do for one another?” 

Eleven human men sat at a long black table and listened to what the twelfth man had to 
say, “It has been over twelve hours since we have last had contact with our agent in the field. We 
believe that he may be dead as of this moment.” One of the other men at the table spoke next, 
“Are you saying that our agent failed to capture the target?” The first man replied, “It hasn’t been 
confirmed, but we believe so.” A different man spoke up next, “Why do we even need to take 
this fox alive? He’s caused enough trouble as it’s been. I’ll remind you that this is the same fox 
who is ultimately responsible for the downfall of the Foundation. We’re risking too much trying 
to take him alive.” The first human addressed the objection, “This fox could be very useful for 
us. The Foundation was working on the artificial production of anthros in order to build an army 
that would be completely loyal to us. Had they completed their purpose, then we would no 
longer need to use humans allied with our cause.” 

The third human nodded to acknowledge the first man’s final statement, “Yeah, and the 
Foundation almost had the means to produce thousands of artificial anthros. If that fox didn’t 
compromise Facility Zero, then we would be one step closer to having a fully loyal standing 
army of anthros all born completely under the radar. We’re only taking a bigger risk by trying to 


catch him alive.” The first human took a deep breath before saying, “Don’t you see? That fox 


definitely has something going on with him. There’s no way any normal anthro has been able to 
break in and out of Facility Eleven, Facility Five, Facility Twenty-Four, Facility One, and even 
Facility Zero all successfully. That’s just not happening. He might be the genetic template that 
we need to create our army.” The third human still disagreed, “What makes you say it’s anything 
in his genes that make him special? How do you know he’s just being a crafty fox?” The first 
human addressed the objection, “We can’t find any combat experience that he has had for any 
government force. He never served in any type of armed force, but he managed to evade the 
Alpha-Omega team on more than one occasion.” 

The third human returned a rather snarky remark, “Yeah? They probably would’ve lasted 
longer if Site Director Zero didn’t order them to die.” The first human knew what his colleague 
was talking about, “You know that we can’t trust humans for this global takeover. These anthros 
are bred from birth to do whatever we ask of them. They don’t know anything else but to do 
what we tell them.” The third human sighed, “Yet that fox destroyed the entire production line 
that we had in Facility Zero. The genetic code and everything we used was lost there as well. 
CDI probably salvaged everything they could that wasn’t already destroyed. It probably won’t be 
long until they are able to manufacture their own XVP-1s. What are we going to do about them 
when they have amassed an entire fleet of them?” The first human disregarded his colleague for 
speaking about a hypothetical situation, “It’s been only two years. They’re not going to have a 
Dreadnought like that combat ready in that time span.” The third human was skeptical, “Are you 
sure? They sent one of their two aircraft carriers to Devon Island to fight it. They have a greater 
air force than most nations in this world, and we don’t even have any influence in their company 


anymore. We lost all of that back in ‘28 thanks to that fox.” 


Before the argument could continue, an authority figure from the table spoke up, “That’ Il 
be enough of this argument, gentlemen.” The two humans who were arguing quieted down, and 
they looked at the human who had just told them to stand down. After a moment of silence, The 
Majestic One spoke, “It’s obvious that this silver fox knows about our plans, and he even showed 
up to shut them down. Our field agent did confirm his place of business, and he believes that he 
lives at his own business. It can’t be that hard to capture one fox, even if he does conform with 
the traditional stereotypes associated with foxes. We’ll be able to catch the fox and bring him 
here. Once he is here, he will be unable to disrupt our plans. If you want to make anthros using 
his DNA, then you can go ahead. However, you do have to take into account that our plans have 
still been set back due to the loss of the Omega Foundation. The Foundation was our research & 
development department, and we no longer have the luxury of having our own entity we can turn 
to for that kind of work. The Illuminati has already authorized the Knights Templar to join us in 
the effort of capturing Kurt Hofmeier.” 

The first human from the previous argument spoke up with a question, “Sir, how are we 
to proceed?” The Majestic One replied, “Like I said, the Majestic 12 will send more field agents 
mixed in with the Knights Templar to visit the fox’s place of business. The only thing we will 
have to worry about is if he already knows we’re planning on coming. At any rate, it would 
simply take too long for him to do anything substantial. From what our last field agent had 
gathered, he lives at his gun store alongside a gray wolf. We don’t know much about this gray 
wolf, but the field agent reports that the two appear to be in a relationship of sorts.” Before the 
human could continue, one of the other Majestic 12 members chuckled, “Hah. Anthros are all the 
same, aren’t they?” Nobody else at the table laughed, but The Majestic One continued his 


thought while ignoring the interruption, “If the fox is smart, then he will be looking at leaving as 


soon as he can since he would surely know we would come back for him. We cannot allow him 
to flee. Otherwise, we will have to start from square one with no leads. We have over eight 
billion people on this earth, and it will be hard to find the fox especially if he flees the United 
States. Though we do have members internationally, it would be a bit more trouble than it is 
worth to locate him.” 

The human paused, and he looked around the room to see if anybody else had anything to 
say. With the room still in silence, The Majestic One continued, “We do not have any combat- 
ready anthros for us to use currently, so we will need to use a team of humans. We will send a 
small team to the fox’s business in a few days to proceed with the capture. It’s not that hard to 
take one person down. They’ll bust in, snatch him, kill anybody who stands in the way, and leave 
as if nothing happened. We’ll pay off any authorities that try and investigate, and nobody will 
ever hear of Kurt Hofmeier ever again. With that fox out of the way, we will be able to finally 
deal with our largest threat, Castle Defence Industries. We will mobilize a strike team as soon as 
we can, and we will deal with the fox accordingly. When we bring him here, I’Il let you do 
whatever you please with him. Any questions?” The room fell silent again, and none of the other 
eleven humans had anything to say. The Majestic One nodded his head as he interpreted the 
silence as an unanimous agreement, “Good. Then it’s settled. Now, was that so hard?” 

“So when are we planning on going, Kurt?” Jason looked at the fox as he patted his side 
pockets to make sure that he was not forgetting anything. The fox entered the room, wearing 
another simple polo shirt tucked into a plain pair of cargo shorts. Arcades held his Oakley Radar 
sunglasses in his hands as he placed them over his eyes, “Right about now.” Jason nodded as he 
was ready to go, “Yeah? What are we waiting for then?” The fox replied, “Nothing. I was just 


checking the doors to make sure that I didn’t leave anything unlocked. I don’t want anybody 


breaking in here while we’re gone.” The wolf shrugged, “Can’t really guarantee that, mate. 
Unless you’re really lookin’ at laying out a siege in here.” Arcades knew that the two of them 
would not be able to reasonably fend off a large group of hostiles attacking them directly, “Nope, 
but I'll be able to check if anybody came here or not. I’ve got motion sensors enabled at the 
doorways, and I can check on my phone if any of them set off an alarm.” The wolf reminded 
Arcades once again of what needed to be done, “Well Kurt, you’ve got that all sorted out, so how 
about we get going?” The fox nodded, “Yeah, let’s get going.” 

As Arcades and Jason entered their garage, they both entered into the Ford Mustang 
rather than the Toyota 4Runner. They were not about to drive a vehicle which the police were 
already keeping their eyes out for. The fox was in the driver’s seat, and he pressed the button 
inside of his vehicle to raise the garage door. After pulling out of the garage, the fox pressed the 
button again to close the garage, and he looked both ways on the road before pulling out onto the 
small road which connected his business to the main road. Arcades did not live directly within 
the town of Foley itself; Rather, he lived a decent bit away from the city limits. The fox, 
knowing where he wanted to go, would take US Route 98 and ride the highway all the way to his 
destination. US Route 98 did run directly through Foley, so the fox would have to drive a bit 
north before turning east to get on the highway. Arcades knew that once he drove over the border 
of Alabama and Florida, he would not have to worry about any law enforcement agencies 
stopping him. After all, he did not expect the FBI to take the case of the man stabbing a police 
officer getting shot by the officer’s handgun. 

After about thirty minutes of driving, Arcades was already on US Route 98, and he was 
on his way to Florida. The fox did see a few Baldwin County Sheriff's Office vehicles on the 


road, but none of them seemed to realize that the vanity plate on his Mustang was the same as his 


4Runner with the exception of having a different ending digit. As the fox continued along the 
highway, Jason spoke, “Kurt, I don’t think you told me where we were exactly supposed to be 
going.” The fox was concentrating on the road, but he realized that the wolf was speaking to him, 
“What’s that?” Jason rephrased his question, “Where are we going, Kurt?” The fox decided that 
he would tell Jason a broad answer. He was not prepared to narrow it down just quite yet, 
“Florida.” The wolf chuckled, “Heh, yeah mate, I know we’re going to Florida. My question is, 
where are we going in Florida?” Arcades asked the wolf a question, “Ever hear of this place 
called Destin Beach before?” 

Though the wolf was from New South Wales, he had heard of Destin Beach before, “TI 
think so.” Arcades was mildly surprised; he was not expecting the wolf to know about the beach 
at all, “What? Really? I don’t think I’ve ever taken you there before.” Jason shook his head, “No, 
you haven’t, but that name just sounds familiar to me for some reason.” The more the wolf tried 
to remember the place Arcades was talking about, it was sounding more and more familiar to 
him for some reason. Arcades spoke again with what he considered to be an explanation as to 
why the wolf heard of the beach before, ““We’re close enough to Florida that a lot of people who 
come into our shop have probably visited it before. You probably heard one of those guys 
mention it.” Jason shook his head, “Ehhh... Yeah, nah. I don’t really think that was the case, 
mate. I’m not exactly sure why I remember the name, but I know I’ve heard it - or read it 
before.” The wolf’s words started to fill the fox with more questions than answers, “Read it? 
What? I didn’t know you read American news articles.” 

Jason knew that he remembered something about the beach for some reason, but his 
memory was rather fuzzy trying to remember anything specific. However, when the fox 


mentioned a news article, the wolf was beginning to remember further details, “News? Hmm... 


That sounds familiar as well.” Arcades had something in his mind that he did not want to tell the 
wolf just quite yet, but he was now curious yet again. After the fox changed lanes on the 
highway, he asked, “What year are you talking about, Jason?” The wolf replied as he tried to 
remember yet again, “Ahh... I’m not too sure, mate. What I’m remembering happened about ten 
or twelve years ago or something. I don’t think we’re thinking about the same thing.” When the 
wolf mentioned hearing about the beach a bit more than a decade ago, the fox was starting to 
wonder if the wolf really was thinking about the event he planned on explaining to Jason. 
Arcades decided to focus on driving his car for the time being and figure this situation out later, 
“T dunno. You’ll probably like it out there well enough, though.” 

The next sixty minutes of the car ride was rather quiet apart from Jason changing the 
music in the vehicle every once and awhile when an advertisement would play over the radio. 
During the span of the hour, they even had crossed over the state line from Alabama to Florida. 
Despite his best efforts to focus on the road, the fox could not stop thinking about the 
conversation he had with the wolf. There was no way Jason already knew what had happened. 
Arcades did know that there were some photos surrounding the event which were on the Internet, 
but Jason was from Australia. Why would he know about what went down at Destin Beach 
during the first quarter of 2018? As Arcades kept trying to rationalize things in his head, he heard 
the wolf speak. This time, the fox kept an open ear to hear the wolf, “Kurt, this might be a weird 
question, but do the coppers around there wear green by any chance?” Arcades’ eyes widened 
slightly as he thought in his head, ‘No way. There’s no way he knows about that.’ The fox 
figured that he had to have heard something incorrectly, so he wanted the wolf to repeat his 
question, “What was that, Jason?” The wolf repeated his question while slightly changing up the 


way he worded it, “I said do you know if the coppers over there wear green?” 


Arcades decided to answer the wolf’s question, “They do. What makes you ask that?” 
Jason nodded in response as he began to remember things a bit more clearly, “Yeah, that’s right. 
I remember it was about twelve years ago when I read this one article about it on the Net. It was 
about how the coppers over there at Destin Beach had arrested all of these anthros over 
something to do with drinking beer.” Arcades could not believe what he was hearing, “You know 
about that?” The wolf nodded, “Yeah, it was on one of the Australian news websites which I 
used to read when I lived back in New South Wales with Jack. They put it there because it kinda 
showed how... Different the coppers in the US were compared to how the ones back in Aus’ 
were.” Arcades was silent for a few seconds, but Jason had realized that the fox also knew what 
he had just mentioned, “Wait, you know about that article too, Kurt?” 

Arcades took a deep breath as he tried to figure out the best way to word his thoughts, 
“Well... The thing is... I was one of those anthros.” Jason’s face lit up in a weird expression 
which was a combination of amazement, surprise, and even a noticeable bit of guilt, “You... 
Kurt, you got busted by the coppers?” Arcades did not know how to respond to the wolf next. 
The fox’s sunglasses hid half of his facial expression, but Jason could still tell that Arcades was 
now beginning to become visibly upset, “Kurt, what’s the matter, mate? Hey, it’s not that big of 
a deal. Getting caught with a beer in your hands while you’re too young is nothing compared to 
what I tried to do to you. You always tell me to not feel guilty about doing that, so what’s the 
issue?” Arcades shook his head as he still tried to keep his composure while driving, “Jason... 
It’s not that. What happened to me was...” Arcades trailed off again. The wolf waited a few 
moments, and he even turned down the volume of the radio, “Mate, I don’t see why you’re 


getting all worked up. There are plenty of things you could’ve done which are far worse than 


that. I’ve done worse, and you tell me that I don’t need to feel guilty anymore now that I’ve 
repented and trust in the Lord.” 

Arcades took a deep breath and tried to prevent himself from choking up. Once the fox 
was confident he would be able to speak coherently, he did so, “It’s not that I did something that 
made me feel bad. The problem is that I went through a quite traumatic experience. It’s 
something that deeply embarrasses me, and I don’t know if I'll ever be able to truly get over it.” 
When the fox spoke, Jason was beginning to get an image in his head that he remembered seeing 
on more than one occasion. The wolf’s face distorted and seemed to almost begin to fill with 
guilt despite his mind trying to work around what in an attempt to rationalize what he was 
remembering. The more the wolf tried to rationalize the thoughts away, he continued to look at 
the fox driving the car, and he could not help but notice something very similar between Arcades 
and a particular set of images he had in mind. In fact, some of the images the wolf remembered 
were images he had even gotten a bit intimate with at one point. Jason staved his thought away, 
but he did speak to the fox again, ““We’ve been through a lot of embarrassing things together, 
mate. What makes this one so bad compared to those?” 

The fox’s mouth opened, but no words initially came out. Arcades closed his mouth 
again, and he opened it once more as if he was going to finally say something. However, still 
nothing exited his mouth. Arcades closed his mouth again, and he waited for about half a minute. 
All the while, the Mustang’s radio was playing at a very low volume, and Jason was not sure 
what to do at the moment. Part of the wolf wanted to try and speak to the fox again, another part 
of him wanted to raise the volume of the radio, and the third part of him wanted to tell the fox 
something that could potentially make the situation worse. Before Jason could decide what he 


wanted to do, Arcades opened his mouth for the third time and finally spoke, “Jason, how would 


you feel if someone took a video of us going to the Foundation and put it online for the world to 
see?” The wolf was almost certain his memory was matching properly, but in the worst way 
possible. Jason’s eyes began to widen, but he tried to hide his emotion away from the fox. As the 
wolf focused on what he was thinking, he realized that he forgot to answer Arcades’ question, 
“Oh, uh. Yeah mate, I don’t think I’d quite like that at all.” The fox took a deep breath and said, 
“Now Jason, how would you feel if you went to the Foundation for absolutely no good reason?” 
The wolf’s train of thought was interrupted by the fox’s second question. Jason knew that he 
would have to answer it as quickly as possible so that Arcades would not be able to notice 
patterns in the wolf’s behavior that would point to his guiltiness of a secret sin he had just 
remembered. Jason replied rather cheekily in order to attempt to lighten the mood for both of the 
anthros, “I mean, we kinda went to the Foundation for no reason, ourselves. Right?” 

The more Jason looked at the fox, the more he was starting to see a striking resemblance 
to a silver fox he specifically remembered viewing in a set of images he grew a bit too attached 
to. The wolf wanted to believe that the fox he was remembering was not the same as Arcades, 
but they simply looked too similar to be different. After all, they had the same fur pattern, the 
same bushy tail, the same lanky build, and most importantly to Jason, they both had the same 
feet. The wolf’s thoughts were interrupted by Arcades once again, “You know what Jason? I 
think it would be better for me if I told you about what had happened from start to finish.” The 
wolf did not want to feel as if he was pressuring Arcades to do anything, “Kurt, mate. Come on, 
you said this is very embarrassing to you. If you don’t want to talk about it, we can just forget it, 
and I won’t bring it up.” Arcades was not really planning on backing down, “What good is it to 


back this up to the corner of my mind? It’s bothered me for too long. You’re right, Jason. We 


have been through many embarrassing situations together. Heck, we even got taken to the 
Foundation together. I need to get this off of my chest.” 

The wolf tried one last time to let Arcades know that he would be fine with not 
discussing the event, “Kurt, I don’t know what the problem is, but I’m not going to hold anything 
against you if you’d rather not tell me what’s wrong. What happened twelve years ago doesn’t 
matter anymore. We’re both saved, so we have nothing to worry about -- we have no guilt for 
anything wrong that we may have done.” Ironically, the wolf was still feeling a rather strong 
sense of guilt as he all but confirmed that he was indeed riding in the same car with the very fox 
which he pleasured himself to images of on multiple occasions. However, Jason was not quite 
ready to jump to conclusions just yet. Even if what he was thinking was indeed true, Jason was 
sure that Arcades would forgive him for what he had done. At the same time, the wolf thought 
the situation at large was extremely weird to think about. If what he was thinking was true, then 
Jason would have first seen Kurt Hofmeier back in 2018 when he first viewed the images of the 
fox detained by members of the Okaloosa County Sheriff's Office. To the wolf’s surprise, the 
fox was still willing to speak, “Yeah... I still think it’s better that I just get this off my chest. It'll 
probably make me feel better to tell this to someone. Listen up, Jason. I’m about to tell you a 


little story.” 


Chapter 4 


spring Broken 


A white 2009 Saturn Vue drove down the highway as it was approaching its destination. 
The driver, a moderately overweight human, turned to the average-sized human in the passenger 
seat and told a potentially offensive joke, “Hey Ray, you better watch your back around foxes. 
You don’t want one of them so snatch your wallet right out of your pocket.” Ray began to laugh, 
and Arcades joined them in from the back seat. Ray replied to the driver, “Why don’t you check, 
Rick? Maybe yours is already gone.” Arcades chuckled and replied in a way which showed he 
was not offended by the joke, “Hah, maybe Ray is right, Rick. You better check.” As Rick 
stopped the vehicle next to a stop sign, he reached into his pocket slowly as he reached for 
something hidden in his pants. When he took his hand out of his pocket, he brandished an 
MTech folding knife and pointed it at the fox while feigning a serious expression, “You try 
anything, and I'll cut that little throat of yours, Kurt.” 

The fox looked at the human holding him at knifepoint inside of the SUV, and he did feel 
genuinely threatened for a split second. Before Arcades could react, the human’s serious 
expression quickly morphed into a less serious one, “Aha, I got you good there, didn’t I?” 
Arcades knew that he had been spooked, but he tried to laugh it off, “Hah... Yeah.” Rick slipped 
the knife back into his pants as he laughed as well, though the human’s laughter sounded miles 


more genuine compared to the fox’s, “Heh-hah! I’m just fucking with you.” Ray smiled as he 


looked at the human directly to his left, “Kurt was scared shitless. He had it on his face.” Rick 
chuckled as he looked both ways and proceeded to drive past the next intersection, “Damn 
straight. Those foxes need to know that they can’t always get away with their shit.” Arcades was 
having trouble differentiating between satire and seriousness at this point, but he still tried to 
play along, “Heh... You said it.” 

Rick still did not stop, “Kurt’s one of those foxes we can keep under control. He can’t do 
shit to us.” The fox was not entirely sure Rick was even being facetious at all anymore, but he 
did want to divert the subject, “You guys ready to spend the day at the beach?” Ray replied with 
enthusiasm in his voice, “Hell yeah, I am. How ‘bout you, Rick?” Rick nodded, “I’ve been 
fucking dying waiting for a break. Work sucks like shit; bitchass coworkers are fucking getting 
on my damn nerves lately.” Before anybody could say anything else, Rick continued with a 
comment seemingly directed towards Arcades, “It gets even fucking worse having to deal with 
these bum-ass anthros all day long. Those bitches are all fucking dumbfucks.” Arcades knew that 
Rick had a tendency to say things which would be considered offensive, but he tried to brush it 
off as tasteless humor once more, “Y-yeah. I can imagine.” 

Rick heard the DJ on the radio station speak, “This next song just came out not even a 
week ago: Feed the Wolf by Breaking Benjamin.” As the opening riff of the song began to play, 
Arcades tried to focus on the song, for he was very fond of hard rock as well as the band 
Breaking Benjamin. Before the song could play any further past the intro, Rick glanced down at 
the radio and said, “Ray, turn this shit off.” Ray listened to the driver, and he changed the radio 
station to a different one, one that played hip-hop. Arcades was disappointed that he did not get 
to listen to the song he wanted, “Hey! I liked that last band.” Rick only snickered and replied 


with, “Heh, looks like someone’s being a fox who didn’t get over the emo phase.” The fox knew 


that the humans would not turn the radio to the previous station, so he only remained quiet on the 
way to Destin Beach. 

After about twenty more minutes of an uneventful car ride filled with some minor banter 
here and there, the Saturn Vue pulled into a small parking lot that was a decent ways away from 
the beach itself. Arcades questioned the human’s decision as to why he parked so far away, 
“Rick, why are we over here? We could’ve made it closer to the beach.” Though the human did 
have a reason he parked in a less populated area, he did not want to tell the fox the whole truth, 
so he just made up an excuse on the spot, “Less crowded. Come on, Kurt. It’s not that far of a 
walk. I’m a fatass, so I need the extra exercise. You’re a skinny little bitch; you can make it.” 
Arcades tried to write off Rick’s comment as being another one of his sarcastic remarks again by 
feigning another laugh, “Hah-hah.” Rick scanned the surroundings for any police officers on 
standby before he disembarked from the vehicle. The human took another look around before he 
started making his way to the other side of the vehicle. Ray exited the vehicle as well, and Rick 
spoke to the fox, “Kurt, how about you go and get the towels out of the trunk?” Arcades nodded 
and exited the vehicle from the left side. When Rick saw that the fox was moving out of view, he 
took Ray aside and spoke quietly, “Remember, if they see us with the cooler, give it to Kurt. 
He’s an anthro, so they’Il get him and not us. If that happens, we wait about ten minutes before 
going back to move the truck. They won’t remember who we were. Got it?” Ray nodded in 
agreement, “Yep.” 

Arcades opened the trunk door of the SUV, and he looked at the contents haphazardly 
scattered in the rather dirty trunk. The fox picked up a few towels and shook some dirt off of 
them before Rick approached him with his hand out, “I'll take those.” Arcades handed the towels 


to Rick while Ray grabbed a drawstring bag from the trunk and threw it over his back. The only 


item left in the SUV was a white and blue cooler made from polymer. Before Arcades could grab 
the cooler, Rick spoke up, not wanting the fox to get a glimpse at the contents, “I'll get that.” 
The human extended his rather fat arm before taking the cooler out of the vehicle, leaving 
Arcades empty handed. Arcades watched as Ray closed the SUV’s trunk and asked, ““What? You 
don’t need me to carry anything?” Rick shook his head as he locked the SUV’s doors with the 
key fob, “No, no. We’ve got it all.” The fox looked down at his gray Under Armour moisture 
wicking shirt and his equally gray swim shorts, and he could see that he really did not have 
anything on his person to carry. Rick looked towards the direction of the beach, “Well, what are 
we waiting for? Let’s get going.” 

The group of three began walking in the direction of Destin Beach, but it was not long 
before a white Ford Explorer pulled to the side of the road. Rick read the lettering on the side of 
the vehicle, and he could see that it was indeed a patrol car from the Okaloosa County Sheriff's 
Office. The human slowed down and allowed for the fox to walk ahead before speaking to Ray, 
“Let Kurt go ahead. If they come up to us, run the other way and I’ll give the shit to him.” Two 
deputies exited the Ford Explorer, and they were already looking at the group of three. They 
could see that at least one of the humans had a rather suspicious look on his face, and the two 
officers began to walk in the direction of the group. Arcades saw the policemen up ahead, but he 
did not know where they were supposed to be going. Before the fox could go any further, Rick 
got the fox’s attention, “Hey Kurt, can you hold this for me real quick?” Arcades stopped, and he 
turned around to see Rick holding out his hand to give the fox the polymer cooler. The fox 
thought nothing of the event, so he held out his hand to receive the cooler. Once Arcades took 
hold of the cooler, he saw that Ray was already heading back in the direction in which they 


came. Rick smiled and spoke with a nod before fleeing, “Thanks. Just stay here for a minute; we 


need to go and get something we left in the truck.” Arcades was confused, but he saw both Rick 
and Ray now advance to a sprinting speed as they ran away. The fox questioned the humans’ 
unusual urgency, “Hey, why are you guys running? What are you doing?” 

Before Arcades could understand what was supposed to be happening, he heard a voice 
speak from behind him, “Sir, stay right where you are.” The fox turned around, and he saw two 
human deputies from the Okaloosa County Sheriff’s Office standing in front of him. The officer 
who made the initial contact, Sergeant James Fulgrim, looked at the cooler which the fox was 
still holding and asked, ““What do you have in the cooler?” Arcades looked down at the cooler for 
a brief moment before looking back up at Sergeant Fulgrim, “Erm. I never got to see what’s 
inside.” Fulgrim snatched the cooler from the fox and placed it on the ground, preparing to open 
it. The second officer, Corporal Carl Nicholson, asked the fox for some information, “Do you 
have any identification on you?” Arcades felt his pocket, and his hand made contact with his 
wallet. The fox’s hand began to tremble as he removed his Alabama driver’s license from his 
wallet and outstretched his arm to hand the card over to Corporal Nicholson. After the deputy 
took the laminated card, the fox kept his wallet in his hand, but he was both frightened and 
confused as to why the officers made contact with him in the first place, ““W-what’s this about?” 

The officers did not answer Arcades, and seconds later, Fulgrim opened the top of the 
cooler to examine the contents inside. The Sergeant removed a Bud Lite can from the cooler and 
turned it to face Corporal Nicholson. When Fulgrim saw that Nicholson was looking at him, he 
asked the other officer, “How old is he?” The Corporal read the information from Arcades’ 
license aloud, “Kurt Reinhold Hofmeier from Ozark, Alabama was born on April 16, 2000.” 
After a quick pause for some mental math, the Corporal continued, “Just two days ago, it was his 


eighteenth birthday.” Fulgrim turned the Bud Lite can towards the fox and presented Arcades 


with a rather sadistic looking smile as he examined the fox’s extremely thin body, “Uh-oh. 
Looks like someone’s a minor in possession of alcohol.” As the Sergeant finished his sentence, 
he could see the fear on the fox’s face, and the fear only multiplied once Arcades felt his arms 
suddenly pinned behind his back by the Corporal. Within seconds, Nicholson applied a pair of 
ASP Model 550 handcuffs to the fox’s thin wrists. 

Arcades stuttered as he tried to plead his case, though nothing he could say would get 
him out this situation, ““W-what? No, no, no... I-I didn’t know that was there!” Nicholson 
chuckled to himself before saying, “Heh, you foxes always come up with something to say. Too 
bad you can’t come up with anything we haven’t heard before.” Arcades’ eyes widened as he 
realized that he was being detained. It all seemed to happen so quickly that the fox did not even 
know how to initially react. All he was feeling was fear, and he had no idea he would be in this 
situation. The fox felt his wallet snatched from his restrained hand, and he also felt the Corporal 
digging into his pockets to see what else Arcades had brought. After a rather intrusive search, the 
officer only found the fox’s Samsung Galaxy S7 in the same pocket he retrieved his wallet from. 
Overwhelmed by the situation, it did not take too long for the fox to begin crying. Sergeant 
Fulgrim noticed the fox was now weeping, but it did not cause his sadistic smile to waver. If 
anything, it only made the Sergeant appear to be even more excited by the fox’s dismay. Fulgrim 
gave the fox a rather cheeky remark in response to Arcades’ inability to control his emotions, 
“Maybe you should’ve thought about that before you decided to show up to our county underage 
with alcohol.” 

The fox closed his eyes and shook his head as he let out a sob. Sergeant Fulgrim pulled 
the tab on the Bud Lite can to open it, and he made sure that Arcades was looking at him before 


he poured the drink out on the ground. Some of the beverage splashed and landed on the fox’s 


bare feet, but when the fox looked down at his own feet, it only reminded him how vulnerable he 
was in his current state. After the can emptied its contents on the ground, Fulgrim grabbed the 
fox’s head and pointed it up at his own face, “You listen here good, fox. Sheriff Laurence Asher 
doesn’t take too kindly to underage drinkers here in Okaloosa County.” The officer’s words only 
made the fox’s already trembling legs begin to tremble more in fear as he tried to proclaim his 
innocence once again while sobbing, “P-please! I-I had no idea! It wasn’t -- I didn’t know what 
was in it!” The Corporal shook Arcades’ cuffed wrists to get his attention and quickly read the 
fox his Miranda warning to ensure that the fox’s words could be used to incriminate him, “You 
have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of 
law. You have the right to have an attorney present during or before questioning if you choose to 
answer any questions. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be provided to you by the state 
with no cost to you. Do you understand these rights?” 

Arcades did not answer the Miranda warning since he was now unable to speak 
coherently whatsoever. As Fulgrim continued to spill the rest of the alcoholic beverages out on 
the ground, he waited for a few more seconds to see if Arcades would respond to his Miranda 
warning. After Fulgrim concluded that Arcades was unable to answer, he turned to Nicholson 
and said, “I think he understands, Corporal.” Nicholson nodded and replied back to Fulgrim, 
“Biggest bout of beer tears I’ve seen, and they’re all coming from a fox. What a sly fox we have 
here, trying to cry his way out of this situation.” Sergeant Fulgrim was the head of spring break 
operations within the Okaloosa County Sheriff's Office, so he was familiar with the reactions of 
hundreds of underage drinkers on the beaches of Okaloosa County, “This fox is just being a bitch 


hoping to get some sympathy from us.” Though Fulgrim’s comment was initially directed at 


Nicholson, he turned his face towards the sobbing fox and said, “You get no sympathy from us, 
fox. You know very well that this isn’t allowed on our beaches.” 

Arcades’ emotional outcry was unrelenting as the situation began to truly take hold in his 
mind. The fox had never been arrested or even detained before, and he was completely alone 
with nobody to turn to. The human officers were making it very clear that they did not have any 
interest in what may be best for Arcades. After completely emptying out the total contents of the 
cooler, Fulgrim looked down at Arcades’ bare ankles and asked Nicholson a question, “Can you 
go and get some leg shackles for this anthro?” Nicholson quickly replied to his superior, “Yeah, 
you want to watch him?” Fulgrim nodded and developed a slight smirk as he studied just how 
lightly-built Arcades was, “I don’t think this fox is capable of doing anything even if he tried 
with all his might.” Nicholson released his grip from the hinge connecting the aluminum 
handcuffs, and he proceeded to walk back to the Ford Explorer parked on the side of the road. 

Not long after Nicholson left, Arcades controlled his speech coherently enough to ask a 
question, “W-why do I... W-why are you -- going -- to cuff my ankles?” Sergeant Fulgrim 
placed one hand on the fox’s shoulder and pushed him down to his knees, “On your knees, fox. 
Don’t act like you deserve full-usage of your wrists and ankles. You should’ve thought about 
that before bringing alcohol to our beach.” Fulgrim’s comments only made Arcades return to his 
previous state of rather intensive sobbing. Since Arcades’ head was canted down towards the 
ground and his eyes were closed while he wept, Fulgrim was less aware about keeping his 
sadistic smile hidden. The human officer spoke to the fox again while he watched Arcades’ 
white-tipped tail drag itself on the ground from side to side, the only appendage which the 


officers would not plan on restraining, ““You better shut your bitch mouth up or we’ll muzzle 


you. It’s as simple as that. Stop acting like you don’t deserve any of this. You know what you 
have done, and now you’re going to pay for it, you fox.” 

The Sergeants’ words were not making the situation any more palatable to the fox than 
they were prior, but Fulgrim knew what he was trying to do. Though the Okaloosa County 
Sheriffs Office mandated handcuffs and leg shackles to be worn by all anthros in police custody, 
muzzles were not mandatory like they were in some other counties. Nevertheless, Fulgrim was 
looking forward to seeing Arcades sporting a muzzle while still appearing completely frightened. 
One part of the allure to making an anthro wear a muzzle was that officers would have more of 
an excuse to put the anthro in a restraint chain. By chaining the anthro’s wrists to their waist, the 
anthro would be unable to remove the muzzle regardless of if the anthro was cuffed behind the 
back or in front of the torso. There was something about the black and white fox in particular 
that Fulgrim found particularly intriguing, and he was eager to take a couple of photos of the fox 
that would be making their way on the Internet. Officially, the photos were for use by news 
outlets to write articles on spring break arrests by the Okaloosa County Sheriff’s Office, but 
Fulgrim knew that there were other websites which would upload the photos for intimate use by 
the sadistically inclined. After all, why would the news outlets collect so many images 
showcasing the shackled bare feet of detained spring breakers? 

After what felt like forever for Arcades, the fox looked up and watched as Nicholson was 
on approach. The fox watched as the Smith & Wesson M-1900 leg irons dangled by the fourteen 
inch chain separating the two shackles, and he knew very well they would be locked around his 
bare ankles for the time being. The fox could not voice his concerns, for he was still extremely 
emotional and unable to speak. Fulgrim looked at Nicholson and formed a slight smirk on his 


face before remembering that he was supposed to be intimidating the fox. Fulgrim looked down 


at Arcades and ordered him to sit up on his knees, “Sit up, fox. Do it now!” Arcades did comply 
with Fulgrim’s demands in a timely manner, but the fox’s sobbing was still quite audible by the 
two deputies. When Arcades sat up on his knees, he could feel Nicholson lift up the fox’s left 
ankle and cycling the shackle’s mechanism. Arcades tried to turn around to watch his bare ankles 
get shackled, but Fulgrim grabbed the fox’s face and forcibly pulled it forwards, “Eyes forward!” 
Arcades, still overwhelmed by the situation, only continued to uncontrollably weep. 

Despite the fox’s upsetedness, Nicholson was able to lock the shackles around Arcades’ 
ankles with absolutely no resistance given. The human had even double-locked the shackles not 
only to prevent them from tightening, but to also prevent the fox from having a sporting chance 
of shimming them open if he knew how to. Though the fox’s ankles were extremely skinny, the 
Corporal had locked the shackles a bit loose around Arcades’ ankles. Arcades would of course be 
unable to slip out of the leg irons, but they were loose enough that they would collide with his 
ankle bones and cause him more discomfort than he was already feeling. With Arcades now 
bound and on his knees, Fulgrim pushed down on the fox’s shoulders to make him sit flat on his 
knees. When Arcades sat back down on his knees, he could feel his fluffy tail start to brush up 
against the soles of his feet again. The fox’s wrists were already locked behind his back, but he 
did try and use his hands to move his tail in such a way that his tail would cover up his bare feet. 
Arcades normally went barefoot and did not feel too shy about doing so, but he was now feeling 
a special kind of vulnerability he had never felt before. Arcades did not want anybody to see his 
feet locked in the leg irons, so he was willing to do what little he could to at least make himself 
feel just a bit better. 

“Good thing you weren’t wearing shoes; we would’ve taken them from ya’ anyways,” 


Fulgrim spoke again to the fox. Arcades was still consistently a sobbing mess while on the 


ground, and Fulgrim was not even sure if the fox was even still listening to what he had to say. 
Nicholson looked up at his Sergeant, “Sarge, shouldn’t we move this along now?” Fulgrim 
looked down at Arcades and felt that he probably could not get a better reaction out of the fox at 
this point. The Sergeant held the PTT button on his Motorola speaker microphone, “This is 
Sergeant Fulgrim. We have one male fox detained for underage drinking. Can we get the van 
here? Also, make sure you’ve got transport restraints, a fox muzzle, and belly chain. This fox is 
going to need it.” The dispatcher replied to Fulgrim, “10-4, Fulgrim. I'll dispatch it to your last 
reported location. ETA fifteen minutes.” Arcades heard bits and pieces of the short conversation, 
but he simply could not stop thinking about his vulnerable state. The fox also could not fathom 
why Fulgrim said he needed to wear a muzzle and a restraint chain. Arcades had been nothing 
but cooperative with the officers, and they knew very well that he was definitely not a threat, 
especially given his size. 

The next fifteen minutes crept by at a very slow pace. Arcades was still in hysterics, and 
Fulgrim continued to watch the defeated fox as he formed his hands into fists and tried to pull 
against the forged aluminum handcuffs. Fulgrim smirked as he watched the fox’s futile attempts 
to break out of the restraints, and he found it cute in a way. After all, this fox was so scrawny that 
the cuffs had to be applied just about as tight as they would go, and they still looked a bit loose 
on him. Fulgrim knew there was absolutely nothing Arcades could do to get out of the restraints, 
and he knew that the fox was well-aware that his actions were in vain. Though they were 
definitely in vain, that was all Arcades felt he could do. He was not allowed to stand up, and he 
was not even allowed to look upwards. Whenever the fox would try and do so, he was only met 
with Fulgrim barking orders at him, “Look at the ground, fox!” Fulgrim saw that everytime this 


would occur, it would only intensify the fox’s hysterical state. The Sergeant was not quite sure 


what it was about this specific fox that intrigued him, but he was astounded by how little 
resistance Arcades put up against him. Fulgrim was glad that he was able to display so much 
power against someone capable of putting up so little resistance. He was genuinely enjoying this 
moment. 

Nicholson watched Arcades from behind, and the Corporal was starting to feel as if his 
Sergeant had gone a little too far with this detainment. While he had seen Fulgrim give other 
anthros this sort of treatment on numerous occasions, he had not seen the Sergeant treat such a 
cooperative individual with this magnitude of intimidation before. Of course, human police 
officers were always taught to control the situation, but Nicholson knew that one simple pair of 
handcuffs was more than plenty to restrain this petite fox. Though the Okaloosa County Sheriff's 
Office did require leg irons to be used on anthros as well, Nicholson did not have it in his mind 
that Arcades planned on trying to evade, even if the leg restraints were just used as a 
precautionary measure. He was watching the fox pull against the handcuffs in vain, but he did 
not see this action like Fulgrim did. Nicholson knew that Arcades was simply defeated and was 
resorting to doing anything he could to give his mind some type of psychological break from the 
situation. However, the deputies were not allowed to give this detained anthro any such remedy, 
and Nicholson knew this. The Corporal looked up at Fulgrim again, and he was not sure how the 
Sergeant was able to bear listening to the fox’s continued crying. Though Nicholson did not want 
to believe his own Sergeant was a sadist, he was starting to have his doubts. 

After about seventeen minutes following Fulgrim’s request for a transport van, an 
unmarked Ford E-350 began to approach from up the street. The white van drove past the fox 
before stopping on the side of the road about five or so meters from Arcades’ location. A single 


uniformed human officer exited the van and approached Sergeant Fulgrim, “Is this the one?” 


Fulgrim nodded and replied, “Sure is. You’ve got everything I asked for?” The officer nodded, 
“Yessir, Pll go and get it.” Fulgrim stayed with Arcades as he continued to view the upset fox. 
Nicholson, on the other hand, used this moment as an opportunity to withdraw from the situation. 
The Corporal followed the third officer back to the van and said, “Walker. Do you think Fulgrim 
is taking this a bit too far today with this fox?” The third officer had just arrived at the scene, so 
he was rather uninformed as to the context of the situation, “Hm? What are you saying?” 
Nicholson replied, “What did dispatch tell you about the situation?” Deputy Walker replied, 
“The usual for a case like this: I just need to bring the standard transport chains, but I need a 
muzzle and restraint chain as well. Has this fox been getting belligerent or something?” 
Nicholson stood beside the unmarked van and spoke while Walker opened the passenger door to 
retrieve what was asked of him, “No, not at all, and that’s the thing. Fulgrim is taking it too far 
this time. He’s been terrorizing the living shit out of him, and the fox didn’t even do anything to 
warrant it.” 

Deputy Walker disembarked from the van once he had the items he needed, and he was 
rather estranged that the Corporal was doubting his superior, “Were you there from the start? 
How did this happen to begin with?” Nicholson quickly replied, trying to fill in the details, 
“Yeah! Fulgrim and I approached the fox once we saw these two humans take off running. He 
had a cooler with some beer, and he’s underage, so that’s why we arrested him. I don’t believe 
he even knew what he was carrying; Otherwise, he would’ve taken off with those two humans. 
He’s been completely clueless this entire time, and he’s extremely upset. Fulgrim has just been 
terrorizing him this entire time.” Walker sighed, “Just listen to Fulgrim and get this over with. 
You know he outranks the both of us. There’s nothing we can do. Here, think of it this way: That 


fox probably is guilty and is just trying to buy some sympathy from you. The street ain’t a 


courtroom; the fox will have to go through the courts to get this sorted out if he’s innocent. Odds 
are he’s probably guilty, and this is a fox you’re dealing with, so don’t forget to keep that in 
mind. We both know that foxes are some of the most common liars you’ll encounter... 
Anyways, it’s just not our decision to make out here. What Fulgrim says, goes.” Though 
Nicholson did not get the response he was hoping for, he did indeed know that Fulgrim 
outranked him. Nicholson did not want to lose his job over this encounter, so he knew that he 
would have to suck it up and hope that Arcades would be able to suck it up as well. Walker 
handed the restraints to Nicholson, “Here, I’ve got to move the van to the other side of the road 
so the fox can get inside. I don’t want to try and make him cross the street and get hit by a car. 
Otherwise, that’ll cost our department a significant amount of cash, and I know that Sheriff 
Asher won’t be happy if that was the case.” 

Nicholson hesitated, but he did take the restraints. Walker could tell that the Corporal was 
still experiencing cognitive dissonance, “You can’t feel sorry for these anthros. You know they 
don’t like us humans. That’s just a fox putting on a show trying to buy sympathy from you. Once 
he realizes that he ain’t getting anywhere with this act, he’ll give it up and quiet down. Fulgrim 
has been doing these operations since last year, so he’s seen plenty of cases, I bet. They wouldn’t 
promote him to the rank of Sergeant if he was inexperienced.” Nicholson reflected on his rank, 
but at the very least, he knew that he did outrank Deputy Walker. Nicholson felt that there was 
no point in trying to plead for the fox’s release, for he would just be wasting even more time. It 
was not like he could unarrest the fox, so it would be better to just get the ordeal over with. 
Unfortunately, Nicholson did know that the fox would be locked up for the next several hours. 
After all, it was not common for these arrested spring breakers to sit in chains for six to eight 


hours at a time. Nicholson would believe that such an amount of time was mildly excessive and 


that it would cross the line of what the restraint manufacturers would consider to be temporary. 
Nevertheless, these manufacturer suggestions were made primarily for liability reasons. After all, 
Smith & Wesson definitely did not want a lawsuit coming their way due to misuse of their line of 
transport restraints, and Nicholson would shortly be applying those very products to the 
extraordinarily upset fox. 

As Walker went back to the driver seat of the van, Nicholson realized that it was now 
time for him to get to work and do his job. The human looked both ways before crossing the 
street, and he returned to see Fulgrim treating the fox no better than he was before. Fulgrim saw 
the restraints which Nicholson was carrying, and he immediately gave him an order, “Get him 
ready for transport, Corporal.” The Corporal looked down at the terrified fox and sighed, “Yes 
sir.” Nicholson planned on doing simply what was required of him, and he was not going to do 
anything more than that. The human stood in front of the fox and saw that Arcades was still 
looking down at the ground while a few sobs escaped him intermittently as he shook in fear. 
Nicholson gave the fox an order, “Stand up.” Arcades could not say anything for himself, but he 
was able to bring himself to stand up. Unfortunately for the fox, he was unable to use his tail to 
cover up his shackled feet, so he immediately felt extremely vulnerable yet again. The fox 
looked upwards at Nicholson, and the Corporal felt as if it was the first time Arcades had looked 
directly into his eyes. All the human could see was a genuine look of fear in the fox’s eyes; 
Nicholson knew that Arcades’ emotions were definitely not being faked. 

The human placed the transport chains as well as the restraint chain on the ground since 
he was going to muzzle the fox first. Nicholson held the fox muzzle out, and Arcades’ eyes 
widened as he looked at the strange device. Arcades had seen the device used on other anthros 


before, but he had never worn a muzzle for himself. The fox’s bout of hysterics only intensified 


as the muzzle approached his mouth. With his arms locked behind his back, unable to do 
anything to stop the officer, Arcades simply had no choice but to comply. As Nicholson placed 
the muzzle over the fox’s mouth, he looked down to see Arcades’ legs trembling in terror. As the 
Corporal looked back at Arcades’ face, he did not know anthros were capable of appearing more 
terrified than what he had already seen. When Nicholson tightened the muzzle to prevent 
Arcades’ from opening his mouth, the fox’s crying was significantly muffled. At this point, 
Arcades could no longer open his mouth to sob, but he still let out plenty of frightened 
whimpers. Nicholson adjusted the muzzle and made sure that it would not loosen by itself; he 
was not ready to be held liable if Arcades was able to somehow get the muzzle off of his face. 

Fulgrim voiced his approval of the Corporal’s actions, “Good job Corporal. Now, you 
gotta get the rest of that on him.” Nicholson looked down and to his left to see the small pile of 
restraints which he still had to apply to the fox. The Corporal instructed the fox to get down on 
his knees again, and he made sure to give his instruction rather bluntly to prevent Fulgrim from 
taking the hint that he did not want to be the one to do this to Arcades, “Kneel down on the 
ground, fox. Do it now.” Arcades complied with about a second of hesitation, and the first thing 
he attempted was to cover the bare soles of his feet with his tail once again. Nicholson knew that 
the fox would have to wear the transport restraints in front of his body while he would be taken 
to Okaloosa County Jail in Crestview for booking, so he would have to temporarily release 
Arcades’ wrists from the handcuffs he was currently wearing. After all, the Smith & Wesson M- 
1850 Transport Restraint already included a pair of Smith & Wesson M-1 handcuffs attached 
with a thirty inch chain to a pair of Smith & Wesson M-1900 leg irons. 

Nicholson moved behind the fox and looked at Arcades from behind. The fox’s hands 


were neither relaxed, nor were they balled into fists. Arcades’ bushy tail was also positioned in 


such a way that it was able to cover most of his soles, but it still left his feet partially uncovered. 
The fox attempted to turn to his head to his side to see what was happening behind him, but 
Fulgrim barked at him as soon as he attempted to turn his head, “Eyes forward!” Since the fox 
was muzzled, he was unable to weep as loudly as he did before, but his cries were still very 
audible enough to both Fulgrim and Nicholson. Arcades looked down at the ground, and 
Nicholson saw that Fulgrim still displayed a face that looked rather pleased at the sight of the 
terrified fox. The human grabbed Arcades’ left wrist, and he saw the fox’s arm tense up slightly 
since he was not anticipating the Corporal grabbing him. Since the ASP handcuffs had keyways 
on both sides of the frame, Nicholson did not have to twist the fox’s wrist in order to access the 
keyhole. The human released Arcades’ left wrist from the cuff, but he still held onto the fox’s 
wrist to prevent him from breaking away. Arcades’ wrist was so thin that the Corporal was able 
to wrap his entire hand around the fox’s wrist and even touch his own pinky finger with his 
thumb. While using the fox’s still-locked wrist for leverage, Nicholson brought the fox’s arms to 
his front before placing his left wrist in the restraints once more. 

Since Nicholson did not want to take his key out again, he decided that he would leave 
the fox’s left wrist only single-locked. It did not matter too much though, for the cuff was not 
even capable of tightening much further. As the human stood in front of the fox, he worked on 
threading the wrist component of the Smith & Wesson M-1850 Transport Restraint into the 
Martin link on the Smith & Wesson M-1840 Restraint Belt Chain. Right before the Corporal 
finished the process, he immediately remembered that he had to size the chain to fit the fox’s 
waist before threading the handcuffs. Realizing his error, Nicholson removed the restraints from 
the Martin link, and he ordered the fox to stand up again. Arcades stood up, and he looked at his 


restrained hands in front of his body. Since his vision was very blurry thanks to his tears 


obstructing his view, the fox moved his hands to his face to wipe the tears on his fur. Before the 
fox could wipe his eyes, Fulgrim quickly moved in and yanked the fox’s bound wrists 
downwards, “Don’t touch that muzzle, fox!” Since the fox was gagged, all he could do was 
release a muffled whine which was still very able to communicate the fox’s feeling of pure and 
intense distress. 

Fulgrim held the fox’s hands downwards since he could no longer trust the fox to keep 
his hands from adjusting the muzzle. Nicholson moved behind the fox, and he began to apply the 
restraint chain around Arcades’ thin waist. After making sure the chain was positioned above 
Arcades’ tail, Nicholson moved to the front of the fox and threaded one of the links through the 
Martin link to set the tightness of the chain. The Corporal kept the Martin link held taut with his 
hand to prevent it from falling off of the fox’s small waist as he went to thread the Smith & 
Wesson M-1 handcuffs through the Martin link. Since this specific set of Model 1850 Transport 
Restraint was manufactured before the year 2011, it did not feature the -1 suffix appended to the 
model number. Visually, the two generations could still be differentiated from one another 
because the older models did not feature raised rivets on the frames of the restraints. Smith & 
Wesson altered the design following 2011 to strengthen the restraints themselves, and also as a 
way of increasing longevity of their products since moisture was formerly able to seep into those 
rivet areas and cause surface rust. Enough rust could cause weakening of important structural 
areas and lead to the restraints breaking. However, the post-2011 variants were definitely not 
flawless in their design, either. 

With the handcuffs now threaded through the Martin link, Nicholson held the handcuffs 
with the bows facing upwards as he locked them around Arcades’ wrists while leaving the ASP 


Model 550 handcuffs still locked on the fox’s wrists. After tightening the Smith & Wesson 


handcuffs on the fox’s wrists, Nicholson produced his ZAK Tool key and used the top post in 
order to double-lock the second pair of handcuffs. With the fox’s hands now locked at his waist, 
Fulgrim finally released his grip from the hinged ASP handcuffs he was holding onto earlier. 
Since the fox’s wrists were definitely secured by the Smith & Wesson handcuffs, Corporal 
Nicholson used his key to remove the ASP handcuffs and place them back into his handcuff 
pouch. Nicholson used the handcuff key to open up the padlock that was hanging from the end of 
the transport chain. With the padlock opened, the Corporal walked behind the fox and locked the 
excess chain directly above the fox’s tail behind his back. The chain was still very long for the 
fox, so a decent amount of the slack underneath the waist chain itself hung from the fox’s left 
side. After applying the padlock, the human looked downwards, and he could see that the ankle 
restraints attached to the thirty inch chain were still loosely hanging as they were partially being 
suspended in the air thanks to the height of the fox. The human crouched down, and he locked 
the second pair of shackles underneath the first pair he had already applied. After tightening 
them more than the first pair to prevent the fox from feeling too much discomfort, Nicholson 
released the fox from the first pair of leg restraints and ordered Arcades to kneel on the ground 
again. 

With the fox now completely bound once more, he tried to bury his face into his hands, 
but he was not even able to reach his face since the chain around his waist prevented his hands 
from reaching that far. Arcades’s hands balled into fists again, and he did try and struggle against 
the carbon steel chains in vain. Fulgrim chuckled as he watched the fox struggle, “Hah, struggle 
all you want, fox. You’re not getting out of those cuffs. You deserve to be locked up and shut up. 
Quit pretending like you don’t.” Arcades could not say anything, and he probably still wouldn’t 


be able to talk even if he was not muzzled. All the fox could do was sit and wait while trying to 


cover up his bare soles with his tail. Tears still rolled down Arcades’ cheeks, and there was 
absolutely nothing he could do to wipe them off. Nicholson moved away to go and talk to 
Walker again since he had already moved the van to the other side of the road. 

“Are we almost ready to get this fox out of here? Fulgrim is enjoying this too much,” 
Nicholson said since he was out of Fulgrim’s range of hearing. Walker opened the rear doors of 
the van, and he replied, “He’s a fox. He doesn’t deserve any better... I’ve got the van ready, so 
whenever Fulgrim is ready, we can get going.” Nicholson looked back at Fulgrim, and he was 
not quite sure how long the Sergeant planned on terrorizing Arcades before he was ready to 
continue. Nicholson still knew that the fox would not be directly transported to the Okaloosa 
County Jail in Crestview. Instead, the fox would be taken to a remote location where he would 
have his body and feet photographed by Fulgrim before being placed on a bus with all of the 
other captured anthros of the day. Only from there, they would be transported to the actual jail. 
The process would take the latter half of the whole day. Arcades would not be aware of this 
process; nobody had even told him anything beyond a somewhat constant barking of orders to sit 
down and shut up. 

After a few more minutes, Fulgrim finally decided that he was ready to continue the 
process. He was rather eager to see what anthros some of the other officers had captured. The 
Sergeant would take pictures of any anthros he deemed looked appealing enough to him, and he 
was definitely planning on taking a few pictures of Arcades. Officially, the photos were for use 
by the Sheriff’s Department for public media, but Fulgrim had posted the last batch of photos on 
the Internet during 2017’s spring break. He knew that even if the official photos were ever 
removed, there were still plenty of copies of the images floating around various sites frequented 


by fetishists. Arcades would have never guessed that Jason Barter himself would be one of those 


very people who would pleasure himself to the photos, but it would take about twelve years for 
the fox to finally learn of this. 

“Stand up, fox,” Fulgrim bluntly ordered. Arcades stood up once more, and he looked 
down at the chain connecting his wrists to his ankles. Since the fox was six feet tall with rather 
long legs, the center ring of the chain would not drag along the ground. In fact, none of the 
chains would drag along the ground, but they still all made noise as the fox made even the 
slightest movements. Fulgrim ordered the fox to turn around, and he positioned himself directly 
behind the fox so that he would definitely get swiped by Arcades tail, “Turn around!” When 
Arcades turned around, he felt his tail make contact with Fulgrim’s leg, and the fox’s eyes 
opened wide. Little did the fox know, Fulgrim intentionally allowed the fox to tail-swipe him so 
he would have an excuse to treat the fox even worse than he already was. The Sergeant voiced 
his rather falsified anger, “You think you can swipe me with your tail, you little bitch?” Fulgrim 
grabbed the fox from behind and rushed Arcades faster than he was able to keep up. As a result, 
the fox’s muzzled face hit the open backdoor of the van, and he fell to his knees, unable to break 
his fall with his hands. Fortunately for the fox, he landed on the steps hanging off of the van’s 
rear rather than the concrete, so he did not receive any injury which broke his skin. Fulgrim 
stood back, and he smiled as the disoriented fox sat still, “Stand up, motherfucker. Get your sorry 
ass inside that fucking van. Bitch.” 

Nicholson could not bear to keep watching this literal torture continue, so he walked 
away to meet Walker again. The Corporal knew that he would ride with the Sergeant as they 
would follow the unmarked van to the remote location. The main purpose of moving the spring 
breakers was so that members of the public would not be able to witness the officers taking 


pictures of their captives’ bodies and feet. Arcades had stood himself up, and he finally managed 


to enter the van and sit on the uncomfortable metal seat. The rear seats did not feature any 
seatbelts, but it did not really matter unless an anthro was seriously injured during transport. The 
frightened fox looked outside of the van through the open door, and his face seemed to turn to 
terror as he was locked into the van. The doors only opened from the outside, so Arcades was 
completely at the mercy of the officers to release him from the unmarked van. With absolutely 
nothing to do but sit alone with his thoughts and restraints, Arcades’ cries were no longer heard 
by anybody. The fox tried to take off the muzzle since nobody was watching him, but his cuffed 
hands still could not reach his face since they were chained to his waist. It was very unfortunate 
for the fox; the muzzle was already causing him considerable discomfort, and he did not even 
know he would be wearing the muzzle for the next five hours. All the fox could do was wait for 
the officers to take him to the next location. 

Arcades spent his ride in the van with the little light that was able to enter through a few 
small vents on the cage door. The fox’s emotions were still relentless despite the fact that nobody 
was around to witness his distress. Without seatbelts on the van, the fox slid around on the cold 
metal seat whenever the van would make a turn. The tight bindings the deputies put the fox in 
were not helping him either. Arcades had a hard time fathoming what he did to deserve to be 
shackled in such a way, but he did remind himself that he was a fox. Perhaps the officers treated 
every fox in a similar manner? Arcades was not sure what the true answer was. It was not like he 
was even able to escape from the van aways; it did not even have door handles from the inside. 
Barely able to see anything thanks to the minimal lighting, Arcades was not sure where he was 
even going. Though the fox did try and rotate the carbon steel restraints on his wrists to get to a 


slightly more comfortable position, part of Arcades was beginning to feel somewhat of an 


affinity for being restrained. Maybe being a fox means deserving to be locked up and shut up? 
After all, a fox is unable to lie and steal, restrained in the way Arcades was. 

A forty-five minute ride ensued, and Arcades was at least able to regain at least some of 
his composure back during the trip. He felt the van take numerous turns, and he also felt it going 
a bit fast. For a minute, Arcades began to wonder what he would even be able to do if the van 
were to crash. If he was considerably injured, how much blame would the Sheriff’s Office take? 
The officers sure put in a good deal of work chaining up the fox, but they did not even bother 
adding seatbelts to the prisoner transport compartment of the van. Perhaps the safety of the 
detainee was not even kept in mind. The most common excuse for excessive restraining an 
anthro was always for the purposes of ‘officer safety’, but the safety of the detainee is never 
discussed. Arcades wondered what it would have been like for Rick and Ray if they had been 
caught instead of him. What if the officers let them go simply because they were not anthros? 
The fox attempted a sigh through the muzzle; he was already getting sick of wearing it. At the 
same time, Arcades began to wonder what it would feel like if he were to wear all of these 
restraints without the coercion of the police. Perhaps if things were under better terms, then 
Arcades would not have too much of an objection. The fox looked down at the handcuffs around 
his wrists, and he tried to look for some type of engraving to let him know what manufacturer 
created the restraints. He would be sure to remember such details for the future. 

When the van turned in such a direction that some light was able to enter the van’s cage, 
the fox saw that he now had just enough light to read the engravings, ‘Model 1 Made in U.S.A. 
Marcas Registradas Smith & Wesson Houlton, ME.’ Having read the engravings, the fox would 
be sure to remember them. What Arcades did not know was that both the handcuffs and leg irons 


he wore, though connected with a thirty inch chain and bearing separate model numbers, were 


actually part of a different model of restraint. Arcades was wearing the Smith & Wesson Model 
1850, the main restraint of choice by the Okaloosa County Sheriff's Office for detaining a 
number of people caught with alcoholic beverages between the ages of 18-20. The fox looked 
down at the chain locked around his waist, and he tried to spot some sort of engraving on it as 
well, but it did not bear any such markings. Arcades did visually memorize the shape of the 
Martin link on the front of the chain. He also came to notice that it featured a similar chain loop 
to the loop which connected his handcuffs to the chain leading to his ankles. The fox did not 
initially know that all of the metallic restraints he wore were made by Smith & Wesson, but he 
would figure it out for himself at a later date. 

After putting his mind towards the restraints he wore, the fox could not help but feel a 
strange sensation begin to form around his lower body. When the fox sat his cuffed hands on his 
lap, he could feel that a certain part of his lap did not feel as soft as it did before. Arcades 
realized that he was becoming sexually stimulated by his situation, and he could feel his hands 
beginning to sweat. The sweat was not due to stress this time, but it was rather due to excitement. 
The fox was not sure why he was feeling excited in his confines, but he felt probably the 
strangest feeling he ever did. Arcades was not even sure what to do now that he was feeling 
excited, and he was not sure how long he was going to be in the van. After all, in total, the fox 
had been locked up for a good amount of time which well-exceeded an hour, and it was only 
now that he was beginning to feel excited. Perhaps the fox was excited because he was alone; he 
did not have to deal with the torment Fulgrim was giving him. 

Before the fox could think anymore, he felt the van come to a stop, and he also heard the 
engine deactivate. Within the next few seconds, the little excitement Arcades had turned into fear 


as he heard somebody approaching the van from behind. Thankfully for the fox, he had already 


lost his erection, so the officers would not be able to notice it. After a few seconds of fiddling 
with the lock, Deputy Walker opened the van’s door. Light quickly poured into the cage, and the 
fox was briefly blinded by the light since his eyes had already adjusted to accommodate for the 
dim lighting conditions. Walker barked an order for the fox almost immediately, “Get out of the 
van.” Arcades blinked a few times, and it was only then when could he feel some of the tears 
which had stained his fur. The fox stood up the best he could; the cage’s ceiling was very low, so 
Arcades was forced into a crouching position. As the fox took his few steps while still in the 
cage of the van, he could only feel the cold metal on his soles before stepping out onto the hot 
metallic steps mounted on the rear frame of the van. Feeling the heat, the fox hurried down the 
two steps, and he almost lost his balance and fell. With his hands locked closely in front of his 
torso, he would not have been able to break his fall if he were to trip, and he was not expecting 
the policemen to assist him if he did trip and fall. 

When Arcades planted both of his feet on the ground, he looked up to see a white Ford E- 
450 parked behind the van he just exited. The fox looked around and was immediately struck 
with confusion. Why was he not taken to the county’s jail? Why was he out at some remote 
beachside? With his mouth held shut by the muzzle to prevent him from asking these questions 
aloud, the connecting chain between the fox’s wrists and ankles was suddenly yanked by Deputy 
Walker, “Go and stand in front of the bus.” Arcades looked at Ford E-450, and he could see that 
there were already a couple anthros standing up against the bus. The way they were forced to 
stare at the bus looked as if they were waiting to get shot by some sort of firing squad. Arcades 
hesitated, but he saw that Walker already began to apply force to make the fox move. The fox 
almost tripped, unaware that Walker would push him, but he quickly regained his balance and 


proceeded to the shuttle bus. When Arcades was close enough to the two anthros standing 


against the left side of the bus, he could see that one was a female black-backed jackal, and the 
other anthro was a female tan coyote. The fox took his spot to the right of the two anthros, and he 
heard another vehicle arrive at the scene. 

Though Arcades was forced to look straight ahead at the van’s side, he could hear the 
voice of the policemen who came to the location. Fulgrim was the first to speak, “Alright, this is 
good enough, Walker. How long did they say until the next van would get here?” Walker replied 
after trying to remember what exactly was relayed over the radio, “Uh, I think they should be 
here in about five minutes.” Fulgrim said, “Alright, that sounds close enough. Just make sure you 
line them up beside the bus where you’ve got those three. Nicholson, go and fetch the camera for 
me, will you? I’ve gotta take the images for the uh-- media department.” Corporal Nicholson 
replied with a tad of hesitation, but there was no sense of him trying to reason with his superior, 
“Y-yessir.” Arcades could still not see what was happening while standing directly beside the 
bus, but he could hear some footsteps approaching from behind. The footsteps sounded like they 
came from boots, and they also lacked the metallic noise generated by shackles. Arcades was 
rather confident that it was not an anthro who was walking behind him. The fox briefly looked 
down to his left, and he could see that both of the detained anthros he was with were not wearing 
any footwear. Arcades did always choose to go without shoes, but he was starting to wonder if 
these two females were not given a choice whether or not they wanted their feet unshod. Either 
way, standing barefoot on hot pavement was not something that the fox had in mind. There was 
plenty of sand behind the road, and the fox was not sure why they were not made to stand there 
instead. At least having fur on your feet meant being able to manage standing on the pavement 
just a little bit better than not having any fur. However, the padding on the ball of the fox’s foot 


as well as his digits did not help in this particular scenario. The other two anthros were restrained 


in mostly the same fashion as he, but they were neither wearing restraint chains nor muzzles. 
Then again, neither of these two females were foxes, so Arcades wondered if him being a fox 
had something to do with the extra restraints he wore. Regardless, both of the females wore the 
same exact model of transport restraint the fox did, the Smith & Wesson M-1850. 

After waiting for about half a minute, Arcades heard another human, but he heard the 
human coming from his left instead of his right. Arcades heard Fulgrim speak, “Ah, thank you, 
Corporal.” The fox heard a few beeps, and he was convinced that the Sergeant was holding a 
camera. Though Arcades was incapable of seeing exactly what Fulgrim was doing, the Sergeant 
was taking some rather strange closeups of the bodies of all three anthros. Fulgrim did indeed 
zoom in on the buttocks of the females wearing high-cut shorts, and he then panned the camera 
downwards to view their bare feet locked in the cold metallic shackles. Fulgrim spent about an 
equal amount of time on both of the female anthros, but he seemed to spend quite a bit of time 
photographing the fox. Arcades could not see the camera staring at him, but he did hear the 
shutter of the camera sound multiple times as it captured his image. As Fulgrim aimed his 
camera at Arcades, he heard the human make a rather strange order, “Lift up your left foot, fox.” 
Arcades looked to his left since he was left in confusion from the order. Perhaps Fulgrim was 
asking a different fox to lift his or her left foot. As the fox looked at the other two anthros, he 
began to realize that there were no other foxes with him. Before Arcades could react, he heard 
Fulgrim raise his voice, “Eyes forward! Lift up your left foot, fox. Do it now!” 

After being yelled at yet again, the fox’s eyes began to water a bit, but he took a swallow 
to stave off his emotions as he raised his left foot. Trying to balance was rather difficult for the 
fox, so he had to lean even more up against the bus’s side to prevent him from falling over. 


Fulgrim commented as he snapped a few images of the fox’s bare sole, “Keep it held right there. 


Come on.” After taking several more pictures and moving around to take pictures from several 
angles, Fulgrim gave another order, “Fox, do that with your other foot.” Arcades had a feeling he 
had somewhat of an idea as to what was currently taking place, but he was unable to turn around 
and confirm his suspicions. Either way, the fox knew that he did not really have a way to opt out 
of Fulgrim’s photoshoot, so he was ultimately forced to play along and let the human take the 
photos he wanted. Arcades reluctantly sat his left sole back on the hot pavement, and he raised 
his right sole into the air. Fulgrim repeated the same process he went through when he 
photographed the fox’s left sole. 

After what felt like too long, Fulgrim could see another unmarked, white E-350 approach 
the scene. When the Sergeant looked to his left, he knew that he would get a few more anthros he 
would be able to photograph, but he doubted any of them were as cute as Kurt Hofmeier whose 
body resembled that of a stereotypical femboy fox. Especially given Arcades’ conduct 
throughout the entire encounter, Fulgrim was immensely satisfied with the fox he had captured. 
Fulgrim was not even too bothered that Arcades was a male instead of a female; the fox seemed 
to exceptionally satisfy his tastes. Fulgrim had a feeling that Arcades’ body was definitely able to 
pass for a woman’s body if the fox put in just a bit of effort. The Sergeant had not seen too many 
males with such dainty and petite bodies which rivaled the likes of Arcades. The fox did, 
however, have some rather large feet, but Fulgrim found that he was extremely fond of Arcades’ 
foot shape. The Smith & Wesson M-1900 shackles locked around those bare feet only made the 
entire sight even more enjoyable for the Sergeant. If the fox was wearing a pair of high-cut shorts 
like the women did, then perhaps Fulgrim would have to go through a few extra measures to hide 
his sexual excitement. While Fulgrim took one last image of Arcades’ right sole, he let the sling 


hold his camera as he gave an order to all three anthros, “On your knees, all of you.” The coyote 


was the first to kneel, and Arcades followed rather quickly to prevent another berating from 
Fulgrim. The last anthro to kneel was the black-backed jackal. 

Fulgrim moved over to the newly arrived van, and he watched as the anthros exited: a 
male cougar, a female gray wolf, a female island fox, a male maned wolf, a female black-footed 
cat, and a female culpeo. Arcades could hear Fulgrim ordering the females to stand to the left of 
the two females already detained to kneel beside the bus, and he ordered the males to kneel to 
Arcades’ right. Within the next half-minute, Arcades watched as the maned wolf got on his 
knees directly to the fox’s right. To the right of the maned wolf, the cougar knelt down. Arcades 
looked to his left again, and he could see that the females were beginning to kneel beside the 
black-backed jackal and the coyote. The fox was rather astounded by the gender ratio: There 
were a total of six females and only three males. Arcades was also astounded to see that he was 
the only anthro wearing both the muzzle as well as the restraint chain. The fox was not sure why 
he was made to wear such restraints, but he did not know that Fulgrim liked him better that way. 
All of the anthros were still wearing the same transport restraints, and none of them bothered to 
speak. Perhaps they learned to be quiet before they were put into the first van. The fox began to 
wonder as to why there was such a large group of anthros in the second van. After all, the 
officers carried six anthros in the second van. Arcades was all alone when he came in the first 
van. 

It was not long before the fox heard the sound of a camera’s shutter again, and he figured 
that Fulgrim was taking more photographs of the anthros’ feet. Even though Fulgrim took plenty 
of pictures of the female anthros with their soles facing upwards while in their kneeling 
positions, Arcades still heard the camera’s shutter go off directly behind him. The fox kept trying 


to turn his head to the right and move his eyes in such a way so that he would be able to see 


Fulgrim taking pictures of either the maned wolf or the cougar, but he never saw the human walk 
over to take the pictures. Arcades did not understand why it was only he and the women who had 
pictures made of their bodies and feet. Were the two male anthros on his right not good enough 
for the attention? The fox looked at their faces from the side, and he still wondered why they 
were not wearing muzzles like he was. 

Kneeling for as long as he was, Arcades was beginning to feel discomfort, yet he could 
still hear Fulgrim taking images while standing directly behind him. The discomfort which 
Arcades experienced was made even worse since his feet had quite high arches. The fox was not 
sure how many images the human took; he never started counting the number of shutter sounds. 
Thankfully for the fox, he heard Fulgrim make a new order, “All of you, stand up.” Arcades was 
one of the first to get to his feet. Despite the fact that the ground was very hot to stand on, he was 
not sure how much longer he could have tolerated sitting on his knees. As the fox stood and 
looked down at his shackled feet, he could see the connecting chain between his wrists and 
ankles rock back and forth. From kneeling so long, Arcades legs were also rocking, but he was 
able to steady his legs after stretching a leg backwards. When the fox made the movement, he 
immediately heard Fulgrim speak, “Don’t move, fox.” Arcades was surprised by the sudden 
order out of nowhere, but he forced himself to comply with the Sergeant’s demands. After 
hearing a few more shutter sounds from the camera, the fox was beginning to wonder how large 
Fulgrim’s memory card was. He had to have taken at least a couple hundred images so far. 

“Do that with your other foot, fox,” Fulgrim spoke once more. Arcades really wanted to 
ask the human as to why he required so many images of a silver fox’s feet, but he would not be 
able to speak even if he had the courage to do so. The fox complied once more, and he held his 


foot back as he allowed for Fulgrim to take some more pictures of his feet. Fulgrim finally 


moved away from the fox, and he went to take some more images of his female captures. 
Arcades still held his foot outwards since he did not know if Fulgrim was done, but he finally 
brought it back in once he heard the camera’s shutter sounding from the other side of the lineup. 
Arcades had nothing to do to get his mind off of the situation, so he looked around. Arcades 
examined the livery on the side of the bus, and it was a fairly simple livery featuring text 
identifying the van as belonging to the Okaloosa County Sheriff's Office. The livery looked very 
similar to the regular patrol cars driven by the officers, but Arcades could not say that he had 
seen this specific bus before. After seeing that the side of the bus did not have too much to offer, 
he looked down at the ground, and he could see the restrained feet of the maned wolf to his right 
and the coyote’s feet to his left. After looking down the lineup, Arcades could tell that all of the 
anthros were indeed barefoot, and he began to believe Fulgrim’s earlier remark when he said that 
he would have taken the fox’s shoes if he was wearing them upon being detained. Though the 
fox assumed that the officers did so to humiliate and deprive the detainee of power, he also could 
not help but think that somebody would get intimate with the images of the anthros’ feet. Anthros 
did not necessarily need to wear shoes, but Arcades was aware that many humans and anthros 
alike enjoyed the sight of anthro feet. 

The whole situation was surreal: Everybody was quiet, and the only sound which broke 
the silence was the noise created from the digital camera’s shutter as it took a photograph. After 
what felt like forever, the fox began to hear a different sound. The sound was a beeping sound, 
but it was not the same as the beep before taking an image. Rather, it was the sound of Fulgrim 
browsing through and looking at the images which he took. The human only viewed a few of the 
images before he finally decided that he was done using his unconsenting models for his 


photoshoot, “Nicholson, go and radio the guys to get back here. We’re about ready for them to 


go to jail.” Nicholson talked on the radio and Fulgrim went to his squad car to stow away the 
camera, but the last sentence which the Sergeant spoke brought Arcades back to what was 
happening. The fox had almost forgotten that he was under arrest. He was starting to believe that 
he was just a model being used for a strange photoshoot and that he would be released after 
Fulgrim was finished. However, Arcades suddenly remembered that he would not be released, 
and he also realized that he would not be going back home anytime soon. With the reality of the 
situation slamming into the fox yet again, he could not help but start to weep. Now realizing he 
had simply been used, Arcades was truly overwhelmed by the entire situation. 

Though the photoshoot was very embarrassing for the fox, he felt that his crying only 
made it more embarrassing for himself. Arcades really wanted to hide himself, but there was 
absolutely nowhere for him to retreat to. He was locked up in chains made from carbon steel, and 
he knew that he was not allowed to leave the scene. Even if he disregarded the will of the 
policemen, he would definitely not get far before being caught by the police. After all, he was the 
one who was bound and gagged. Even if the police were not present, Arcades was still locked up 
in restraints that would not open without a key. The fox did not own a key himself, and he did 
not know anybody who did. Arcades did not even know how one would be able to cut any such 
restraints off. Besides, Arcades had no idea where he was, and he knew that he would not want 
to make a trek back to his home in Ozark, Alabama while locked in a muzzle and shackles. All 
the fox could do was obey the police and hope that they would not use him more than they 
already did. Arcades still had no idea how many people would come to view the images of his 
bound and gagged self once they were uploaded to the Internet. At the same time, Arcades 


looked down at the restraints yet again and definitely made a mental note to himself to purchase 


a set of equivalent restraints for himself. He did not know why he was feeling his strange desire, 
but was definitely interested by the thought of being restrained under better conditions. 

After a good bit of waiting, the driver of the bus finally showed up, and he was 
accompanied by a few more officers who arrived in another squad car. Apparently, Arcades 
overheard their conversation of going to get some food for the officers, but he was not in the best 
state of mind to eavesdrop on their conversation. The fox was still rather emotional by the 
gravity of the situation, and he just could not help but pointlessly struggle in his restraints. 
Arcades was not expecting to escape, but it was at least something for him to do. He did not 
know why such a small fox like him was required to wear so many restraints. The fox alone was 
absolutely no match compared to any of the officers, for all of them were at the very least double 
his size. Though Arcades did stand six feet in height, he was extremely skinny. The restraints he 
wore barely fit on his limbs, and they were tightened almost as far as they would go. Thinking 
about the ordeal was not helping the fox either, and he only began to weep more as a result of 
letting his mind analyze his helpless situation. At least the muzzle held his mouth shut; Arcades’ 
sobs were not that audible to the group. The humiliation of being chained up and barefoot was 
not helping the fox, either. Since he was made to stand for a great deal of the photoshoot, 
Arcades was unable to cover the soles of his feet with his tail. Even while he was kneeling, the 
fox did not dare cover up his soles. He was afraid that he would receive a few choice words from 
Fulgrim while he was taking his photos of furry feet. 

After being lost in thought yet again, the fox heard Fulgrim make an announcement, 
“Alright, all males sit on the right of the bus, and all females sit on the left. Go on and get in the 
bus!” Arcades looked to his right, and he could see that the cougar was already beginning to 


enter the bus through the opened door. The driver had also already entered the bus while Arcades 


was too invested in his own emotions to notice. With the cougar in the bus, the maned wolf 
followed suit. Arcades found that it was now his turn to enter the bus, and he did so after looking 
to his right some more to see that Fulgrim was staring directly at him. The fox also realized that 
he was still crying, so he began to also realize that he was only drawing more attention to 
himself. Arcades felt so embarrassed while crying, but he did not see that any of the other 
anthros looked too upset being in this predicament. However, the fox knew that he was not 
present to see the initial capture of any of the anthros he was with. The other anthros could have 
been just as emotional as he was. There was truly no way for him to know what really happened 
when they were initially detained. 

Stepping into the bus, Arcades was, in a way, glad that he was not standing on the hot 
pavement anymore. The shackles around the fox’s ankles made it somewhat difficult for him to 
ascend the steps, but he was beginning to get used to wearing the shackles. He had already worn 
them for probably at least two hours at this point, and he was not even at the Okaloosa County 
Jail in Crestview yet. Arcades watched as the cougar took a seat towards the back of the bus, and 
he saw that the maned wolf sat in the seat directly in front of the cougar. Arcades was not sure 
whether he was allowed to sit next to one of the other anthros, and he was also not sure if they 
would want to sit next to him anyways. After all, crying was all the fox had done in terms of 
communication, and other anthros probably would not want to hear it up close and personal. 
Arcades took the seat directly in front of the maned wolf, and he moved over to sit next to the 
window. He did not know how long the trip would take, but he figured that he would at least get 
to see the beach he did not get a chance to swim at. As the fox looked down at his restraints and 
back outside at the water, he heard somebody move next to him. The maned wolf had moved 


from his seat to sit next to the fox. 


Arcades looked to his left to view the wolf, but the tears in his eyes obstructed his vision. 
Without the use of his hands to wipe his tears, the fox used his shoulders to wipe the tears from 
his eyes onto his moisture-wicking shirt. When the fox finished, he looked at the wolf, and the 
wolf placed his own cuffed hands on the thigh of Arcades. Since the wolf was not wearing a 
restraint chain locking his hands to his waist, he was able to reach out and place his hands on the 
fox in the hopes of calming him down. Arcades looked at the wolf’s face, and the wolf could see 
that Arcades was definitely both upset and frightened. After all of the female anthros boarded the 
bus and the rest of the officers left the bus, the driver finally closed the front door and began to 
drive the bus. The engine sound of the bus began to drown out the peculiar silence, and the bus 
finally started moving forwards. The fox looked outside of the window once more, and he could 
see that a considerable amount of time had passed since he initially arrived at the beach in the 
first place. 

Arcades’ look out the window was interrupted by the wolf tugging on his left arm. The 
fox turned back around to look at the maned wolf. The wolf leaned in closer to the fox and began 
to softly speak, “It’s going to be alright.” Arcades, still with the muzzle over his mouth, could 
not reply, but he only began to cry more. The wolf began to run his cuffed hands down the fox’s 
thin upper arm as he continued to whisper. Both Arcades and the maned wolf were far enough 
away from the officer driving the bus that they would not be heard, “You have a look of 
innocence in your eyes. I have a feeling that you don’t deserve to be here with the rest of us.” 
The wolf’s words did not help the fox calm down; they only made him cry harder. Arcades 
began to bend forwards, and the wolf started rubbing the fox’s back to the best of his abilities 
with his hands locked together. The wolf spoke more, “I don’t care what they say about foxes. 


You don’t deserve this kind of treatment.” Arcades listened to what the wolf had to say, but he 


knew that he would not believe his words. Even if what the wolf was saying was genuine, 
Arcades hardly believed that he was undeserving of this sort of treatment. As the fox continued 
to weep into the muzzle, he could not stop thinking about all of the stereotypes involving red 
foxes. He had no reason to believe that he was any sort of exception. Arcades believed that he 


was supposed to be locked up and shut up, just as any red fox should be. 


Chapter 5 


Familiar Faces 


“Ts that really what happened to you, Kurt?” Jason asked Arcades as the fox wrapped up 
his story. Arcades’ story was a very accurate retelling of the actual events, but the fox could only 
give his side of the story since he did not know what the officers discussed amongst themselves. 
The wolf was also rather surprised that the fox was able to recite him the story in the span of 
fifteen minutes. Arcades did not hear most of the conversations amongst the deputies during his 
detainment, so he did not tell the wolf too much about what he had heard the deputies talking 
about. Arcades also neglected to tell the wolf of his excitement he experienced as he was in the 
back of the transport van, feeling embarrassed by the thought. The fox replied to the wolf after a 
few seconds, “Yeah. I don’t really think I need to tell you about all that happened after that in as 
much detail.” The wolf was confused as to what Arcades was saying, ““What’s that? Arcades 
gave an even more brief summary to Jason of the events directly following his ride on the bus, 
“We got to the station, they stripsearched all of us, and we each had to pay bail to get out of jail. 
I stayed the night and about half of the next day in jail. My parents had to come all the way from 
Ozark to pick me up. It sucked.” 

The wolf shook his head, “All because somebody handed you a cooler, right?” The fox 
slowly nodded as he remembered the events in his head. Though the incident occurred almost 
twelve whole years ago, Arcades knew that he would likely never forget what had happened to 


him. Jason had another question for the fox, “How much did they make you pay to get out of 


jail?” Arcades continued to watch the road as he spoke, “They made us pay one hundred dollars 
to get out. The fine they presented each of us with was about one thousand dollars. I had no 
intention of paying it.” Jason’s eyes widened when he heard the fox say how much the fine was, 
“One thousand dollars? What?! For this?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah... It’s kinda excessive.” The 
wolf remembered that the fox did say he did not intend to pay the fine, “Well did you pay the 
fine or what? What did you do?” Arcades shook his head, “No, I didn’t pay the fine. I fought it in 
court. I went without a lawyer; I represented myself. Believe it or not, but I ended up winning. 
However, they didn’t give us back that hundred dollars. The state got to keep that. Also, they 
chained me up for the court appearance, and they did it practically in the same manner as to 
when I was detained. The only difference was that they had the muzzle loose enough for me to 
talk. Eugh... It’s pretty unnecessary. They don’t need to do that to anthros, but they still do it 
anyways. Welp, at least on the bright side, they wiped that arrest from my record, and they also 
expunged my mugshot after a good while.” 

The wolf spoke with a quiet voice, thinking the fox would not be able to hear him, 
“Sounds like they couldn’t expunge all of those photos...” Jason was surprised when he realized 
that Arcades did hear his last comment, “Jason?” The wolf’s eyes widened again, but he tried to 
hide his guilt, “Yeah?” Arcades replied, “I know about the pictures. I’ve seen them.” Jason 
looked directly at the fox, and Arcades was looking directly back at him. Arcades could tell that 
the wolf’s face indicated that he had done something he was not proud of, “You’ve seen them 
too, haven’t you?” The wolf did not want to lie to the fox, but at the same time, he did not want 
to admit looking at the images of Arcades with lust, “Uh... Erm...” The fox tried to watch the 
road and look at Jason at the same time, “I’m not mad; I promise you. Whatever you’ve done 


with those images, I’m not going to be mad. I’Il guarantee you that.” The wolf knew that he 


would have to tell Arcades the truth someday, so he figured that he might as well just get it over 
with, “Do you want to know, Kurt?” 

The fox was not going to force the wolf to confirm his suspicions, “You don’t have to tell 
me if you don’t want to.” Jason decided to give his confession anyways, “Kurt... I saw images of 
a black-furred red fox twelve years ago when they first were put on the Internet. I’ve... I-I’ve 
jacked off to them -- many times...” The fox was still driving the car, but he was not necessarily 
surprised by the wolf’s revelation. If anything, it only made more sense to Arcades why Jason 
attempted to sexually assault him almost two years ago. The most surprising bit Arcades could 
think of would be the mere fact that Jason had laid his eyes upon the fox almost ten whole years 
before they had even met in person. The fox looked over, and he could see that Jason was 
already trying to hide his face in shame, “Jason. I’ve already forgiven you for this, and I know 
that the Lord has forgiven you as well. The past doesn’t matter. You don’t need to feel 
ashamed.” Arcades decided to level the playing field by giving the wolf a revelation of his own, 
“If it makes you feel any better, after that whole ordeal was done and over with, I bought the 
same restraints they used on me from the Internet. The first thing I did when I got them was that 
I stripped myself completely naked, locked myself up exactly the way they did, and I furiously 
masturbated. I’m really not too different from you, Jason.” 

The wolf sat in silence as he reflected on what the fox had just told him, ““Wha-? Kurt, 
you’ve done that before?” The fox gave an unusually confident nod, “Yeah. Though what I’ve 
done specifically may not have been directly sinful, it’s still something that I’m not too proud of. 
Nevertheless, I don’t really dwell on it.” Jason was confused, “That’s not a sin? What?” Arcades 
shook his head, “No, it’s not because I wasn’t lusting after anyone in particular. Spilling the seed 


of copulation is something that’s just unclean. It’s not a sin. Sin doesn’t expire with time, but 


uncleanliness does.” Jason was still confused, “I thought masturbating was always a sin.” 
Arcades took the moment to explain the topic to the wolf, “The thing with that is that it becomes 
sinful under most situations because people tend to lust about somebody while they do it. That’s 
why it’s better to avoid it so that you don’t fall into a pit of sin. It’s not a sin itself to jack off, but 
it is when you’re thinking about someone or looking at someone with those thoughts in mind 
while you do it. Few are able to masturbate with a blank mind, but I am not really one of those 
people. That’s why I just avoid doing it. In that particular instance I described, I wasn’t thinking 
about anybody, so that specific action was not sinful. That was a pretty rare occurrence for me.” 
The wolf sat in the vehicle’s passenger seat, and he was still trying to understand 
everything Arcades was telling him. Jason said, “So what I did was sinful because I was lusting 
after you?” The fox nodded, “Yeah, but you’ve already repented of that, so I can’t hold it against 
you. The Lord won’t either. Lord knows that my sexual tastes have not always been that pure 
either.” Jason was not exactly sure what the fox was telling him, “What? What does that mean?” 
Arcades replied, “Like I said, I was more like you than you think.” The wolf paused for a 
moment as he was now getting an idea in his head of what the fox was implying, “Kurt, were 
you a homosexual?” The fox took a moment to think of the best way to reply. When he was 
ready, Arcades said, “I’ll admit, I did used to have homosexual thoughts during my teenage 
years, but I never acted on them beyond masturbation. When I did that with those thoughts in 
mind, I was being sinful. When I decided to repent of my sins and trust in Christ, those desires 
eventually left after some time. Now I don’t have those feelings anymore. What you don’t use, 
you lose, I guess.” The wolf was rather surprised to hear this revelation as well, “Kurt -- wow. I 


wasn’t expecting you to say that.” 


Arcades spoke, “I don’t see what the big deal is. It’s a sin that’s just like the other sexual 
sins people get involved with. It doesn’t make me any more or less deserving of salvation. We’ve 
all fallen short of God’s glory, and nobody can achieve salvation by being more worthy than 
anybody else. What we need to remember is that we all still need the Savior no matter what 
we’ve done. Christ died on the cross so that we wouldn’t have to.” Jason replied, “You’ve 
stopped having those desires, Kurt?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, that all went completely away 
about the time when I got into my early twenties. I didn’t have any problems since.” The wolf 
had another question for the fox, “What’s the timeframe like for that? Like, when did you first 
start feeling that way, and when did you decide to stop?” The fox thought for a brief moment 
before replying, “I first started about the time when I turned fifteen, and I repented when I was 
seventeen. It still took me a bit to get over it all the way, but it happened.” The wolf took in the 
information, but he did not have any more immediate questions for the fox at the moment. 

A little under ten minutes later, Arcades announced that they had both arrived at their 
destination, “Looks like we’ve just about made it.” Jason looked around at the surroundings, and 
he knew a question he wanted to ask the fox, “Kurt. Why would you want to come back out here, 
mate? You just spent a decent bit of time telling me about this whole traumatic episode. Why 
would you take me here with you?” Arcades replied as he took a deep breath, “Perhaps we can 
say that I came out here specifically because I really wanted to tell you this story.” The wolf was 
confused, “Why drive all the way out here? You could’ve told me this earlier.” Arcades tried to 
address Jason’s questions, “I guess I thought it would be a bit more fitting to tell you while going 
back to the place.” The wolf shook his head, “Mate, you didn’t need to come back. Especially 
since bad memories are all you’ ve got of this place.” The fox spoke again, “Yeah, I know... Part 


of me just wants to see what has come of this place. After all, it was the sheriff at the time, 


Sheriff Asher, who I believe came up with that little protocol for dealing with that type of 
detainment. His successor, the next sheriff after him, didn’t take office until 2021. Well, there’s a 
chance Asher’s successor is not the sheriff anymore; it’s been just about two election cycles 
since he took office.” 

Arcades spotted a vacant parking space, but he decided that he would be parking closer to 
where the beach actually was. He didn’t see the need to park away from the beach like Rick and 
Ray did all those years ago. The fox pulled into the parking space, and he stopped the vehicle. 
Jason looked to his left, and he was reviewing the entire conversation in his head. The wolf 
found it surreal in a way, but he did know for himself that the Holy Spirit did deliver him from 
his own immoral desires. It just so happens to be that Arcades was in a similar situation when he 
was younger. Jason said nothing, but Arcades undid his seatbelt and asked, “Are you ready to 
go?” The wolf looked to his left when he heard the fox speak, but his mind was not focused on 
what the fox had asked. Rather, Jason was still thinking about the previous conversation. When 
Arcades saw that the wolf was not really paying attention, he tried to get Jason’s attention, 
“Jason?” At this point, the wolf realized that the fox was trying to talk to him, “Hm, Kurt?” 
Arcades saw that the wolf was now giving him his attention, so he spoke, “We’re here. Are you 
ready to get out?” The wolf realized that he was still wearing his seatbelt, and he finally noticed 
that the Mustang’s open door alert was sounding, “Oh, yeah. Right.” Jason undid his seatbelt, 
and he opened his own door to exit the vehicle. As he did so, Arcades stepped out of the car as 
well. 

Arcades waited for Jason to close the door before locking the car doors. The fox looked 
at the wolf, and he moved over to the front of the vehicle to meet Jason. The wolf looked at the 


fox’s clothes, and he could tell that the fox was not dressed to go into the water, “You don’t plan 


on swimming, do you?” Arcades shook his head, “Nah. We’re just here to walk around for a lil’ 
while. We’ve got some time to kill.” Jason looked down at his own clothes, and he also saw that 
he was not dressed to go swimming. The wolf then turned his attention to his boots, “I should 
take these off. I don’t want sand getting in them.” The fox still was not wearing any footwear, 
but he was not going to vote in the matter, “I'll unlock the door for you if you want to do that.” 
Jason nodded, “Yeah, mate. Go ahead.” The fox retrieved the key fob from his shorts pocket, and 
he pressed the unlock button twice to unlock the passenger door. When the wolf heard the doors 
unlock, he opened the passenger door, and he placed his right boot on the side skirt as he untied 
it. Jason repeated the process on his left boot before sitting on the passenger seat and removing 
his boots and socks. After removing his footwear and placing it on the floor in front of the 
passenger seat, Jason slowly placed his bare feet on the pavement. The pavement was a bit 
warm, but it was not too hot for the wolf since it was March, after all. Arcades waited for the 
wolf to close the door behind him before he locked the car’s doors again. Arcades also looked to 
make sure that Jason would not accidentally get his tail stuck in the door as it closed. The fox 
asked the wolf, “Are you ready to go now?” Jason replied as he looked back up at Arcades, “For 
sure. Let’s have a go.” 

The two anthros began walking on the concrete path, and they looked around at the many 
small shops and restaurants along the beachside. There were a decent number of people out on 
the beach, and some were even in the water. Though humans made up the majority of 
beachgoers, there were indeed a fair number of anthros. Arcades looked down at the ground, and 
he looked to where the concrete ended and the sand began. The fox was not quite ready to go on 
the sand yet, but he decided to talk with Jason as they continued walking on the concrete path, 


“If nobody came to our home today while we were out, then we should be alright to return.” 


Jason turned to look at the fox and replied, “You think it was the Foundation who sent that one 
bloke after you?” The fox shrugged, “I want to say yes, but I don’t know why they would wait 
almost two full years for that. You’d think they’d do something in a more reasonable 
timeframe.” Jason sighed, “There’s really no telling who sent him, I guess.” The wolf paused for 
a moment to think before speaking again, “How do you know he wasn’t acting alone?” The fox 
replied, “I don’t take it that ’ve ever made somebody that mad before who came into the shop.” 
Jason agreed with the fox, “Yeah, I doubt someone who was just mad at you would go 
that far to try and get you. Somebody definitely told him to do this.” Arcades added to the wolf’s 
statement, “That guy had custom tranquilizer darts for that integrally suppressed rifle. He had to 
know my weight and height in order to make sure that I would get the proper dosage to put me 
down but not kill me. What do you think would’ve done to me if he got away with me?” Jason 
raised his eyebrows, “Well... Maybe he’d take you to the Foundation, again.” Arcades then said, 
“The Foundation? We got rid of the Foundation. There isn’t a Foundation for me to go to.” Jason 
was in silence for a moment before speaking, “We can’t really know that. Perhaps they’ve 
already made another facility or something in a new location. Maybe there’s still a facility we 
don’t know about.” Arcades considered Jason’s proposition, but he was not really convinced by 
it, “I’m not so sure. It hasn’t even been two years. I know that people can build stuff pretty 
quickly in this day and age, but they lost a lot of their resources thanks to our efforts. They 
already know that we know, so I think they would be looking at doing something else to make 
sure they aren’t found out again.” The fox’s last sentence intrigued Jason, “Hm? Maybe by 
getting rid of you, that’s their way of making sure they’re not found out again.” The situation did 
not make complete sense to Arcades, “Why would he want to take me alive? He could’ ve just 


killed me and that would’ve done it.” 


Jason knew what Arcades was trying to say, “Yeah, well... Somebody wants to take you 
alive for some reason or another.” The fox shook his head and asked a question he had asked 
previously, ““What would they even want to do with me?” Jason did not know the answer, but he 
decided to just make up a tongue-in-cheek response to lighten the mood a bit, “Maybe he just 
wants to sit you down and play a game with you.” Arcades knew that the wolf's response was 
not completely serious, so he gave a facetious response as well, “Some game he wants to play. I 
guess we won’t be able to play a game with him now since you put him down.” Jason did 
remember shooting the agent trying to apprehend Arcades, and the mood reverted back to its 
previous state before Jason made his tongue-in-cheek comment, “I had no other option.” Arcades 
could tell that his comment made the wolf a bit upset, “I’m not saying that was the wrong thing 
to do. If I were you, I would’ve probably done something among the lines of that.” Jason was 
somewhat surprised, “Isn’t it a sin to kill somebody?” The fox replied, “Again, it depends on 
why you killed that somebody. If somebody’s being hostile and threatening you with your life, 
then you'd be justified for defending yourself. It is a sin just to kill somebody with no good 
reason, though. It’s also not good to instigate people so that you can have an excuse to kill that 
person.” 

Jason looked ahead as he thought, and he could see that the two anthros were walking on 
a pathway that was taking them away from the beach. The wolf was not sure if he wanted to tell 
the fox that they were moving away from the beach, but he decided to ask the question he had 
queued in his head, “So I didn’t do anything wrong?” Arcades replied, “Not necessarily. 
However, you should remember this: Salvation is not based on how much wrong or right you’ve 
done in your life. When you think about it that way, you’re not really trusting in Jesus for your 


salvation, are you? We have to remember that it’s not about what we can do or have done to be 


worthy of salvation. Of course, we should avoid sinful acts and flee from temptation, but we 
shouldn’t put ourselves down for things we’ve done in the past. God is still willing to forgive 
you for whatever you’ve done. Yeah, I’ve done many sinful things in the past, but God has given 
me the gift of the Holy Spirit. The Holy Spirit is who sanctifies you. God is still perfectly 
merciful. None of us deserve to be saved. I’m not saved because I deserve it anymore than you 
do. Salvation has always been a free gift of the Lord’s grace.” 

Before the wolf could reply, he heard a voice call out from behind, “Excuse me, sir.” 
Arcades did not initially pay attention to the voice since he did not believe it was directed at him, 
so he continued walking. The voice sounded again, and it was closer this time, “Sir, excuse me.” 
Jason saw a human coming up to approach the fox, and he could see that the human was trying to 
get Arcades’ attention. The wolf spoke to the fox, “Kurt, there’s someone trying to talk to you.” 
Arcades continued walking, and he was not sure what the wolf was mentioning, “What?” Jason 
looked to his left, and both anthros stopped walking. Arcades turned to his right in order to see 
who was walking up on them, and he could see that it was an officer from the Okaloosa County 
Sheriff’s Office. Immediately, the fox’s eyes widened, and he felt a terrible feeling in his lower 
torso. The deputy stopped in front of the fox and could see that Arcades’ face was full of fear, 
“Sorry to bother you sir. You don’t happen to be Kurt, do you?” The fox was frozen in his spot; 
he did not know how to reply. The officer realized that Arcades was a bit startled, “I’m 
Lieutenant Nicholson. You look like somebody I’ve met before.” The fox still did not know how 
to reply. In his mind, all he could remember was his arrest from over a decade ago. Nicholson 
recognized the fox’s frightened face, and he was almost certain that he was talking to the same 


fox from that event, “Is your name Kurt?” 


Arcades realized that he should probably give an answer of some sort, even though he 
was not legally required to give his name to the officer, “Y-yes...” Lieutenant Nicholson replied 
with a nod, “Didn’t we have a run-in like ten years ago?” The fox somewhat recognized the 
human’s face, but he did not remember the names of any of the officers involved in his arrest, 
“Uhh...” Jason watched the situation play out, and he was not sure if he wanted to intervene or 
not. He was rather surprised to see Arcades get freaked out over this encounter, but he did just 
get done listening to the fox tell the story in his own words. Nicholson knew that Arcades was 
not going to calm down by himself, “This is just a casual conversation. You’re not in any 
trouble.” Arcades’s reply to Nicholson was not exactly fantastic, “W-what?” If a regular person 
reacted in such a way to a similar police encounter, Nicholson would find it suspicious, but this 
particular instance was only giving the human more assurance that he was talking to the same 
fox he previously detained. Nicholson tried to de-escalate the situation again, “Calm down, Kurt. 
I’m not here to take you away again.” 

Arcades finally realized that he was coming across as being very frightened, “Oh... I-I’m 
really sorry. It’s just that experience was -- uh... It was erm... It was very...” Arcades could no 
longer string together a coherent sentence. Jason was amazed by how the fox was acting, and he 
could tell that this specific officer was genuinely terrifying the fox. Jason decided that he should 
just intervene now and speak to the officer instead, “Are you the guy who arrested him back in 
2018?” Nicholson turned his attention to the gray wolf, and he was rather surprised to see that 
Jason knew what he was trying to talk to Arcades about, “Yeah, how did you know?” The wolf 
replied, “He literally told me about the whole incident right before we got here. It’s his first time 
coming back here since that happened.” Arcades was frozen, and his eyes were very wide. His 


breathing became rather labored as he looked at the first person who had ever restrained him. 


Jason spoke on Arcades’ behalf once again, but he gave a somewhat aggressive response since 
he was not happy seeing the fox upset in the way he was, “That episode greatly fucked with his 
head, and you’re just making it worse for him.” 

Nicholson once again tried to diffuse the situation by pointing towards a little fence that 
divided the sand dunes from the rest of the beach, “How about we sit over there and work this 
out?” Jason looked at the fox, and he could tell that Arcades would not be very responsive. The 
wolf looked back to Nicholson, “Look at him. He’s bloody terrified. What the fuck did you do to 
him? The fuck’s the deal?” Nicholson shook his head, “Following protocol. We do that to all of 
those anthros.” Jason replied while becoming a tad more upset himself, “Taking pictures of his 
feet and posting that shit online is fucking protocol? Who the fuck is the shit cunt who came up 
with that fucking idea?” Nicholson was surprised to hear that the wolf knew about Fulgrim’s 
pictures, so he was at a loss of words. The Lieutenant sighed and said, “I didn’t take those 
pictures.” Jason replied, “Who the fuck did? Fucking dumb cunt!” While the upset wolf 
continued to bicker, Arcades was beginning to feel a bit dizzy. The fox put his hand to his 
forehead, and he could feel that his head was becoming very warm. When he removed his hand 
from his head, he could see that his fur was becoming wet from sweat. 

Arcades realized that Jason was still cursing out the officer, “J-Jason... That’s enough.” 
However, the fox’s words were not loud enough for the wolf to hear, so Jason continued his 
angry remarks, “Fucking assholes, you cunts are. What the fuck did you think you were doing? 
Who the fuck comes up with that type of protocol? You guys are fucking sick cunts! Fucking 
oath, you stupid cunts.” Arcades raised his voice, “Enough!” Both Jason and Nicholson diverted 
their attention to Arcades. The fox stood still, though he was having a hard time doing so from 


being so dizzy. Arcades began to make his way to the wooden fence which Nicholson pointed at 


earlier. The fox was slow due to his dizziness, and it did take him a little while to arrive at the 
fence. Jason and Nicholson both followed Arcades, and they stopped talking for the time being. 
Arcades finally sat down at the fence, and he pushed his tail out of the way so that he would not 
be sitting on it. Jason stood aside and looked down at the fox. Nicholson asked the fox a 
question, “Are you OK? Do you need medical attention?” After Arcades took some breaths to 
calm himself down enough to speak, he said, “Ill be alright... It’s just that I wasn’t expecting to 
see you out here.” 

Nicholson replied, “You recognize me, don’t you?” The fox looked directly at the human, 
and he gave a quick nod, “Y-yeah, but I don’t think I ever got your name. Not that I would’ve 
been able to ask it anyways with that muzzle over my mouth.” Nicholson crouched down to meet 
the fox’s level, “I’m sorry about that, Kurt. My sergeant at the time made us do that. He’s not 
working with us anymore.” A few tears began to form in the fox’s eyes, but Arcades tried to hide 
his upset state by placing his face in his hands, “Why did you do that?” Nicholson did not know 
the best way to calm down the fox, but he still tried, “Nothing against you personally, we just 
had to do our jobs. We’re just following protocol.” Arcades shook his head, and when he looked 
back up, there were a few tears coming down his face, ““What type of treatment was that? How 
can you justify that? Who in their right mind thought that was a good protocol?” Nicholson 
sighed, and he did not have a good answer to reply to the fox with. The human waited for a few 
moments and then said, “I’m sorry you feel that way, but that’s what Sheriff Asher wanted us to 
do back then.” 

Arcades simply could not accept such an explanation, “You treated me like I was some 
type of... I don’t even know what to call that! I wasn’t even treated like a person, and I was 


treated worse than an actual feral animal as well..” Nicholson knew that he could not change the 


past, but he did say, “It’s nothing personal against you.” Arcades knew that Nicholson was 
telling the truth, but the situation still bothered him. Though he did not personally hold anything 
against any of the officers, Arcades’ main problem was that he still felt as if he was well- 
deserving of the treatment he received. However, the fox knew that Nicholson would be unable 
to assist him with that sort of issue. Arcades took a moment of silence to wipe the tears from his 
eyes, and he finally spoke once he calmed down, ““What’s your name, again?” Nicholson replied, 
“Oh, I don’t think you heard me. I’m Lieutenant Carl Nicholson. I was the officer who detained 
you, but I wasn’t the one who took those pictures of you. That was Sergeant Fulgrim. He’s not at 
our department anymore; he retired a couple years ago.” Jason took a step back and thought 
about his words to the officer. The wolf decided to make some amends as well, “Hey, mate. 
Yeah, perhaps we kinda started out a bit sour.” 

Nicholson turned to the wolf and decided that making a resolution was probably the 
better option over not having one at all, “I’1l say. However, I do understand where you are 
coming from. I didn’t think it actually bothered him that much.” Arcades looked up at the officer 
and asked, “Why did you make contact with me?” The Lieutenant looked back down at Arcades 
and replied, “Honestly, part of me just wanted to make sure that there were no hard feelings from 
that event, but I guess that didn’t exactly happen.” Arcades shook his head, “It’s not your fault. 
It’s more of my fault. You didn’t necessarily make me feel this way... I just let it get to me, 
perhaps.” The fox did not feel he was saying the right things. After a somewhat awkward pause, 
the fox continued to speak, “You’ll have to excuse me. It’s hard for me to explain everything at 
once.” Nicholson spoke up after Arcades finished speaking, “You don’t have to explain it to 
me.” Arcades took a deep breath and waited another moment before saying, “I know, but that 


specific day started something for me.” The human’s curiosity was struck, ““What’s that?” 


Arcades was debating on telling the officer the truth, but he was not sure if it would make the 
conversation more surreal and outrageous than it already was. 

After another moment of silence, Arcades finally decided to talk, “Let’s just say that it 
was that event in particular that led to me looking into... Well, I call it the art of being 
restrained.” Nicholson was definitely not expecting the fox to give him such a response, “What 
is that supposed to mean?” Arcades, now almost all the way calmed down, continued to speak, “I 
own a bunch of restraints now, and I used them on myself before I met that guy.” When the fox 
indirectly mentioned Jason, he nodded towards him. Nicholson looked over to the wolf and then 
back to the fox, “Really? This is what happened? Just because you got arrested that one day?” 
Arcades gave a rather slow nod. Nicholson was not exactly following this little trail of events, 
“I’m not even sure how that happens, but I guess I’ll have to take your word for it.” The fox only 
returned with, “Yeah... Take the word of a fox...” Nicholson ignored the fox’s last sentence. He 
was partially unable to hear it, anyways, “I do have one question for you: Why do all this 
because of that episode?” 

Arcades looked at Jason before taking a very deep breath. When the fox looked back at 
the Lieutenant, he said, “I wish I had a clear answer for you, but I don’t really have one. Part of 
me believes that I deserve it, but another part of me knows that’s not necessarily true.” Nicholson 
definitely could not understand what the fox was trying to say, so he started working on a way to 
get out of the conversation, “Yeah? Well, no hard feelings right?” Arcades took another breath 
before replying, “I don’t hold anything against you. It’s just the way you approached me gave me 
an unpleasant flashback.” The Lieutenant then asked Arcades, “Tf it still makes you that upset, 
then why did you bother coming back here?” The fox replied, “I wanted to come back and make 


sure that it wouldn’t happen again. It would give me some closure to it.” Nicholson could not 


exactly understand Arcades’ reasoning, and he was about to quit talking to the fox and return to 
his job. The conversation was becoming too much for him to want to deal with, “Just as long as 
we’re OK, then I guess there’s nothing to worry about.” Nicholson stood up and faked checking 
his watch, “I think it’s about time for me to get back to work. It’s been -- nice seeing you after all 
of these years, Kurt. I remembered your name because the sergeant wouldn’t stop mentioning 
you for the longest time. Not too many black and white red foxes you see coming around here.” 
Before the fox could reply again, Nicholson was already walking away from the scene. 

When Nicholson finally left the area, Jason shook his head and spoke aloud while still 
looking in the direction in which the officer went, ““W-What the fuck was that? What a fucking 
shit cunt. I can’t believe this shit! This fucking shit is bloody --” Arcades looked up at the wolf 
and interrupted him by saying, “I think that’s enough, Jason.” Jason now realized what he was 
saying, and he immediately apologized to the fox when he turned to face him, “I’m sorry mate. I 
just thought that the bloke didn’t handle that encounter nicely. I can’t believe he tried justifying 
doing that to you. It’s messed up.” Arcades looked up at the wolf and replied, “I know it’s 
messed up, but there’s not really much we can do about it.” Jason was beginning to feel a bit 
guilty about the way he approached the topic while on the ride to the beach, “Kurt, if I knew it 
made you feel that way --” The wolf was interrupted by the fox, “It’s not your fault. Besides, you 
saw me almost ten years before you ever even met me.” Jason did think about how strange that 
sort of context was in his head. The wolf returned to discussing the officer, “How did the bloke 
still remember your name? I think he made up that part about his sergeant telling him about it.” 
Arcades shrugged while still sitting on the ground, “No clue. Maybe he also got intimate with 
those pictures. Some people do end up liking stuff like that” Jason immediately felt guilty again, 


“Kurt, I --” Arcades interrupted the wolf again, “I know you’re sorry. You don’t have to keep 


apologizing for that. You’ve already been forgiven for doing that, and I wasn’t even referring to 
you, either.” Jason took a seat on the ground directly next to the fox. The wolf exhaled and said, 
“Do you think we should just stop talking about this? It’s not really helping anybody at this 
point.” Arcades just stared ahead in silence. After a few moments, he finally spoke, “Perhaps. 
It’s probably for the better. It’s not like either of us can reverse the past. Those pictures will stay 
on the Internet as well. Nothing we can do about that.” After the fox finished speaking, both 
anthros just sat on the ground in silence. 

Arcades and Jason continued sitting on the ground in silence when they saw a vixen start 
to walk by. The vixen looked to her left briefly, and she saw the two anthros. Arcades saw the 
vixen’s face, and he could not help but recognize her from somewhere. The vixen looked 
forwards again before slowing down and looking to her left once more. The vixen, a standard- 
patterned red fox, looked directly at Arcades. Jason was looking down at the ground, but he then 
moved his eyes upwards when he saw that Arcades was looking at someone. The wolf spoke, 
“Kurt, what are you looking at, mate?” When the wolf spoke, the vixen began to move forwards 
to approach Arcades and Jason. The wolf saw the vixen approaching from his peripheral vision, 
and he turned his eyes to look at her. Immediately, Jason could also notice something familiar 
about the vixen. Arcades still sat in silence as he looked at the approaching female fox. 

The vixen finally stood about a foot away from both of the sitting anthros, and she spoke, 
“Ts that you, Kurt?” Arcades was not sure how to respond, but he did notice something very 
eerily similar about the female fox he was looking at. The fox replied, “That’s me.” The vixen 
smiled and spoke, “Kurt. It’s me, Jackie.” Arcades could not believe what he was hearing, and 
neither could Jason. The wolf was the first to speak, “Crikey. Is that so?” Jackie turned to look at 


the wolf, “I’m not in the Foundation this time, Jason.” Arcades interjected once the vixen 


finished speaking, “I can tell. I don’t think the Foundation would let you come all the way out 
here.” Jackie kept her smile and replied, “It really is you guys!” The vixen sat down on her knees 
directly in front of the two anthros and said, “Funny running into both of you out here.” Arcades 
sparked a smirk on his face and gave his head a shake before replying, “This is the third time. I 
don’t know how we keep running into one another.” While still sitting on the ground, Jackie 
began playing with her tail and directed a comment towards the male fox, “I guess the question 
is: Who is looking for who?” Arcades shrugged, “Your guess is as good as mine. However, I will 
say it’s nice seeing you not in the Foundation’s custody.” 

Jackie had a question for Arcades, “What happened to Bobby and Jim?” Arcades replied 
within a short frame of time, “They’re not with us anymore. Bobby works in construction and 
Jim’s a civilian helicopter pilot now. Jason is the only one who’s stayed with me.” Jackie looked 
at the gray wolf and then turned back to the fox to ask a question which either of them could 
answer, “What made you two stay together?” Jason answered the question before Arcades could, 
“T work at Kurt’s gun shop. It’s the company he made out of his old one. We both happen to live 
there as well.” Jackie looked intrigued, “Oh really? Where do you have that at?” Arcades replied 
this time, “In Alabama, outside of Foley’s city limits. A rather humble shop if I do say so myself. 
It’s nice and calm out there... Well, it was before this happened.” Jackie was definitely curious 
as to what event the fox was referring to, “What happened, Kurt?” The fox took a deep breath 
before speaking, “We believe that the Foundation has sent somebody to come and get me. I 
guess they’re still not happy with the way we got rid of their facilities.” 

Jackie remembered her time in the Foundation, “I can see why they’d be mad at you. If it 
wasn’t for you, I’d still be in the Foundation.” Arcades added to the vixen’s comment, “That 


wasn’t even the first time I rescued you, either. You remember me from ‘27, still. Right?” The 


vixen shrugged, “I’m not going to forget that one anytime soon.” Arcades looked at the vixen, 
but he could not determine exactly why she was at this specific beach, “What brings you out 
here?” The vixen answered relatively quickly, “A few anthros dropped me off, but it’s been 
awhile since they said they were going to pick me up. I don’t think they’re coming back.” 
Arcades displayed a face that looked both confused and empathetic at the same time. The fox 
definitely knew how it felt to be abandoned at this very beach. Arcades decided to ask who 
Jackie was talking about, “Who dropped you off here?” Jackie said, “Do you remember the 
anthro you guys returned me to when we all got out of the Foundation?” Arcades did not initially 
say anything since he waited to see if the vixen was done talking. He was not sure if she planned 
on continuing, but he realized that she was asking a non-rhetorical question. The fox nodded, 
“Yeah, I remember him. I’m pretty sure that was the same guy we dropped you off to the first 
time when we rescued you in 2027.” 

The vixen continued speaking after Arcades finished, “Yeah, that guy. Well, he sent me 
to spend some time with his friends, and they said they were going to spend the day here. They 
dropped me off and said they would come back and get me after they went to go buy something. 
They didn’t come back.” Though Jackie’s story did not entirely add up to Arcades, he decided 
that he would just accept it. However, the fox was not sure if Jackie somehow was sent by the 
Foundation or a similar organization to find him. Arcades studied the vixen sitting in front of 
him, but he did not see any sort of equipment on her person. After all, all the vixen was wearing 
was literally just a white t-shirt and a pair of blue high-cut shorts. The t-shirt was not really loose 
enough to hide any sort of equipment, so Arcades decided to give Jackie the benefit of the doubt. 
The fox asked another question for the vixen, “Are you going to wait on them, or are you 


convinced they’re not coming back for you at this point?” Jackie looked towards the ground and 


then back to the fox, “I don’t think they’re coming back. I’ve been out here for about nine hours 
now. I didn’t have any cash on me to buy food out here, so I had to -- suck somebody off for 
cash.” 

When Jackie revealed how she got money to buy food, she looked towards the ground, 
and Arcades could tell that she did appear regretful. The fox was not sure why the vixen decided 
to disclose this bit of information, but he was not sure what kind of psychological treatment 
Jackie had to endure while she was in the Foundation. She was a higher rank than some of the 
other anthros in the Foundation, so she definitely had to have responded to some of their 
treatments. Jason did look somewhat surprised, but Arcades shook his head and said, “I’m sorry 
to hear that. What are you planning on doing when it gets dark? I wouldn’t want to be out here if 
I were you.” Jackie placed her hands in her lap and looked back up at the other fox while not 
completely turning her head in Arcades’ direction, still showing a bit of regret, “I’m not sure... 
That anthro I was staying with was not exactly thrilled to see me come back two years ago. It 
hasn’t been a good time.” Arcades knew that he was in trouble himself with the mysterious 
personnel sent out to get him, but he knew that he would rather be in his situation than be 
completely homeless and helpless, “Ill make you an offer, but I want you to listen to it first. Are 
you alright with that?” Jackie looked back towards the ground again and nodded, “Alright...” 

The fox looked at the wolf and waited to see if he had anything to say. Jason remained 
silent, and it did not appear he had any objections. Arcades began to speak, “Jason and I were 
attacked last night by a human with a tranquilizer rifle. We believe that he may have been sent 
by the Foundation or some other entity the Foundation is in contact with to bring me in. We went 
here because we wanted to lie low for the day and make sure that our home is safe enough to stay 


at for the time being. We know that we can’t stay there for a prolonged period of time since that 


one guy will probably not be the last guy they send, so as of right now, we’re planning on 
moving to Australia with all of the money we can muster. Since Jason’s here, he would be able 
to make the move proceed a little bit smoothly. However, we would have to sell all of our 
possessions here before we can do this. It’ll probably take me a few weeks to get everything 
ready for us to be able to leave the country. Jason would have to deal with most of the problems 
once we get there since he knows his country pretty well.” The fox paused to see if the still- 
kneeling vixen had anything she wanted to say. After Jackie remained silent, Arcades continued, 
“What I am offering you is a chance to come and stay with us. The reason I told you all of that 
stuff is because I cannot personally guarantee your safety. Sure, I’1l do everything I can to 
protect you, and I’m sure Jason will help out as well, but I just want to let you know that we’re 
not exactly safe as of right now. If you decide to come with us, then we may run into some 
Foundation operatives sent to find me. I’m not sure if you’d like to go back there for another 
time, now.” The fox took one more deep breath before stating his actual question, “With all of 
that in mind, Ill leave it up to you: Do you want to come with us? We’ll do everything we can to 
look after your well-being, but we can’t essentially promise it.” 

Jackie only contemplated the decision for a few seconds; she really did not have much to 
lose at this point, “I'll come with you, Kurt.” Arcades had a feeling the vixen would accept his 
offer, but he decided that he would reassure her, “I don’t want you to feel scared or anything, but 
this situation we’re dealing with right now is kind of a big deal. Are you sure you still want to 
come?” Jackie took a deep breath and replied, “I don’t think I have too much of a choice. I don’t 
have anything more to lose.” The fox became curious, “Oh yeah? What all do you have on you 
right now?” Jackie looked down at her high-cut shorts, but they lacked pockets, “Nothing. I spent 


all the cash I got from earlier.” Arcades asked another question, ““You don’t have any credentials 


on you either? No identification?” The vixen shook her head, “‘No, I have absolutely nothing on 
me.” The fox looked up at Jackie’s face, “When was the last time you had something to eat?” 
The vixen replied, “About four hours ago.” Arcades gave a quick nod, “We'll get you some food. 
We’ll make sure you won’t have to go through such measures for cash. Right, Jason?” The wolf 
was listening the entire time, but he was basically silent up until this point, “Yeah, that’s right, 
mate.” The fox then asked the wolf, “Do you have any sort of objections about taking Jackie 
with us?” Jason shook his head, “No, I don’t. She’s stayed with us before, even if it was only 
briefly.” Arcades turned back to the vixen, “We won’t urge you to leave us, either. You can stay 
with us as long as you’d like. Sounds good?” The vixen gave a rather confident nod, “I don’t see 
any problem with it.” 

Arcades felt that he was satisfied with the agreement he concluded to, “Yeah? Then it’s 
settled. Looks like you’ll be coming with us, right?” Jackie said, “I'll try not to get in the way.” 
Arcades assured the female fox that she would not be a burden, “We’ll be alright. You weren’t 
an issue for us the first two times. And if operatives do come for us, then just do what we say, 
and we should make it out in one piece.” Jackie knew that she could trust Arcades; she had seen 
him in action before, and she was confident that the fox was definitely capable of looking out for 
her. Though the vixen spent a lesser amount of time with the wolf, she figured that Arcades 
knew and trusted the people he spent his time with. Jackie felt safe and protected by the company 
of both Arcades and Jason. The vixen wanted to express her thankfulness to the fox; she knew 
that Arcades was not obligated to help her out, “Thanks, Kurt. I know you know what you’re 
doing.” Arcades humbly accepted the compliment, “Thanks for trusting us. I'll see to it that 


you’re taken good care of.” All three anthros seemed to be satisfied with the agreement. 


Arcades began to stand up from where he was sitting, and he outstretched his hand 
towards the vixen. Jackie did not hesitate to grab the fox’s hand, and Arcades helped the female 
red fox stand to her feet. After the male fox helped the female fox stand, he turned to his right to 
help the wolf stand up. With all three anthros now standing up, Arcades looked down at the 
ground and noticed that none of the anthros were wearing any footwear, “I guess we all chose 
not to wear shoes today.” Jackie said, “I usually don’t.” Arcades took a breath and replied with 
slight hesitation present in his voice, “I guess you could say I don’t either.” Though the vixen 
turned to the wolf to see if he had something to say, Jason did not say anything at all. The fox 
took a step back, and he thought of a question to ask the vixen, “Hey Jackie, how old are you?” 
The vixen replied, “I’m twenty-one.” Arcades gave a slight look of surprise on his face, “Really? 
You were only eighteen when I first met you?” The vixen gave more information about herself, 
“T was born February of 2009.” 

The fox was curious as to why somebody so young would want to go to the Foundation, 
“What were you doing out there? You had only been eighteen for a few months. That also means 
you were nineteen when we encountered you for the second time.” Jackie’s face displayed an 
expression of regret yet again, but she still answered the question, “I guess I thought that the 
Foundation was what I wanted -- twice...” Arcades expressed his disagreement in a rather soft 
tone, “You don’t need to do that. You’re still young, and you have more of your life ahead of 
you than we do.” Jackie was now starting to become curious as to how old Arcades was, “How 
old are you, Kurt?” Arcades answered the question, “I’m turning thirty next month.” He was 
more than nine years older than the vixen. Jackie was not expecting for the fox to be so old 
compared to her, “Really? I thought you were in your early twenties.” Arcades knew that anthros 


did not outwardly age the same as humans did, but he still gave a slight chuckle, “Heh, I don’t 


think someone that young would be able to buy all the stuff I have.” Jackie became curious 
again, “What do you have?” 

Arcades tried to give an accurate answer, “I have plenty of guns. That’s what I sell, and 
I’m going to have to sell all of them before we move. You can’t take any of that stuff to 
Australia.” Jackie was not entirely sure why Arcades felt the need to leave the United States, 
“Why do you want to leave the country? Couldn’t you just move to another state?” Jason 
answered the question this time, “The Foundation tracked Kurt down here. They’ve a way to 
figure out where he lives. We don’t want to just move somewhere else in America and have it all 
happen again. If we moved to Aus’, then it would be harder for them to find us. Whatever way 
they’ve to know where he is may only work here in America.” The vixen was a bit skeptical, 
“Are you sure moving there would work? How do you know they won’t just find you over there? 
You'll be less prepared without your guns, as well.” Arcades took a deep breath in and spoke as 
he exhaled, “I guess we’ve just decided to take our chances.” Jackie offered another potential 
solution to the fox, “Why not just find another place in America and change your name? Maybe 
they know who you are because you own a company.” Arcades considered the idea, but he was 
not entirely convinced at the moment, “Well... Ah, I’m not entirely sure how they’re finding me, 
though. I think that’s still too risky.” Jackie shrugged, “It would be a lot cheaper just to move 
somewhere else in America instead of flying all the way on the other side of the world. You’re 
not even an Australian citizen.” 

Arcades shook his head, “No, I’m not. However, he is.” The fox motioned towards the 
wolf. Jason gave a comment in response, “And I’m basically an American citizen at this point.” 
Jackie commented on the wolf’s accent, “You sure don’t sound like one.” Jason smiled and gave 


a short laugh, “Hah. Well, at least I look enough like I belong here.” Jackie was still not fully on 


board with moving to Australia, “Kurt, don’t you think there’s another thing we could do besides 
leaving the country? I’m sure we can work something out.” Though Arcades understood the 
vixen’s concerns with fleeing the country, he did not know too many other options which would 
yield better results for their safety, “I know... It’s just that I don’t want to get into another 
situation like this. Look, how about if we can figure out something better in the coming weeks, 
then we can do that. How does that sound, Jason?” The wolf gave a nod, “Perhaps. It shouldn’t 
be that bad if we did move there, though.” Arcades knew that the idea of fleeing the nation did 
not really come to mind until that morning, so he was finally becoming open to reconsidering his 
plan, “We only had this idea this morning. It was kind of on a whim, but maybe we can give it 
some time to think about it.” Jason saw that the fox was starting to lean towards Jackie’s point of 
view, “Kurt, are you sure we have that much time to make this choice?” Arcades looked back at 
the wolf and said, “We need to sell our stuff first, and that’ Il take enough time. Besides, we 
might not be able to get out there for a month or two. International travel isn’t really something 
that you can bring up on a whim without being involved with a security company. That was the 
only reason why it was so easy before. We aren’t a security company anymore, so we don’t have 
that luxury of being able to go across the world on such short notice.” 

The vixen grew curious about another detail, “Say, where did you guys come from?” 
Arcades misunderstood the question, “I’m from Alabama, and Jason’s from New South Wales.” 
Jackie shook her head, “No, I’m asking where did you guys leave from this morning to get to this 
beach?” The fox realized what the vixen was asking, “Oh, sorry -- my bad. I own a gun store just 
outside of Foley, and I live there with Jason. We drove from there to here today.” The vixen was 
not really familiar with the area, “Where is that? How far away is it?” The fox answered both 


questions, “It’s almost two hours away. We took the interstate. We came here to Florida just in 


case Alabama’s state police decided that they would come looking for us as well.” The vixen 
was confused, ““Why would the police be after you?” Arcades was not sure how many details he 
needed to give Jackie, “Let’s just say that the Foundation guys are trying to set something up. 
I’m hoping that they won’t get far with that little plan.” Jackie was familiar enough with the 
Omega Foundation, so she had a good enough idea of what Arcades was talking about, “I see.” 

After a somewhat extended moment of silence, the wolf spoke up, “We’ve been out here 
for a good while. Kurt, why don’t you check and see if anything happened back at home, yeah?” 
Arcades nodded, “Oh yeah. I probably should go and check that.” The fox reached into his shorts 
pocket and pulled out his Samsung Galaxy phone. After opening a camera application he had, he 
was able to see the interior of his store: Nothing seemed out of the ordinary, and the camera had 
nothing new to report in terms of motion-capture. After carefully inspecting the live camera feed, 
the fox was able to discern that it should be safe enough to return, “I think we’re good. All looks 
just like we left it, and the camera doesn’t have anything out of the ordinary to report.” After the 
fox disabled his phone and pocketed it, the vixen asked, “So, we’ll be heading there tonight?” 
Arcades nodded, “Yeah. Unless you can think of anywhere else you’d rather be.” Jackie looked 
around the surroundings, “This beach is nice and all, but I’d rather have a place to sleep tonight.” 
Arcades said, “We’ll give you a nice place to sleep. How about we get some dinner on the way 
back?” Jackie accepted the fox’s offer, “You’ll buy me dinner?” Arcades nodded, “Of course. 
We said we were going to take care of you.” Jackie smiled and expressed her gratitude once 
more, “Thank you so much, Kurt.” 

Arcades looked to the sky, and he could see that about an hour or two had passed since he 
arrived, “How much longer do we plan on staying out here? I think we should be good to come 


back home.” Though Arcades was the de facto party leader, he still asked the question because 


he wanted to get the opinions of both Jason and Jackie. The wolf was the one to reply first, 
“Whenever you’re ready, Kurt.” The fox looked over to the vixen and asked for her opinion, 
“How about you? Do you have anything you want to do out here before we get going?” Jackie 
shook her head, “No. Not really.” Arcades looked back at the beach, and he still could see that 
the water was populated with a decent number of people. The fox turned back to his party, “If 
you wanted to swim, we’d be able to wait for you.” Jackie replied, “I don’t have a towel or 
another set of clothes.” The fox said, “Sure thing. Were you planning on going swimming in the 
first place?” The vixen waited for a quick moment before speaking, “I probably would’ve liked 
to, but the people who dropped me off didn’t really give me a towel or anything. They kinda just 
left me here, all alone.” Arcades canted his head slightly, remembering the time he was 
abandoned himself, “Maybe we can come back another day or something?” The vixen decided to 
accept the fox’s proposal, “I’d be willing to give it a try.” The fox felt satisfied with the answer, 
“T guess that’s settled then. If you two are ready to go, then I guess we’d better get going.” 
Neither Jackie nor Jason presented any objection, so Arcades gave a nod and began to proceed 
back in the direction he came, “Right. Let’s go.” 

The three anthros walked back to the parking lot where they came from, and they all 
stayed relatively silent. Arcades tried to make some conversation to make the walk a bit more 
lively, “Hey Jackie, do you remember my gray Ford Mustang? I’m not sure if you’ve seen it or 
not.” The vixen did in fact remember seeing it when Bocchino and Jim got her out of Europe, “TI 
remember it going on the boat back to America.” Arcades was not expecting the vixen to 
remember the vehicle, “Oh really? Jason and I weren’t really there for the ride. We had a 
different way we got stateside. Did Bobby or Jim ever tell you what happened to us?” Jackie 


stated what she remembered, “I know that you both got taken away by those black cats.” The fox 


decided to tell the vixen a bit more information, “Yeah, some Foundation operatives found us 
and took us from those cats. They killed at least one of them if I remember correctly.” 

Jackie knew what it was like to be in the Foundation, “How long did they keep you?” 
Arcades replied, “We didn’t stay there for a long time. I escaped and got Jason out not too long 
after they brought us to their facility in the U.S.. After we both escaped, we got detained by the 
police, and that’s why you guys had to stop and pick us up. We didn’t technically do anything 
wrong, but they still detained us. I guess you could say it had a bit to do with us being anthros 
and at least one of us still chained up. It could also have to do with the fact that I was armed with 
a gun I got from the Foundation’s facility.” The vixen became curious, “Why did that happen?” 
Arcades filled in some more information for Jackie, but he was not sure as to exactly what the 
vixen was asking about, “Well, they put us in these restraints that used different keys. I was only 
able to find the keys to open mine, and they didn’t work on Jason’s set. The cops had to cut them 
off when they detained us. They held us until you guys stopped by to pick us up. Basically, we 
were there for that entire week you were on the boat coming back to America.” 

Jackie was a bit curious still, “Why did they keep you in jail? They didn’t charge you for 
anything, did they?” The fox shook his head, “No, but they did not want to let us go either. I’m 
not exactly sure why it had to go that way, but I guess that’s what happens if you’re an anthro.” 
The vixen, being a red fox herself, knew how it was to be both an anthro and a red fox in a world 
politically dominated by humans. She then spoke to Arcades yet again, “I remember that Bobby 
was making trouble with you. He’s not around anymore?” The fox replied, though he knew he 
already said that Bocchino was no longer part of his crew, “He left by himself. He wanted 
nothing more to do with me. Jim’s gone too, but he was more interested in just making sure that 


the Foundation was dealt with. He wasn’t really someone who wanted to be friends with us.” 


Though the vixen definitely knew that Bocchino was not in the most robust relationship with 
Arcades from what she could see, she never quite understood why, “What was Bobby’s issue 
with you, Kurt?” Arcades took a deep breath, and he tried to piece together the best way to 
explain the situation to Jackie. The fox attempted to speak at first, but he stopped himself, “Well, 
you see... The thing is... Uhh...” 

Arcades knew that he would be unable to explain the situation without describing what 
Jason had attempted to do, and the fox was not ready to just disclose such information if the wolf 
did not want Arcades to bring up the topic again. Before proceeding further with answering the 
question, the fox decided to ask Jason’s consent for him to tell the vixen, “Jason, is it alright with 
you if I say what happened?” The wolf already knew what Arcades was talking about despite the 
fox’s use of rather vague terminology to refer to a specific event. Having the event in mind, the 
wolf did hesitate for a split second, but he decided that he would give the fox consent to divulge 
the information, “I won’t mind, mate.” Despite the wolf’s response, Arcades was still not sure if 
the wolf would be embarrassed or offended, “Are you sure?” Jason replied again, but he did so 
less than the time it took for him to reply to the first question, “I’m alright with it. You told me I 
don’t have to feel guilty about it.” 

The fox addressed the wolf’s last point first, “It’s not really a matter of you feeling guilty 
about it. It’s just that it’s something that you don’t just tell people that often. Like take me for 
instance: I don’t have to feel guilty about what I do, but what happens to me isn’t necessarily a 
stranger’s business.” Jason then said, “She’s not a stranger, mate. She’s also been in the 
Foundation, so it can’t be that far from her comprehension.” Arcades replied, “I know she’s not a 
stranger. You know what, how about we wait until we’re in the car for this? I don’t really want 


to say too much in earshot of the general public. They wouldn’t understand it without the 


underlying context, and that would take way too long for me to get into. This is neither the place, 
nor is it the time to have this type of discussion.” Jason decided that Arcades was probably right, 
and that it would be better to get out of public earshot before speaking about personal events. He 
did not want to feel embarrassed if somebody eavesdropping heard Arcades reveal the event 
which eventually led to the discrepancy between him and Bocchino. 

The trio fell silent for the next couple of minutes as they reached the fox’s Ford Mustang, 
and the fox reached into his pocket to pull out the key fob. As the fox unlocked the doors, he 
spoke, “Our guest here gets the passenger seat. Jason, do you want to drive, or would you rather 
sit in the back?” The wolf responded to the choice the fox presented him with, “I guess I can 
drive on the way back. You drove me here.” The fox was willing to accept the wolf’s choice, so 
he entered the vehicle first by crawling into the rather small rear seat. The coupe was not really 
made to accommodate more than two passengers, but it was able to hold a third. Jackie entered 
the passenger seat, and she immediately found Jason’s boots left directly in front of the seat, 
“Are these yours, Jason?” The wolf looked over, and he could see the boots that the vixen was 
referring to. Jason nodded and took a seat in the driver seat, “Yeah. I reckon I should put those 
on before we get going.” Jackie handed the boots to the wolf, and Jason began to put them back 
on after putting the socks he left in his boots over his feet. Arcades handed the wolf the key fob, 
and Jason accepted it once he finished putting his footwear on. 

After all three anthros put on their seatbelts, Jason started the vehicle and began to drive 
out of the parking lot. Jason was not exactly sure where they were going at first, but Arcades 
took out his phone and asked, “Anything in particular you guys want to go for dinner? Or would 
you rather wait until we get closer to Foley?” Before anybody could reply, Arcades amended his 


question by rephrasing it, “How about I ask this instead: How hungry are both of you?” Jackie 


was the first to reply, “I can wait.” Jason followed shortly after, “Yeah, I’m not too hungry right 
now.” The fox gave a nod and then said, “Sure thing. All we need to do is just head west, get on 
the interstate, and we’ll be back in Foley in no time.” Jason did ask the fox a question, for he was 
not too familiar with the area they were in, “Erm... What’s the highway called, mate?” The fox 
replied rather quickly, “It’s Highway 98. All we need to do is just stay on it heading west, and 
it'll take us straight to Foley.” It did not take Jason too long to spot the sign pointing him towards 
the highway which Arcades mentioned, “Yeah, I think I see it now.” 

After a few minutes of driving, the fox remembered that he still should probably tell the 
vixen about what had happened with him to create the discourse he had with Bocchino. The fox 
asked the wolf one last time for his consent, “Jason, I’Il ask you this one last time: Are you 
alright with me telling her about it?” The wolf nodded and spoke, “Go ahead, mate.” Arcades 
took a deep breath and got the vixen’s attention, “Jackie, are you ready?” The vixen turned to her 
left enough that she was able to view the fox, “Sure.” Arcades began to speak, “Back in 2028, 
about a couple weeks before we encountered you again, Jason found out about my little -- 
interest in being restrained. He assumed that I was in it for sexual reasons, so he attempted to 
engage in sexual activity with me. Bobby found out and strongly urged that I get rid of Jason, but 
I wanted to give him a second chance. Quite frankly, I really can’t blame Jason for making the 
assumption in the first place. However, things aren’t always as they appear, so it’s easy for 
things to get mixed up. Anyways, I declined Bobby’s suggestion, and he then went on to assume 
I was in a homosexual relationship with Jason. This wasn’t true, but he still held onto it and 
wouldn’t let it go. After we took down the Foundation, he left our fold and we haven’t really 
seen him since. All we know is that he’s doing construction. Other than that, he’s gone, and we 


don’t talk to him anymore.” 


After the fox finished speaking, he waited to see what the vixen had to say in response. 
Jackie did reply after a few seconds of silence, “Wow. I didn’t know that’s what had happened.” 
Arcades gave a few quick nods and continued speaking, “The bad thing is that it happened in the 
middle of this Foundation issue. Bobby was more worried about dealing with us than dealing 
with the Foundation. You saw how he was when he was here with us. Anyways, it’s not that I 
can really blame Bobby for making that sort of assumption, either, but like I said, sometimes the 
truth is more than what meets the eye.” Jackie turned her attention to something specific which 
Arcades did say during his initial explanation, “You like being tied up, Kurt?” Arcades took a 
deep breath and his face did show a bit of embarrassment, but he decided to go on and answer 
the question anyways, “Yeah...” The next thing Jackie said was hardly a surprise for the fox, 
knowing how the Foundation operated, “Me too.” Arcades began to slowly shake his head, “Oh 
boy...” Jackie was wondering why the fox was acting the way he was, “What’s the matter, 
Kurt?” Arcades replied as he placed his thumb and index finger on the center of his face, “I just - 
- I don’t really like telling more people about all of that. It’s very embarrassing for me.” The 
vixen was not sure what the fox’s problem was, “Why? What’s wrong with it?” The fox shook 
his head, “I’m not doing anything wrong, but it’s just something weird in my opinion. I don’t 
really like for other people to have to deal with it.” Jason could tell that the fox was becoming 
uncomfortable, so he intervened, “Hey Kurt, isn’t that supposed to be a CDI jet?” 

Arcades did not entirely hear what the wolf said, “What’s that, Jason?” The wolf pointed 
at an object in the sky while he still continued to drive, “Over there. Is that a CDI jet?” Since the 
car’s roof was in the way, the fox had to duck down before he was able to see the flying object. 
Once he viewed the object, he was able to recognize it, “It’s an F-35, but I don’t think that’s one 


CDI has. It looks like it’s gray, and CDI doesn’t fly gray planes that I know of. I’m thinking it’s 


an aircraft from Eglin Air Force Base. That base ain’t too far from here.” The wolf then said, “TI 
think I saw a few of those when we took on that last Foundation facility. Do you remember 
that?” Arcades nodded and spoke, “Yeah, they had some of those on their carrier, but I don’t 
think that one is the same variant. The C model is compatible with the carrier, but the A and B 
variants are not. I don’t think Eglin has any F-35Cs, so I’d say that one is probably an F-35A. 
The B model is used by the US Marines, and Eglin is not a Marines base. Anyways, the A 
variant is the same type that the Royal Australian Air Force has. Though if we were closer to the 
jet, I'd probably be able to give you a more confident answer as to what variant it is. The F-35C 
has larger wings than the other two variants.” Once Jason saw that he had distracted both foxes 
from the previous topic, he deemed his goal to be a success. The wolf replied, “That’s very 
interesting, Kurt. How about we think about what we want to eat when we get back to Alabama, 
yeah?” Arcades agreed with Jason, “Ill go and see what our options are.” The fox pulled out his 


phone, and he began to look for restaurants they could go to. 


Chapter 6 


Learning the Ropes 


The rest of the car ride back to Foley was not too eventful. The group stopped at a local 
steakhouse on the way back right before crossing over state lines, and they did not encounter any 
issues on the remaining trip back to Arcades’ home. There was some light conversation, but it 
was just standard smalltalk with nothing too important as the point of discussion. By the time the 
group had arrived at their destination, it was just about nightfall, and the sky had only just a tad 
bit of sunlight left. After opening the garage door, Jason parked the Ford Mustang in the same 
spot where he and Arcades would have normally parked it. Since the Toyota 4Runner was still in 
the garage, there was only one spot where the wolf could park. After the wolf parked the vehicle, 
he disabled the engine and announced to the two foxes in the car that they had arrived, “We’re 
here.” Since the Mustang only had two doors, Arcades had to wait for one of the other two 
anthros to vacate their seats before he would be able to disembark from the vehicle for himself. 
The fox looked to Jackie and said, “Ladies first.” The vixen gave a slight chuckle as she opened 
the passenger door and stepped out of the vehicle. Arcades was now able to exit the vehicle for 
himself since the passenger seat was empty, but he decided to wait for Jason to vacate his seat as 
well. 

The wolf stepped out of the vehicle, and he closed the door behind him. Jackie did not 
close the door on her way out, so all Arcades had to do now is simply step over the center 


console and exit the vehicle. The fox carefully stepped over the console; he did not want to leave 


a footprint on it. Even though the fox’s feet were not that dirty, he did not want to make his car 
look dirty. He wanted his vehicle to last as long as possible, so he had to take good care of it to 
ensure its longevity. After the fox was able to step out of the car, he closed the passenger door, 
and he turned to see that Jackie was looking around the garage. The vixen commented on the 
state of the garage, “Looks pretty tidy in here. You guys keep it organized?” Arcades nodded, 
“Yeah. It’s easier to find what you’re looking for if everything is in a set location. We don’t keep 
much in the garage anyways. How about you follow us into the main building?” The door 
connecting the garage to the rest of the building was always unlocked; there was not really a 
need to keep it locked since nobody would really have access to the garage without having 
access to the vehicles on the inside. Jason opened up the door, and he entered. Arcades, on the 
other hand, opened the door, but he did not enter into the building. Instead, he waited for Jackie 
to enter while still holding the door for her. Once the vixen entered, the fox entered for himself 
and closed the door behind him. 

Jason flipped on the lights, and he turned around to wait for the other two foxes. Arcades 
walked down the hallway, and he directed Jackie to enter his storefront, “Come check this out.” 
The fox entered his main storefront, and he turned on the lights that would illuminate many of 
the various firearms he had on the walls. When the vixen entered the area, she stood in awe at all 
of the weapons the fox had on display, “Wow. That’s -- a lot.” Arcades smiled and said, “Most 
of them are for sale. The only ones that aren’t are the ones that I can’t sell.” The vixen was 
prepared to ask which guns Arcades could not sell, but she noticed a familiar looking weapon on 
the wall, “That gun looks like the one the Foundation guys had.” Arcades realized that Jackie 
was referring to the XMP-1. The fox approached the unique weapon and started speaking, 


“That’s because it is. We got that one from the Foundation. They call it the XMP-1. It’s really 


two guns in one: You’ve got your standard assault rifle on the bottom, and then you have an 
airburst grenade launcher on the top. It’s based on this one prototype weapon called the OICW. 
I’m not even sure if they still make these now since the Foundation lost their facilities.” 

The vixen studied the weapon with her eyes, “I remember they had those when I was in 
the Foundation. They looked so big and scary.” Arcades took the weapon off of the wall, “I can 
assure you that the weapon is not as scary as you may think. How about you hold it? Would that 
make you feel any better about it?” The vixen was rather intimidated by the look of the weapon, 
but she was willing to hold it, “I-I guess so.” Arcades could tell that Jackie was rather fearful of 
the weapon, and he began to wonder what all the Foundation did to her when she was in their 
custody. The fox held out the weapon, and the vixen took it off of him after a brief moment of 
hesitation. Jackie found the weapon to be heavier than she was expecting, but she was not even 
really sure what to expect in the first place since she had never held a firearm before. As the 
vixen tried to get a grip on the weapon that felt comfortable, she asked the fox a question, “So, 
how much does this one go for?” Arcades replied, “I can’t sell it -- not to any individual, that is. 
That weapon was made after May of 1986, and the law states that you cannot register any new 
fully-automatic weapon to an individual after that date. I could sell that gun to a company that 
holds the proper FFL and SOT clearance, but I’m not sure who would even buy it. I mainly have 
it there for display. I can’t find any ammunition for the airburst launcher, but the standard assault 
rifle part of that uses the same ammo that many of my other guns use.” 

The vixen did not understand the bulk of what Arcades told her, but she was beginning to 
feel a bit less intimidated by the weapon now that she found that it would not hurt her. Perhaps 
Jackie felt more at ease since Arcades was there rather than a member of the Omega 


Foundation’s Internal Security Group, but the fox’s presence did not entirely eliminate the 


vixen’s fear. After a few moments, Jackie relinquished the XMP-1 back to Arcades. The fox took 
the weapon back and questioned, “Done already?” The vixen did not give a reply, but Arcades 
did hang the weapon back on the wall where he took it from. After making sure the rifle was 
properly held by pegs on the wall, he asked the vixen, “These guns don’t scare you, do they?” 
Jackie looked down towards the ground and said, “They used those to scare us in the Foundation 
-- to make us do what they wanted.” The fox brought his hand underneath the vixen’s chin, and 
he lightly lifted her head up until her eyes met his, “They get their power from fear. Once you 
see through their act, they’re powerless. They want you to believe that the Foundation is 
something that you cannot escape from, but look what happened. We made it out of the 
Foundation, and we lived to tell the tale.” 

After the fox finished talking, he removed his hand from the vixen’s chin, and Jackie 
began to turn her head towards the floor again. The vixen said, “I’m not sure what I could’ve 
done. They had all the power over me. I was helpless.” Arcades knew what Jackie had felt, and 
he knew that he was not always able to handle such situations in the best way possible. The fox 
did present Jackie with an offer to perhaps help her conquer her fears, “Do you want me to teach 
you how to shoot?” The vixen slowly looked up at the fox, but her response indicated that she 
was rather indecisive, “Um...” Arcades reassured Jackie that she had nothing to be afraid of, 
“Don’t worry; I'll be there to make sure nothing goes wrong. You’ll be alright.” The vixen 
stopped to think for a moment, but she was feeling a bit better knowing that Arcades would be 
there to ensure her safety, “You’ll make sure I’m OK?” The fox nodded with a smile, “Of 
course. We told you that we’d take care of you, didn’t we? Once you take a couple shots, you’ ll 
know that there’s really nothing to it.” The vixen felt a bit more at ease thanks to Arcades’ 


repeated reassurance, “I think I’m alright with giving it a try.” 


Arcades nodded with approval, but he was not sure if Jackie was just agreeing to be 
courteous, “Yeah? If you’d rather not, then you don’t have to. I don’t want you to feel as if ’'m 
pressuring you or anything.” Jackie reaffirmed her previous statement, “You can teach me how 
to shoot a gun, Kurt. I trust you.” The fox nodded, and he knew that Jackie had made up her 
mind. The fox turned around, and he could see that Jason was just standing by the front counter 
listening to the entire exchange. The wolf asked, “Which’lI it be, Kurt?” Arcades spoke to Jason, 
“We'll do the most common firearms. Get my GRY, my Salient Glock, Kalashnikov AK-19, and 
a Springfield 1911.” Though the fox did request the more expensive variants of the AR-15 and 
Glock 17, they operated exactly the same as the cheaper models. The more expensive firearms 
made by Salient Arms International would mainly be lighter and more reliable than the standard 
models they were based off of. Though a base selection would still suffice, Arcades did not want 
to encounter any issues while teaching Jackie the way to use a firearm. The fox trusted that his 
premium firearms would have no issues in terms of their standard function. As Jason went to 
fetch the weapons the fox requested, Arcades himself went to collect ear and eye protection as 
well as some additional ammunition. 

After about ten minutes had passed, both Arcades and Jason gathered the necessary 
equipment, and they had put it on the front counter where they began to load three magazines for 
each weapon. Jackie sat by and watched as the fox and the wolf filled the magazines with such 
ease, and she began to wonder how long both Arcades and Jason had been doing these activities 
related to firearms for. It did not take long for both anthros to load twelve magazines total, and 
Arcades went to retrieve a small range bag to place the ammunition into. Meanwhile, Jason held 
both of the empty rifles and began to carry them outside. The vixen could not see the weapons in 


such detail since she was standing a good bit away, but she did recognize the AR-15 to an extent. 


After all, it was the same weapon Arcades had when he rescued Jackie from the Foundation for 
the second time. When the fox returned with the range bag, he started to load all of the 
magazines as well as the two empty handguns into the bag. Arcades zipped the bag up, and he 
held it with one hand while he grabbed ear and eye protection with his other hand. The fox stood 
in front of the door leading to the range when he turned and spoke to the vixen, “Are you ready?” 
Jackie acknowledged the fox and followed him outside, “Sure.” 

When the two foxes emerged from the other side of the building, they met Jason. The 
wolf had laid both of the rifles on one of the tables facing downrange. Arcades sat his bag of 
ammunition on the right side of the brass corral, and he made a suggestion to the wolf as well, 
“Here, let’s move those guns over here. We need to start off small with as much space as 
possible.” Jason obeyed the fox’s suggestion, and he brought both the AK-19 and the Salient 
GRY to the table which the fox left his range bag. The fox unzipped the bag, and he removed the 
Salient Arms Glock since it fired the smallest round out of the four weapons. He figured that it 
would be the best gun to start off with. Arcades’ Glock was far from stock: It originally began its 
life as a Gen 5 Glock 17 until the fox sent it in to Salient Arms International in Nevada for 
upgrades. The frame now featured stippling, the entire upper assembly was replaced with the 
Salient Arms Tier One slide and barrel kit, and the fox had even added an auto-sear to the 
handgun after he got it back from Salient Arms. Since the fox was legally considered a 
manufacturer of NFA weapons, he was allowed to modify his weapons to be fully-automatic, 
provided that he notified the ATF whenever he did such. Though Glock did offer the G18 and 
G18C models with fully-automatic capabilities from the factory, Arcades opted instead to simply 
replace the end plate with the auto-seared version to keep his installed upgrades. To the fox’s 


knowledge, Salient Arms International did not offer a Glock upgrade package based on the G18 


or G18C. Though the sear protruded from the rear of the handgun, all the fox had to do to switch 
between fire modes was just push the selector pin to either side of the sear. With the Trijicon 
RMR sight mounted on the rear of the pistol, Arcades’ Glock was practically a PDW instead of a 
simple handgun. It was pretty much just missing a shoulder stock at this point. 

The fox placed his custom G17 on the table, and he also placed one seventeen round 
9x19mm magazine beside it. After he did so, he looked downrange, and he could see that there 
was no target on any of the posts. As Arcades put his clear Oakley glasses on, he requested 
another favor from the wolf, “Can you go and put a paper target on the post in front of this 
station?” Jason gave a nod to the fox and proceeded to fetch the paper target and stapler. As the 
wolf went away, Arcades looked over to Jackie, and he could see that the vixen was standing 
several feet away from the shooting stations. The fox looked up, and he noticed that the lights 
illuminating the range were not on. Since it was getting dark outside, Arcades figured that he 
would turn on the lights so that Jackie would have an easier time seeing what he would teach her 
to do. Right before the fox went to go and turn the lights on, he spoke to the vixen, “Come up 
closer. These guns aren’t going to hurt you.” Jackie was a bit hesitant, but she did trust the fox 
and move forward to the shooting station. Arcades handed the vixen a pair of clear glasses, “Put 
these on. I’d hate for one of these casings to bounce off the sides here and hit you in the eye. 
They’re pretty hot when they fly off.” Jackie put on the glasses, and she also saw that the fox 
was handing her a pair of electronic hearing protectors. The vixen put the electronic plugs in her 
ears, and she noticed that they did not seem to inhibit her hearing that much. In fact, she was able 
to hear quieter sounds a bit better with the earplugs in. Arcades put an equivalent pair in his own 


ears before he went off to turn on the lights. 


Jackie stood by the wooden table, and she looked at the Glock that was sitting on the 
table. She looked to the right of the handgun, and she could see a single magazine loaded with 
seventeen rounds. The vixen never thought she was going to be shooting a gun in her lifetime, 
but here she was. Suddenly, the surroundings began to light up, and the vixen looked upwards to 
see that there was a light fixture mounted on the wooden ceiling of the small shooting deck. 
After a few moments, both Arcades and Jason returned to the vixen. Arcades was empty-handed, 
but the wolf carried a staple gun as well as a simple target. The fox stood next to the vixen, and 
he waited for the wolf to staple the target to the post before he would do anything with the 
weapon. When Jason finished, he came back and put on his own protective equipment. Even 
though the fox saw both Jackie and Jason put on their glasses and hearing protection, he still 
asked to confirm that they had the proper safety equipment on, “You guys have your glasses and 
earplugs in?” 

Jason sounded off first, “I sure do, mate.” Jackie replied a moment later, “Yes, Kurt.” 
Arcades gave a confident nod, and he was now ready to begin. Before going over anything, 
Arcades made sure to tell the vixen the fundamentals of firearm safety, “Alright Jackie. I want 
you to remember these guidelines first before we start: Firstly, always assume that any weapon 
you encounter is loaded. Plenty of accidents happen because somebody thinks a weapon is clear 
when it really isn’t. When you use a weapon, make sure you always keep your finger off of the 
trigger until you’re ready to fire. A negligent discharge can lead to all sorts of issues that nobody 
wants to deal with. Don’t point your weapon at anything you'd rather not shoot. If you will, think 
of it like a giant laser beam coming from the gun’s barrel. Being mindful about what you’re 
pointing your weapon at will reduce the risk of aiming at something that’s not a target. Finally, 


know what you want to shoot at, and also take into consideration what could be behind it. 


Blindly shooting at something isn’t a good idea, and most bullets are more than capable of going 
through things. That’s why we have this big mound of sand behind our targets to catch anything 
that penetrates. You get all of that?” 

The vixen looked down at the empty handgun, but she felt a bit overwhelmed by what 
Arcades had said. The fox realized that he would have to start a bit slowly, so he decided to go 
through the steps one by one, “How about this? Pick up that handgun from the table.” Jackie 
reached down and slowly grabbed the Glock. As the vixen held the handgun, she tried to figure 
out the best way to hold it; she had never held a Glock or any handgun before. Arcades moved in 
to help the vixen find a better grip on the weapon by placing his hands over hers, “Hold it like 
this.” After guiding the vixen’s hand, Arcades was able to help her hold the weapon in the proper 
way, “Make sure you hold onto that tightly with both hands. A loose grip makes it harder to keep 
control of any weapon you have.” As the fox took a step back, he could see that Jackie had 
already placed her finger inside of the trigger guard. Arcades intervened again, “Keep your index 
finger outside of the trigger guard before you’re ready to fire.” Jackie was not exactly sure what 
the fox was telling her to do, but she saw that her finger was basically touching the trigger. The 
vixen moved her finger outside of the trigger. The blue nail polish the vixen wore made it 
somewhat easier for the fox to tell what Jackie was touching since it contrasted with the black fur 
on her arms. Like most red foxes, Jackie had black fur on her forearms, hands, calves, and feet. 
The rest of her body had reddish-orange and white fur in a standard red fox pattern. 

Once Jackie’s index finger was outside of the trigger guard, Arcades reminded her of 
some of the other rules of gun safety, “Keep that pointed down the range. If you need to look at 
me to tell me something, move your head; not the gun.” Arcades walked behind the vixen, and 


he could see that she was pointing the handgun at the general direction of the target. However, he 


remembered that the red dot sight was not even on. The fox instructed the vixen to put the 
weapon back on the table so he would be able to enable the sight, “Alright. Put it back on the 
table for me.” Jackie put the weapon back on the table, and she saw that Arcades took it off of 
the table. Immediately, the vixen believed that she had done something wrong, “What did I do 
wrong?” Arcades shook his head, “No, I forgot to turn on the sights. You wouldn’t be able to see 
what you’re shooting at without them.” Jackie watched the fox as he pressed a button on the left 
side of the Trijicon RMR sight to enable it. Once Arcades turned on the sight, he placed the 
handgun back on the table. 

The fox felt that having the Glock start back on the table would allow for Jackie to try 
again to see if she would be able to respect the gun rules which were just taught to her. Arcades 
spoke, “Try it again. Pick up the weapon, and put the red dot in the center of the target.” The 
vixen picked up the weapon again, and she aimed it directly at the target that was ahead. Arcades 
saw that Jackie did not have her finger in the trigger guard, and he could tell that he was 
definitely making progress with teaching the vixen, “So far so good. Now, I’ve gotta help you 
with your form. Having proper balance while shooting makes it easier to stay on target.” Arcades 
stepped to the side of the vixen, and he looked down to see how she stood. Once again, the 
vixen’s nail polish on her feet made it easy for the fox to have a point of reference as to how 
Jackie was standing. Though Arcades knew from experience that shooting without footwear 
could be somewhat problematic if you happen to step on a hot shell casing, he never really ran 
into too many issues himself. The fox spoke to the vixen, “You are holding the receiver of the 
weapon with your right hand. Move your right foot backwards, and turn it about forty-five 
degrees to your right. When you do that, bring your left foot forwards and keep it straight. Lean 


forwards just a little bit when you do so.” Arcades stood by and watched as the vixen adopted a 


shooting stance. While keeping an eye on her feet, the fox was able to tell if Jackie had the 
stance correctly. Though her bushy fox tail did get in the way a little bit, Arcades did not lose 
sight of the vixen’s blue nail polish to see where her feet were pointed. 

To the fox’s surprise, Jackie had done it correctly the first time, “Excellent. That’s it, 
right there.” Arcades looked at the vixen, and he studied her pose to see if there was anything 
else she could do to make it better. The fox could not find anything specifically to comment on, 
“That right there is a shooting stance for shooting right-handed. I’m not going to get into 
shooting from the left hand since you’re just starting out, but I encourage you to remember that 
specific stance since it works for more weapons than just handguns. With rifles, all that changes 
is just the way you hold your arms and upper body.” Jackie stood with the handgun, and she was 
waiting for what the fox had to say to her next. Arcades gave the vixen another instruction, “Pull 
the trigger with the tip of your finger. Not your fingernail, but the pad on your finger tip that we 
anthros have.” The vixen was not sure if she was ready to fire the handgun quite yet, but she 
decided to trust the fox. Jackie placed the pad on her index finger in the middle of the trigger, 
and she pulled it back until she heard a click. The Glock did not fire. Arcades saw that the vixen 
looked as if she was bracing for the gunshot judging by the way she closed her eyes right before 
she pulled the trigger. When the handgun only emitted a click, the vixen looked back at the pistol 
to see that it did not fire. Jackie moved her finger off of the trigger, but the trigger did not reset; 
the hammer was still down. 

Arcades spoke to the vixen, “Keep your eyes open the best you can when you pull the 
trigger. The moment when you pull the trigger is usually the most important moment, so you 
want to make sure you know what you’re shooting at.” Jackie realized that she did close her eyes 


in anticipation; she did not know what to expect from firing a gun. Arcades gave the vixen more 


instruction, “I want you to grab the end of the slide with your left hand and pull backwards.” The 
vixen was not familiar with firearm terminology, “Slide?” Arcades came closer and pointed at 
the handgun’s slide, “This is called the slide because it moves back and forth as the weapon fires. 
It slides, if you know what I mean.” The fox then pointed to the RMR sight before speaking 
further, “Don’t pull it back by the sight. Though it may be tempting, it’s better to not get your 
fingerprints on the glass. Although it’s highly unlikely, there is also a small chance that pulling it 
with too much force will move it just enough that it won’t be aiming where the weapon is 
pointing.” Jackie was not sure where to grab the slide by, “What do I grab to pull it back?” 
Arcades brought the vixen’s attention to the serrations on the rear of the slide underneath where 
the RMR was mounted, “Here: That’s what these ridges are for. Grab it with your thumb, your 
index finger, and your middle finger. Hold on tight and pull it back quickly. Pull it as far as it’Il 
go back, and then you let it go after that. You’ll know you’ve done it right when the trigger 
resets to where it was before.” 

Once Arcades finished explaining the action to Jackie, the vixen did as the fox instructed: 
She grabbed the slide and racked it backwards. Before she knew it, the hammer was pulled back 
up, and the trigger also reset to its firing position. The slide also returned to its original position, 
and the vixen slowly took her left hand off of the slide and placed it back where she could grip it. 
Arcades was satisfied, “Nice. I think you’re ready.” The fox picked up one of the three Glock 
magazines, and he held it out just in reach of the vixen, “Pick up this magazine and place it into 
the pistol. It inserts into that fairly large hole in the bottom of the grip.” The vixen looked 
downwards, and she could see the magazine which Arcades held out for her to grab; the fox held 
it with the live rounds visible to the vixen. Jackie reached down with her left hand to grab the 


magazine, and she moved it to the bottom of the grip where the magwell was. The vixen looked 


at the weapon, and she saw as the magazine smoothly went into the magwell. Jackie pushed the 
magazine into the Glock until the magazine catch held onto the magazine for her. 

Arcades heard the magazine lock into place, “Excellent. Now, you need to chamber a 
round. You have to do this step manually. Pull the slide back just like we did a moment ago.” 
Beginning to get the hang of the weapon, Jackie pulled the slide back again, and she let it go 
once she found it would not go back any farther than it already was. The sound of the slide 
returning to its starting position sounded slightly different this time, but the vixen figured that it 
had to do with a round chambering into the weapon. Jackie stood by and kept her finger off of 
the trigger as she waited for Arcades to give her the go-ahead to fire at the target positioned 
about seven meters from her current position. The fox spoke once he saw that Jackie was 
prepared to fire, “Your weapon is hot: That means it is ready to fire. You see that dot on your 
sight? Aim it directly at the center of the target’s bullseye, and pull the trigger when you’re 
ready. Make sure you hold everything as tight as you can. The more control you have over the 
weapon, the more likely you are to hit your target. It’s going to make a bang of course, but you’Il 
be able to handle it. Take only one shot at the target. Fire when ready.” 

Jackie realized that Arcades had given her clearance to shoot at the target. The vixen 
placed the red dot directly over the bullseye, and she slowly brought her right index finger into 
the trigger guard. Remembering what she was taught, Jackie positioned the tip of her finger 
directly in the middle of the trigger. The vixen was not sure why the trigger of the Glock seemed 
to be split into two. Needless to say, Jackie was not familiar with the Safe Action trigger. The 
vixen slowly pulled the trigger, and she eventually made it to a point where she pulled the trigger 
far enough for the handgun to fire. As the bullet fired and left the barrel, the slide cycled 


backwards to chamber a new round as well as to eject the spent shell casing. Jackie could not 


help herself but flinch when she fired the handgun, but this reaction was completely normal for a 
novice shooter. Flinching was also somewhat common even for experienced shooters as well. 
After Jackie kept the weapon under control in her hands, she lifted her finger off of the trigger 
and found that it had reset by itself this time. The fox looked to see where the round had landed, 
“Everybody’s still alive, and you hit the target. That’s excellent. You hit upwards and to the left 
from the center, but the important thing is that you scored a hit. You’ll get better the more you 
shoot it. You did pretty good, especially for your first try.” 

Jackie liked hearing the positive reinforcement from Arcades; it was better than the sort 
of feedback the vixen got while she was in the Foundation. Arcades stood by, and he looked the 
vixen over to make sure that she was still maintaining a firm shooting stance. When the fox saw 
that Jackie did appear to be balanced enough while standing, he gave her more instruction, 
“Now, I want you to finish the rest of the magazine. You’re cleared to engage. Fire when ready.” 
The vixen aimed her sight back at the target, and she spent less time hesitating before she took 
another shot. The second shot seemed easier than the first one. Jackie fired another shot, and then 
another shot. She was spending less and less time between each shot, and Arcades found himself 
quite impressed with how comfortable the vixen seemed to be getting with shooting. After all, 
this was her first time ever shooting a gun at all. It took about forty seconds until Jackie depleted 
all of the ammunition that was in the magazine. The vixen realized that she had run out of 
ammunition when the handgun’s slide remained open and pulling the trigger did not make the 
weapon fire. Arcades spoke once he saw the slide lock backwards, ““You’ve reached the end of 
your magazine. Press the little button on the left side of the handgun with your thumb. The 


magazine will fall out.” Jackie looked at the handgun, and it did not take her but a few seconds to 


find the button which Arcades was talking about. The vixen depressed the button, and she 
watched as the empty magazine dropped freely from the handgun and landed on the table. 

With the empty magazine now lying on the table, Arcades held out his hand offering the 
vixen an opportunity to take the second magazine. The fox spoke, “You hit about ten of those 
shots from what I’ve counted. That’s not too shabby. That’s decent for your first time ever firing 
a gun. Take this magazine, and try it again. You look like you’re getting the hang of it.” Jackie 
grabbed the next magazine, and she inserted it into her handgun. With the next magazine in the 
weapon, Jackie saw that the slide remained open. The vixen looked at the handgun in confusion, 
and Arcades spoke again, “There are two ways you can proceed from here, but I’1l tell you the 
way that you’re the most familiar with so far. All you need to do to chamber a round is just pull 
the slide back like you’ve done so before.” Jackie grabbed the slide by the rear, and she pulled it 
backwards until it could not go any further. Since the slide was already locked backwards, the 
vixen did not have to pull it back that far until she let it go. The handgun now had a round 
chambered again, and Jackie heard the fox speak once again, “You’re ready to go again. Fire 
when ready.” 

Jackie spent even less time hesitating before she fired each round. The vixen also was 
already getting better at learning how to keep her weapon on target. It took Jackie about thirty- 
five seconds to deplete all of the ammunition in her second magazine. When the vixen saw that 
the slide locked backwards, she lowered the weapon slightly in order for her to see how she did 
in terms of accuracy. The target was peppered with bullets, and there was not really a discernible 
grouping pattern whatsoever since bullet holes seemed to be placed randomly around the target. 
Arcades spoke once the second magazine was empty, “You’re doing pretty good, Jackie. I 


counted twelve rounds on target. Your rounds are kind of scattered all around the target, but what 


counts for right now is that you hit the target. Shooting only gets easier the more you shoot.” The 
vixen displayed a small smile since she was feeling accomplished. Arcades was still holding 
another magazine for Jackie, “Do you want to do something fun, now?” Jackie was not sure what 
Arcades was talking about, “What do you mean?” Arcades shook the magazine to get the vixen’s 
attention, “Load this magazine into your handgun, but do not fire yet. I’11 show you what I 
mean.” Jackie took the magazine, inserted it into the Glock, and racked the slide back to chamber 
a round into the handgun. The vixen moved into a ready position, but she awaited Arcades’ 
instruction. 

The fox spoke, “You see that little thing sticking out from the back of the gun? There is a 
pin poking out of the left. All you need to do is push it until you see it come out of the right. 
You'll hear a click once it locks into position.” Jackie located the pin, and she pushed it the right 
with her left hand until it clicked into place. The vixen was not sure what she had toggled, but 
Arcades spoke, “That Glock will now fire fully-automatic. Make sure you hold on tight! You’re 
cleared to fire when you’re ready.” The vixen held the weapon tightly, and she did keep the fox’s 
warning in her mind. As she tried to tighten her grip on the weapon even more, she aimed a bit 
lower than the bullseye in order to compensate for some of the anticipated recoil she was 
expecting. Jackie had never fired a fully-automatic weapon before, but she did know that the 
muzzle did tend to climb a bit whenever she fired a shot. As the vixen prepared to fire, she 
braced herself and leaned forwards a bit to try and control the handgun better. Jackie pulled the 
trigger, and she both heard and felt the Glock fire in its fully-automatic setting. Within less than 
three seconds, the magazine had been entirely depleted. Seventeen rounds had never gone away 
so quickly for the vixen. When the slide locked backwards due to the magazine being empty, 


Jackie looked down at the handgun and removed the magazine from the pistol. Arcades came 


forth with a smile on his face, “How did you like that? Pretty fun, huh?” Jackie displayed a small 
smirk on her face and replied, “It was fun. How did I do?” 

Arcades looked at the target, but he had not really been counting whether or not the vixen 
was scoring any hits on the target, “I wasn’t paying attention to the target. I was more focused on 
watching you to make sure that you still had control of the weapon.” Jackie laid the empty 
weapon on the table and turned to the fox, “How well did I do keeping it under control?” The fox 
gave a nod, “You did pretty well. I don’t really recommend fully-automatic fire for anybody with 
those types of weapons since they’re kind of hard to use like that. Automatic fire is more fitting 
for a larger weapon such an emplacement. Those weapons tend to be more commonly mounted 
on bipods or even tripods, and you’re not really supposed to use them while standing up.” Jackie 
looked back at the empty Glock on the table, “Is that all for that gun?” The fox nodded, “Yeah, 
but we still have three other guns for you to use. Are you ready for the next one?” The vixen 
found that she did have quite a bit of fun using the Glock, so she decided that she was ready for 
the next gun, “Sure thing, Kurt. I’m ready.” Arcades smiled as he went to retrieve the Springfield 
1911 from the range bag. 

Arcades, Jackie, and Jason finally returned inside after the fox let the vixen have a chance 
at firing all of the weapons. Needless to say, Jackie learned a decent amount about firearms in 
the hour and a half that Arcades spent teaching her about the operation of the weapons. Jason sat 
the used weapons on the counter, and Arcades placed the bag he brought on the counter as well. 
The bag did feel a tad bit lighter without the ammunition loaded into the magazines, but it did 
not make too much of a noticeable difference. The fox asked the vixen about her experience, 
“Well, how did you like it? Which gun was your favorite?” Jackie replied, “That was really fun, 


thanks for showing me about it, Kurt. I liked that one long gun with the gold on it.” The fox 


knew that only one weapon he brought out there fit the description, “You mean my Salient 
GRY? Yeah, that one’s really nice to shoot. It’s also the most expensive weapon out of those 
four. Before the modifications I did to it, it cost me five hundred dollars shy of four grand.” The 
vixen raised her eyebrows, “I didn’t know those cost that much.” Arcades smiled and rested up 
against the counter next to Jason, “Yeah. Some of them do get that expensive. Believe it or not, 
some of these guns even cost more than that.” 

There was a brief moment of silence, but Jason broke it by asking Jackie a question, “Full 
auto’s pretty fun, ain’t it?” Jackie gave a nod, “It was a bit rough on my shoulder, but I had fun 
with it.” Arcades chuckled, “Hah, yeah. It does take some getting used to. It gets better the more 
you fire, but we don't fire fully-automatic that often. We also don’t really have too many of those 
guns to do that with. We mainly sell your standard civilian rifles and handguns. We have some 
submachine weapons as well, but we can’t really sell those either. We have those for people to 
rent.” Jackie looked at the wall of guns, but she was not really capable of picking out the 
submachine gun, “Do people like to rent that submarine gun?” Arcades smiled when he realized 
that Jackie did not pronounce ‘submachine gun’ correctly, “It’s a submachine gun. The one that 
gets rented out the most is the Heckler & Koch MPS5SD. It has a suppressor on it, and it fires 
fully-automatic. It’s had plenty of rounds go through it, and it’s still going. It’s a really fun gun 
to use. We can shoot it together another day if you’d like.” Jackie was entirely unfamiliar with 
the names of the weapons, so she did not know what the fox was even talking about. 
Nevertheless, she still agreed to the fox’s offer, “I think I can give it a shot.” Arcades nodded, 
“For sure. It’s getting a bit late to do that now, so we’d have to do that another day.” 

Jackie looked back outside, and she could see that it was practically dark outside. The 


vixen looked back at the fox’s range bag, and she could see the eye protection as well as some of 


the electronic earplugs on the table next to the bag. When Jackie looked at the bag, she could not 
help but remember another bag which looked oddly similar to the one she studied, “Say, Kurt?” 
Arcades brought his attention back to the vixen, “Yes?” When Jackie saw that the fox was 
listening, she spoke and pointed towards the range bag on the table, “Don’t you have another bag 
that looks like that?” Arcades looked at the range bag which the vixen pointed out, but he was 
not sure exactly what Jackie wanted to know, “Yeah, I have a few of them. They’re helpful for 
keeping some of your equipment in.” The vixen decided to narrow what she was actually asking 
for a bit more, “I remember seeing one like that when you guys got me out of the Foundation.” 
Arcades had a slight feeling he knew what Jackie was talking about, but he still avoided the 
topic, “I probably had a few of them. I still use them now for bringing gear to and from the 
range.” 

Jackie figured that she should just ask the fox what she wanted to ask directly, “Do you 
still have that one bag with all of your handcuffs in it?” Arcades had a feeling the vixen was 
going to ask this question, but he was doing everything he could to avoid it. Jason turned towards 
the fox, and the wolf was waiting to see what Arcades had to say. Though he was put on the spot, 
Arcades decided to answer the question truthfully, but he was not going to go any further, “Yes. I 
still have it.” Jackie asked the fox another question after the first answer was given, “Can I see 
it?” Before the fox gave his answer, he decided to ask the vixen’s reasoning since he was rather 
curious as to why Jackie was so curious as to what was in the bag, “What? Do you want to play 
with them or something?” The vixen’s response was completely unexpected, “Can I?” Arcades’ 
face was definitely rife with confusion, and the fox even turned to Jason as if the wolf knew what 
he was supposed to say. After staring at Jason for a few moments, Arcades asked the wolf, 


“Erm... Jason, do you want to participate?” The wolf’s response was a bit more collected, “If 


you'd like, Kurt. I don’t mind.” Arcades looked back at the vixen and said, “Well. I guess we can 
have a go. Follow me.” 

Arcades led Jackie and Jason into the room where the bag was stored, the room that the 
fox and wolf both shared to sleep in. When the three anthros entered the room, Arcades looked 
upwards to see the bag sitting on top of a drawer. The fox grabbed the bag and lowered it from 
the drawer. Arcades unzipped the bag, and he stepped back to let the vixen take a look, “There 
they are. I have a bit of a collection.” Jackie squatted down as she rummaged through many of 
the carbon steel restraints in the bag. The vixen asked a question, “So, Kurt. Do you put these on 
yourself?” Arcades spoke as he stood by Jackie, “I used to. Now, I have Jason for that.” The 
vixen stood up, “Quite a lot of these for just one fox to use.” Arcades scratched the back of his 
head, “I have a lot of those so I can try out a bunch of different combinations and everything.” 
Jackie became rather intrigued when the fox mentioned the word combination, “Combination? 
What’s your favorite combination?” Arcades replied by giving an offer, “Would you want to try 
it for yourself?” 

Jackie quickly made her decision, “Sure.” Arcades turned to Jason, and he already knew 
that the wolf knew what the fox’s preferred restraint combination was, “How about you put us 
both in it?” Jason said, “I can do that. Are you both ready now?” Arcades looked down at his 
current clothes, “I should probably change first.” Jason stepped aside, “Go ahead.” The fox 
walked past the wolf, and he opened a drawer to pull out a plain black t-shirt and a pair of high- 
cut Rhodesian Brushstroke shorts. The fox knew that Jackie was in the room, but like Jason, she 
had already seen him naked before. Arcades was not even stripping all the way down; he was 
just going to change his shirt and shorts. The fox spoke as he undid his belt, “If you’re looking 


for somebody to treat you like the Foundation did, you’re not going to get that from us. We don’t 


do that kind of stuff to anybody.” Arcades dropped his shorts to the ground and stepped out of 
them. The fox then proceeded to remove his polo shirt. After the fox discarded his shirt along 
with his previous pair of shorts, he spoke again, “All we are going to do is just restrain you, and 
we are not going to do anything more than that. You’re free to ask us to let you out whenever 
you'd like. We’re not going to keep you in it if you don’t want it.” 

The fox stepped into his Rhodesian Brushstroke shorts, and he pulled them up to his 
waist. The shorts covered the fox’s waist, but they left his legs almost entirely bare. Arcades took 
the black t-shirt, and he spoke as he donned it, “We’re not going to hurt you in any way. If you 
don’t like something or find something uncomfortable, just let us know, and we’ll let you out.” 
Jackie continued to watch the fox as he finished putting his shirt on. Once Arcades had put on his 
change of clothes, he asked the vixen one last question, “With all that in mind, do you still want 
to do this? We are not going to make you do this.” Jackie did not hesitate with her response, and 
it was indeed a quite confident response, “Yes.” Arcades considered asking her one last time, but 
he figured that she would just give the same answer. Since she was this eager, he did not really 
think she would revoke her consent just because the fox asked one too many times for her to 
confirm it. Arcades looked over to Jason as the fox placed his previous set of clothes on top of 
one of the beds, “I guess we’re ready.” The fox then turned to Jackie, “Well, do you want to go 
first, or does it not matter?” The vixen shrugged, “I don’t really care.” The fox turned back to the 
wolf and said, “Start with me first.” Jason acknowledged the fox and went to get the restraints 
out of the bag, “Sure thing, mate.” 

The wolf went down to grab something out of the fox’s bag, and Arcades instantly 
recognized what it was simply by the noise it made when Jason removed it. The wolf approached 


Arcades from behind and held out a Smith & Wesson M-1840 restraint chain. Arcades grabbed 


the Martin link, and he held it in front of his body as he waited for Jason to walk around his body 
until he reached the front of his waist. Jason threaded one of the chain links through the Martin 
link, and Arcades held the chain in place to prevent it from slipping off of the link. With the 
excess chain left dangling from the fox’s waist, Jason went back to the bag to retrieve a small 
Cuff-Key padlock. Using the keyring that he also obtained from the bag, the wolf unlocked the 
padlock using a standard handcuff key, and he then locked the last link of the dangling chain to 
the link directly above the fox’s tail. Though the dangling chain was secured away, Arcades still 
had to hold the chain on the Martin link until Jason could thread a set of handcuffs through the 
link itself. 

Arcades waited, but he did not turn around to watch the wolf grab the next set of 
restraints. Though the fox knew that he was completely free to turn around, he decided that he 
would just remain completely still. Within a short period of time, Jason returned to the fox, and 
he was holding a set of Smith & Wesson M-1850-1 transport restraints. The wolf threaded the 
Model 1-1 handcuffs through the Martin link, and he opened the cuff to allow the fox to place his 
own wrist into the restraint himself rather than forcing him to do so. After all, Arcades was not a 
captive to Jason. The fox calmly placed his wrist into the restraint, and Jason closed it down until 
it reached the point that the wolf knew Arcades would find the most comfortable. After repeating 
the process with the other wrist, the wolf used the opposite end of the handcuff key to depress 
the double-locking pins and prevent them from further tightening. Arcades’ hands were now 
locked directly in front of his waist, and he relaxed his hands since he knew that he no longer had 
to hold the Martin link into place. A pair of Smith & Wesson M-1900-1 leg irons still dangled 
from the thirty inch chain connecting it to the handcuffs, and Arcades’ ankles were currently 


free. The fox stepped forward, and he got on his knees on the bed and left his ankles dangling for 


the wolf to restrain them. Jason grabbed one of the dangling shackles, and he locked it around 
the fox’s thin ankles, only leaving one tooth on the bow exposed since he knew that Arcades 
found that amount of tightness to be the most comfortable for him. 

After repeating the process to the other ankle and double-locking both of the shackles, 
Arcades stood back up, and he turned around to face the wolf. Though Arcades definitely looked 
restrained enough, he was not quite done. Jason returned back to the bag, and he emerged 
moments later with a plain set of Taiwanese thumbcuffs. These thumbcuffs did not feature raised 
rivets, and they were completely slick. They were also unbranded and completely unmarked 
except for the word ‘Taiwan’ engraved on the point where the bow meets the pin on the frame 
which it rotates on. Arcades held out his cuffed hands, and he allowed for the wolf to lock his 
thumbs together. The wolf locked the thumbcuffs such that the bows were facing upwards; 
Arcades found it more comfortable that way with the serrations not biting into the top of his 
thumbs. Jason used the handcuff key to press the double-locking pin on the bottom of the 
thumbcuffs, and he stepped back away from the fox once more. Before the wolf could return 
back to the bag, the fox spoke, “Leave it loose enough for me to talk.” 

“You got it, mate,” Jason said as he went back to the bag to retrieve another device. 
Jackie was initially unsure of what Arcades was referring to, but she quickly realized what he 
meant when she saw the wolf carrying a fox muzzle. Arcades got down on his knees to make the 
muzzle easier for the wolf to apply, and he sat still as Jason proceeded to place the device over 
his mouth. When the wolf finished, he stepped away, and Arcades was still able to speak, 
“Thanks, Jason.” The fox stood up off of his knees when Jason finished, and he turned to face 
the vixen who was also in the room, “This is what I mean when I say my favorite combination. 


Do you still want to do this?” Surprisingly to Arcades, the response he received defied his 


expectations, “Yeah.” Arcades figured that the vixen would not want to proceed, but she still 
wanted to. The fox began to wonder what type of treatment she got in the Foundation. Despite 
Arcades’ interest in being restrained himself, he resented the idea of others being restrained, 
especially if they did not want to be in such a situation. Of course, the fox had no objection to 
restraining Jason, but he knew that the wolf enjoyed the activity just as he did. Arcades looked 
over to the wolf and said, “If that’s what she wants, then you can go ahead.” Jason looked back 
at Jackie before he looked down at the bag. The wolf reached down to retrieve an identical set of 
restraints to use them on the vixen. 

After the wolf finished restraining Jackie in an identical fashion as to what he did to 
Arcades, he took a step back and watched as the vixen began to move a bit closer to the fox. 
Arcades stood in silence; he was not sure what Jackie was planning on doing. Arcades made a 
suggestion to the vixen, “How about we take a seat here?” After he spoke, Jackie almost 
immediately got down on her knees in the middle of the floor. Arcades got down on his knees 
directly to the vixen’s right, and he asked, “This doesn’t bother you at all?” Jackie looked to her 
right and replied, “Nope.” Arcades studied the vixen’s body language: Her restrained hands were 
calmly resting on her thighs, her body curved forwards only slightly, and she was kneeling with 
her feet canted sideways. From what the fox could see, it seemed as if the vixen was telling him 
the truth; her body language did suggest that she was content with her current position. Arcades 
looked down at his own body for comparison, and his hands were calmly resting on his thighs as 
well. The fox also had his feet canted sideways as he knelt. Of course, the fox knew that he 
personally was content with the way he was restrained, but something just did not feel right 


about having somebody else in a similar manner with him. Arcades did not know if this 


acceptance was something the Foundation taught Jackie, or if it was something that she always 
had an affinity for. 

Jason stood behind both of the foxes, and he watched them as they sat in silence. The 
wolf looked back and forth at both Jackie and Arcades, and he was rather surprised with how 
similar their bodies looked. Though Jackie was a good few inches shorter than both of the male 
anthros, her body was about the same size as Arcades. Jason always knew that Arcades’ body did 
look strikingly feminine in a way, but the wolf was now able to see just how similar Arcades 
looked to a female with an actual vixen sitting directly next to him. The wolf continued looking 
back and forth at both anthros, and he could see more similarities than differences than both of 
them. Jason knew that back when he was a homosexual, he always had a strong attraction for 
feminine-looking males, but it was now when he realized just how feminine Arcades really 
looked. However, even with his small body, the fox still stood a whole inch taller than the wolf: 
Arcades was six feet tall. Jackie appeared to be about four inches shorter than the wolf, but Jason 
had not really had a way to check. At the same time, Arcades looked a bit different than he did 
back when he first saw the fox during his detainment by the Okaloosa County Sheriff’s Office. 
Perhaps being a grown fox for about twelve years made his body look just a bit more masculine 
than it did before. 

Jason paced back and forth a bit, and he still was wondering why the two foxes were 
silent. The wolf began to wonder why two foxes with such thin-framed bodies should be wearing 
such heavy restraints. It was not like they were even capable of offering any form of substantial 
resistance. After all, Jason himself was easily twice the size of Arcades, and Jackie was no match 
for him either. The wolf knew that he would be able to usurp practically any amount of power 


and authority he wanted over both of the foxes. He would not even have to restrain them to do 


such; they would be unable to overpower him. Jason knew that if he really wanted to, he would 
be able to simply not release the two foxes when they were done. At that point, they would be 
completely subject to the wolf’s mercy, and they would not be able to resist whatsoever. It’s not 
like they would be able to release themselves without the key. They would verbally protest, of 
course, but tightening the muzzles would prevent their pleas for release. Jason would be able to 
do whatever he wanted to his two foxes, and they would never be able to do anything provided 
the wolf did not release them from their restraints. Even if they were released, they still would 
have to overpower Jason, and that would be hard with just strength alone. 

Jason pushed the thoughts out of his head; he would never betray the trust of Arcades 
again, and he was still very grateful that the fox was willing to forgive him for what he did the 
first time. The wolf was mainly astounded by how easy it would be for him to turn the tables. 
The two foxes were trusting Jason that he would release them when they were ready, and he did 
feel good in a way that they were willing to trust such a responsibility to him. Jason knew that he 
did not deserve Arcades’ trust; After all, he was the one who betrayed Arcades only the second 
time the fox allowed for the wolf to restrain him. Jason remembered those images that he had 
seen over a decade ago, and he would have never expected for him to meet the very fox he 
pleasured himself to in person. He also would have never guessed that the same fox would 
forgive him for pleasuring himself to his own images. Jason thought about all the things Arcades 
had done for him, and he could not help but still feel guilty for taking advantage of him. The fox 
was not even naive about the wolf’s actions either; Arcades knew very well of what all the wolf 
had done. To Jason, the most astounding thing was that the fox was still willing to give him 
another chance. The wolf knew very well that he did not deserve the second chance he was 


given. 


Arcades finally broke the silence, “Well, this is it, really. I just stay like this for a little 
while until I’m ready to get out.” Jackie remained silent. The fox then said, ““You know, I don’t 
really desire for anybody to be like this.” The vixen looked to her right and asked, “Then why do 
you do it?” The fox sighed before he replied, “Eh... Sometimes I feel like I deserve it.” Jackie 
asked the fox another question, “Why would you think that?” Arcades looked down at his 
restrained hands and spoke, “Maybe it’s because I’m a fox. I'll never forget the time when I was 
told that I deserve nothing better than to be locked up and shut up.” The vixen, being a red fox 
herself, actually could relate in a way. Before she could say anything else, Arcades spoke again, 
“However, I know that I deserve much worse than that.” Jackie was beginning to wonder what 
the fox was talking about, ““What did you do?” The fox gave the chain around his waist a slight 
tug in order to become more comfortable, and he adjusted his position since the way he was 
kneeling was beginning to feel a bit uncomfortable due to the high arches of his feet causing him 
some discomfort from kneeling. 

Once Arcades finished getting comfortable enough, he replied, “We are all sinners. We 
have all fallen short of the Glory of God, and there’s nothing we can do to redeem ourselves.” 
The fox waited for a few seconds, but the vixen did not say anything. Arcades then said, “Jesus 
died for all of us so that we do not have to endure punishment; He took the punishment in our 
place. He paid for everybody’s sin from the past, present, and future.” Jackie finally asked a 
question, “If you don’t need to endure this, then why do you still do it?” Arcades looked to his 
left at the vixen, and he said, “I know this won’t change anything. To be honest, I just do it 
because I just happened to end up liking it. It’s nothing major or anything. It’s just something 
that I find myself coming back to do again from time to time. Besides, Jason likes doing it to me, 


so I let him. Nothing wrong is happening here.” The fox sat in silence again, and Jackie did not 


have anything to say in response. Arcades began talking once more, “You don’t have to do this, 
you know. I don’t have to do this either, but I decided to.” Jackie finally had something to say for 
herself, “I chose to do it as well.” Arcades now presented the vixen with a question, “Do you 
mind me asking you why?” Jackie sat in silence. Arcades looked at the vixen’s face. Though 
Jackie’s face was obstructed by the muzzle to some degree, he was still able to see her facial 
expression. The vixen had an expression which looked as if she knew Arcades would not like the 
answer she had to give. The fox’s eyes traveled downwards to view Jackie’s hands, and he could 
see that they were now clenched into fists. 

Realizing that Jackie was not exactly as calm as she was before, the fox turned his body 
far enough that he was able to look at the wolf standing behind the two, “Let her out, Jason.” The 
wolf was unsure of why the fox was asking him to free the vixen. The wolf did hold the keys in 
his hand, but he stood still. Arcades spoke again with a more firm voice, “Jason. Let her out.” 
Jason now realized that the fox’s request was beginning to sound rather urgent, so he moved 
forwards and began to free the vixen: He started by unlocking the thumbcuffs, the handcuffs, and 
he finally made the vixen stand up to remove the shackles from her legs. Jason unlocked the 
padlock securing the excess chain, and the loose link soon fell through the Martin link and 
landed on the floor. Jason moved behind the vixen and removed the muzzle as well. Within less 
than a minute, Jackie was completely free from all of the restraints she had consented to be put 
in. If anything, she did not explicitly consent to be released, but Arcades disregarded this detail. 
To the fox, it was currently more important to set Jackie free whether she desired to be set free or 
not. 

After Jason freed the vixen, Arcades stood up. Though the fox was still restrained 


himself, this factor did not seem to even bother him at this point. Arcades was very used to 


lacking freedom of movement, so he was accustomed to what he could and could not do with his 
body while it was bound in carbon steel. The fox, unable to outwardly extend his hands due to 
the chain keeping his hands at his waist, got the vixen’s attention by speaking, “Jackie. I know 
you've told us that you chose to go to the Foundation, but that doesn’t matter anymore. You’re 
not in the Foundation anymore, so you don’t need to think as if you are. It doesn’t matter what 
all they taught you in there. They can’t do anything to you here. You shouldn’t have to worry 
about that any longer.” Jackie looked away from Arcades; the fox could tell that she was very 
guilty about something. The fox figured that he wouldn’t get to know the problem as it stood, so 
he decided that it should be best for him to just calm the vixen down. 

Arcades came close enough to grab the vixen’s arm with his own restrained hands, and he 
brought Jackie closer to his bed, “Take a seat here.” Jackie took a seat, and Arcades sat down 
directly to her right again. The fox began to speak, “It doesn’t matter what all you’ve done. The 
Lord is still willing to forgive you for anything and everything that you might’ve done. You 
don’t need to keep holding on to this burden.” Jackie sat in silence and did not even acknowledge 
the fox who was speaking to her. The vixen looked straight down, closed her eyes, and she 
buried her face in her hands. Arcades was not sure if Jackie was even listening to him at this 
point. The fox looked to his right, and he could see that Jason was motioning him to follow the 
wolf. Arcades looked back at the vixen, but he figured that there was not anything else that he 
would be able to do. The fox stood up from the bed he was sitting on, and he approached Jason. 
The wolf did not say anything; he only opened the door and gestured that Arcades come with 
him. The fox followed. 

Jason closed the door, and he continued walking until he made it into the storefront. 


Arcades, still heavily bound, took a bit longer to reach the location Jason moved to, but he still 


arrived in a timely manner. The wolf spoke, ““What happened? Why did she just freeze up like 
that?” Arcades replied, “I’m not entirely sure.” The wolf then said, “Do you think it has 
something to do with the Foundation?” Arcades shrugged, “I mean, it could, but I don’t know 
what all they had done to her in there.” Jason sighed, “Well, by the looks of it, I’m thinking that 
it wasn’t that great.” The fox looked down at his shackled feet for a moment before looking back 
up at the wolf, “Perhaps. It may be better to avoid this type of stuff around her. I shouldn’t have 
even let this happen in the first place. I gave her every opportunity to change her mind, but -- 
mmph!” Jason interrupted the fox by squeezing the fox’s muzzle shut, “It’s not your fault, Kurt.” 
Arcades did not attempt to speak again once the wolf had shut him up. 

Jason finally released his grip from the muzzle on the fox’s face, and he waited to see if 
Arcades had anything to say at all. However, the fox was still remaining silent. Jason offered a 
suggestion, “How ‘bout we look at going to bed? It’s getting kind of late.” Arcades gave a nod, 
“Yeah... She’ll probably feel better in the morning.” The wolf reached into his pocket, and he 
pulled out the keyring, “Ready to get out of those?” Arcades gave another nod, but this one was 
less confident, “Go for it.” Jason inserted the key into the lower keyhole of the thumbcuffs and 
twisted it in one full rotation to undo the double lock. The wolf then took the key out of the 
lower slot and inserted it into the upper slot. After twisting the key to the left and to the right, 
Arcades’ thumbs were free from the restraints. Jason then inserted the key into the handcuffs on 
the fox’s wrists, and he released the fox fairly quickly. As Arcades removed the handcuffs from 
the Martin link, Jason knelt down to unlock the shackles around the fox’s ankles. Arcades 
removed the muzzle from his mouth by himself once he had free control of his arms, and he also 
removed the restraint chain from around his waist by himself since the padlock only secured the 


excess chain. 


Arcades gathered up all of the restraints the wolf had used on him, and he held them in 
his newly freed hands. Arcades looked at the clothes the wolf wore, “How about you get yourself 
changed?” Jason gave a nod of acknowledgement, “Strewth. I’ll get right on it.” Jason extended 
his hand to give Arcades the keyring, and the fox took the keys. Arcades spoke, “I’ll put these 
up. [ll let Jackie sleep in my bed for tonight. Do you mind sharing your bed with me?” Jason 
quickly accepted the fox’s offer, “Yeah, for sure. Not a problem. I’ll get right to it, mate.” The 
fox, now holding the restraints he was previously wearing, returned back into the room which he 
had just exited. Jason followed suit, and the wolf went to grab his nightwear. Arcades packed up 
all of the restraints that he had, and he also placed the restraints that were discarded on the 
ground in the bag as well. The fox zipped up the bag once it was all packed up, and he lifted it 
back up to where he usually kept it. Arcades turned around to see how Jackie was doing, and he 
saw that the vixen was still in the same place. The fox approached Jackie, and he said, “You can 
sleep here tonight. Sounds good?” Though the vixen did not say anything, she did nod her head 
to let Arcades know that she acknowledged him. The fox looked up, and he saw that the wolf had 
already exited the room; he had grabbed his nightwear. Arcades opened a dresser to grab his own 
nightwear, and he removed the shirt and shorts which he currently wore. The fox, now wearing 
only his underwear, placed his last set of clothes back into a dresser, and he donned his 
nightwear. Arcades exited the room to go and brush his teeth. 

When Jason and Arcades both finished with their hygienic routine for the night, they both 
entered the room to find that Jackie was already asleep in the fox’s bed. The wolf spoke quietly 
to the fox, “Looks like she’s tired.” Arcades gave a nod and also replied quietly as to not wake 
the vixen, “Yeah. I wonder if what she told us when we found her was true.” Both anthros 


approached the wolf’s bed, and Jason spoke again, “It’s not like it makes too much of a 


difference if it was true or not, right?” Arcades agreed with the wolf, “I know, but still. That’s 
not the ideal scenario to be in.” Jason pulled the covers down on the bed, and he climbed inside. 
The fox climbed inside the bed as well, and once both anthros were in the bed together, Jason 
pulled the covers up. Arcades spoke, “I'll say the prayer for tonight unless you’d rather.” The 
wolf did not present any objection, “It’s all yours, mate.” Arcades nodded and closed his eyes, 
“Dear Heavenly Father, we want to thank You for this day that You’ve given us. We want to 
thank You for us finding Jackie here, today, and we pray that You will open her heart to Your 
grace. We pray that she will come to seek Your forgiveness, and we also pray that You’ll set her 
at peace with the issues that she is having. We pray that You will protect us from the men sent to 
find us, and we pray that You will watch over us and bless us with Your guidance and most 
valuable wisdom. We pray that You will show us the path, and that You will let us know what 
You want us to do. In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit -- Amen.” Once the 
fox finished the prayer, Jason echoed the last word of it, “Amen.” Arcades opened his eyes, and 
he saw that the wolf was looking directly at him. Jason began to close his eyes again, 
“Goodnight, Kurt. I love you.” Arcades closed his eyes as well, “I love you too, Jason. Sleep 


well.” 


Chapter 7 


Mobile Task Group 


A black GMC Savana proceeded down the semi-remote road which led to Arcades’ 
home. Inside of the van’s cargo compartment were eight humans making their preparations for 
their mission. Each member of the team wore custom Crye Precision G4 Kryptek Obskura Nox 
combat uniforms, black MTEK FLUX ballistic helmets with Multicam Black helmet covers, 
Multicam Black MOS Tactical SPAV-W plate carriers, and Multicam Black HSGI Sure-Grip 
battle belts. Each operative also wore black L3Harris EOTech Fused GPNVG night vision 
goggles. As the operatives checked their equipment, they began to make sure their weapons were 
also ready for their mission. Four humans carried LWRC SMG-45s, two carried Heckler & Koch 
HK337s, and the remaining operatives wielded M4A1 lowers mounted with Brownells AR-18 
upper receivers chambered in .300 BLK. Each weapon was suppressed, and all of the 
ammunition for each weapon had a subsonic load of gunpowder. Overall, four humans would use 
submachine weapons chambered in 45 ACP, and the rest would use short-barreled rifles 
chambered in .300 BLK. 

The leader of the squad spoke over the radio using his 3M PELTOR Comtac VI headset 
and his L3Harris Falcon III radio, “Sorcerer, this is Rho-1-Actual. Mobile Task Group Rho-1 is 
inbound to the target location: ETA five minutes. Over.” The mission controller replied to the 
squad leader, “Affirmative, Rho-1-Actual. This is Sorcerer. The target is likely to have one 


accomplice. The target must be taken alive, but you are free to terminate the accomplice. How 


copy? Over.” Rho-1-Actual replied to the controller, “Solid copy, Sorcerer. Just to confirm, the 
target we need alive is a black and white furred fox? Over.” Sorcerer replied moments later, 
“Affirmative, Rho-1-Actual. Capture the fox alive. Other reports suggest that he may be 
accompanied by a gray wolf. You are clear to terminate the gray wolf with extreme prejudice. 
Over.” Rho-1-Actual believed that he understood the mission well enough, “Rho-1-Actual copies 
all. Proceeding with the mission. Out.” 

The human relayed the information to the rest of the squad, “Listen up! The fox must be 
taken alive. Terminate anybody else. Everybody got that?” The other members of the squad gave 
their unanimous acknowledgements. Rho-1-Actual held the HK337 in his gloved hands, and he 
gave the suppressor on the barrel of the weapon a nice tug to make sure that it was properly 
seated. Since each member of the squad was wearing night vision goggles, they all had infrared 
lasers attached to their weapons, and their weapons also had L3Harris EOTech HWS 552 sights 
mounted on the top rails. As each member of the squad toggled the infrared lasers, they lit up, 
but they were only visible to the members of the squad wearing night optic devices. Rho-1- 
Actual spoke to the squad again, “Equipment checks out?” Each squad member pointed the laser 
of their primary weapon at the ceiling of the van, and the squad leader was able to see that all of 
the lasers were indeed visible. After the squad collectively finished their preparations for their 
deployment, all they had to do now was just wait to arrive at their destination. 

After about five minutes, the van pulled to a stop a little bit away from Arcades’ home; 
the Mobile Task Group was not about to give the fox a heads up and time to prepare. The rear 
doors of the van opened up, and the eight members of MTG exited the van, leaving the driver as 
the only remaining occupant of the vehicle. Since all of their weapons were checked and loaded, 


all they would have to do is simply disable the safeties on their weapons before firing. The squad 


of eight broke up into two fireteams of four, and they each contained two riflemen as well as two 
submachine gunners. The first fireteam moved to stack up in front of the front door, and the 
second fireteam moved around to build an entrance team that would be breaching at the rear of 
the building. The leader of the second fireteam spoke over the radio once the group was in 
position at the rear door, “This is Rho-1-5. We are ready to breach. Rho-1-Actual, what is your 
status? Over.” Rho-1-Actual and his fireteam had already stacked up at the front door, “This is 
Rho-1-Actual. We are ready to breach as well. Standby for breaching time.” Rho-1-Actual 
checked his watch on his left wrist, and he could see that the current mission had only lasted one 
minute and thirty seconds. Since the squad all had their watches synchronized, the squad leader 
was able to tell the other members of the squad precisely when to make entry, “All units, this is 
Rho-1-Actual, breach on exactly the two minute mark. Over.” After the squad collectively 
agreed on the time, all they had to do now was just wait for the clock to count down the seconds 
until they would make their entry. 

All three anthros suddenly awoke to the sound of glass breaking, and Arcades 
immediately rolled out of the bed. Jason had heard the noise as well, and the wolf was already 
reaching under the bed to pull out an ATI Bulldog shotgun. Jason shouldered the bullpup 
shotgun, but he did not take it off of the safety setting yet. Arcades, figuring that he may be 
dealing with a group of armed intruders given the events in the previous night, went to grab a 
weapon he had hidden in a drawer. As the fox opened the drawer, Jackie stood up, and she 
prepared to ask the other two anthros what was going on. However, the vixen knew that doing so 
would blow their cover and give the intruders an idea of where they were in the building. 
Arcades tried to make as little noise as he could, and it was getting a bit difficult for the fox since 


his arms were beginning to tremble under the sudden stress of the situation. Fortunately, Arcades 


was able to grab a Heckler & Koch MP7A1 from the drawer, and he extended the stock, 
deployed the integrated vertical foregrip, and toggled the Trijicon MRO he had on the top rail of 
the submachine gun. Arcades was the proud owner of one of the few privately-owned Heckler & 
Koch MP7s in the United States. If the fox remembered correctly, there were less than one dozen 
MP7s owned by private American companies, and he was one of those owners. 

Right after Arcades shouldered the MP7 and performed a quick check of the chamber to 
make sure that there was a round ready to fire loaded in the weapon. Jason had moved closer to 
the door, and he trained his shotgun’s sights on the front door itself. The wolf could already see 
an arm clad in dark camouflage attempting to open the door from the outside through the broken 
glass, but he was not ready to open fire yet. Arcades moved up to the wolf, and he moved to the 
other side of the doorway after transitioning the weapon to his left shoulder. Since the MP7 was 
a rather light weapon, it was easy for the fox to manipulate it to train it on the doorway from the 
rather unusual position he was standing. The MP7 was equipped with a SureFire flashlight, and 
the ATI Bulldog had a Streamlight 88089. Despite the fact the weapons were both equipped with 
the lights, neither of them were enabled since enabling the flashlights would definitely give away 
their positions. Though the wall would not provide ballistic cover for Arcades, it would provide 
him with ample visual cover; the less his enemies saw him, the better. Jackie stood in silence 
behind the two anthros, and she did look rather concerned. However, she was not too terribly 
worried since she believed that Jason and Arcades would be able to ward off the current threat at 
large. Fortunately for the anthros, they were on the defensive, so they did not need to advance on 
their enemies. They had one advantage, at least. However, they were very underequipped: Both 
anthros were wearing only a t-shirt and shorts, and they had no ammunition beyond what was 


already loaded in their magazines. 


The door finally sprung open, and the first MTG member emerged through the doorway, 
already facing the wrong direction. As soon as the operative turned to his right and raised his 
HK337, Jason flipped off the weapon’s safety, and he fired one shot at the operative. Since the 
Mobile Task Group was equipped with plate carriers holding NIJ rated Level III+ armor plates, 
the shotgun was not enough to harm the human. However, the human instantly fell backwards, 
and the air from his lungs was knocked from his body as the impact of the shotgun knocked him 
off his balance. Arcades immediately noticed that the men were wearing night vision goggles, so 
he turned on the flashlight of his MP7 and quickly flipped the selector switch to fully-automatic. 
The blast from the shotgun was very loud, and since Arcades was standing so close to it when 
Jason fired, all he was able to hear was ringing in his ears once the firearm was discharged. The 
wolf fired a couple more shots at the humans entering the building, and he turned on his 
flashlight as well to hopefully damage the operators’ $30,000+ night vision goggles. It did not 
take long before the humans began to return fire, however they were having difficulties aiming 
since a bright light was now shining directly into their night optical devices. Multiple rounds of 
.300 BLK ricocheted off of the walls and floor, and some of them began to penetrate some of the 
walls. Jackie watched a few rounds fly right past her, and frightened by the near miss, the vixen 
almost immediately dove to go prone on the ground. 

Arcades also lowered his stance as he saw the rounds impacting around him, but the wolf 
did not lower his own position. Jason actually stood out of his visual cover, and he now fired his 
shotgun from the middle of the hallway, hitting a few more of the men. The extended magazine 
in Jason’s ATI Bulldog held twenty rounds, and he had already fired off about half of the shells 
in his shotgun. Arcades transitioned into a prone position, and he finally put aside his hesitations 


and began to fire in bursts into the dispersing group of MTG operatives. The fox was still unable 


to hear anything; the ringing of his ears were louder than the suppressed gunshots being fired by 
the humans inside the building with him. Arcades’ flashlight proved to be rather effective since 
he could see that there were five humans sprawled out on the ground with varying degrees of 
injury. The fox did not know how hurt the men were; for all he knew, they could have just taken 
a couple rounds to their plate carriers and had collapsed from the sudden impact of a shotgun 
blast to the chest. He had fired a couple rounds into some of the collapsing men himself, and his 
MP7 was equipped with armor-piercing ammunition. However, Arcades doubted that his 
ammunition would pierce anything rated higher than NIJ Level IIIA, and judging by the 
equipment that the intruders wore, they likely were equipped with superior armor. 

Jason paused his hail of gunfire as he looked down to examine the situation as it stood: 
There were five armed humans sprawled out on the ground, but the wolf did not know how many 
people had entered the building in total. Little did Jason know that there were still three more 
operatives who had entered from the other entrance and had not tried to advance on the hallway. 
The wolf’s ears were ringing themselves, so he was unable to hear if there were any other people 
in the building besides the ones who were already downed. Jason could still see three of the five 
men still stirring, and one of them reached into his polymer Safariland holster to pull out a 
suppressed Agency Arms Glock 17. The human pushed his night vision goggles upwards with 
his left hand before returning his hand to his weapon to try and fire at the wolf. Unfortunately for 
the human, Jason reacted first, and he shot the human directly in the face. The human was not 
dead from the blast, but he was now blind since the shotgun pellets tore apart his eyeballs. The 
operative screamed out in pain, and he dropped his Glock as he instinctively brought his 


Mechanix gloved hands to his eyes to try and get whatever just hit him in the eyes out. The 


operative may not have gone blind if he wore the ESS Crossbow glasses that a few of his 
colleagues wore. 

Jason briefly removed the magazine from his Turkish-made shotgun to check the 
remaining ammunition, but he forgot to move out of the hallway before doing so. Since the 
intruders were wearing 3M PELTOR Comtac VII headsets, they were able to hear the sound of 
the magazine as it was removed from the bullpup weapon. One MTG operative pushed up his 
night vision goggles, toggled the light on his rifle to output visible light, and he quickly rushed 
the comer with his sights set to kill the wolf. However, Arcades saw the beam of light 
approaching, and he held down the trigger as soon as he saw a figure emerge into the hallway. 
The MP7 dispensed about eight rounds as the fox held the trigger, and five of those rounds 
impacted the human’s arms. The other two rounds hit the human in the plate carrier, and he 
yelped as he lost control of the weapon, blindly firing it into the ceiling. Before the MTG 
member could retreat, Jason had pulled the trigger and blasted the human in the helmet with the 
shotgun round he still had loaded in the chamber. With another pair of $30,000+ night vision 
equipment gone to waste, the human dived out of the way to avoid any further bodily injury, and 
there were now only two MTG members who were not injured. The wolf inserted the magazine 
back into the shotgun, and he pulled the AR-15 styled charging handle to chamber a new round 
into the shotgun. Though he would normally press the bolt catch paddle, the wolf did not have a 
magazine inserted into the shotgun when he last fired it, so the bolt was not locked backwards. 

Arcades got up from his prone position, and he moved to a kneeling position. The fox 
still held his sights on the doorway; he still did not know if the building had been secured or if 
there were still hostiles inside. The last remaining MTG members who were not incapacitated 


had a general idea of where the gunfire was coming from. The human operatives held up their 


weapons, and they aimed somewhere at the wall where they believed that either of the two 
anthros were standing. One operative carried the AR-15 with the Brownells upper receiver, and 
the other operative carried the LWRC SMG-45. Only the .300 BLK would be able to penetrate 
the walls, so the human wielding the SMG-45 would have to wait with the weapon pointed at the 
doorway to see if anybody would emerge. As the building fell silent again, the operative holding 
the rifle began to fire at the walls in an irregular pattern, hoping that at least a few of his rounds 
would hit something. Jason took a knee as he saw multiple rounds impact the walls around him, 
but he still did not keep his eyes trained off of the doorway. 

Arcades knew that he would have to do something about the remaining operatives, so he 
decided to do something extremely risky. The fox stook up, and he disabled the flashlight on his 
MP7. Arcades firmly grasped the vertical foregrip with his left hand, and he sprinted through the 
hallway while having his upper body turned to the right. When the fox emerged from the 
hallway, he held down the trigger and shot both of the men before they were able to react to him. 
Despite the fact that the submachine gunner was anticipating an anthro to pop out of the hallway, 
he simply was unable to hit the moving target fast enough. The human did fire his SMG-45 as he 
saw motion, but he could not keep up with the sprinting fox. Both humans collapsed to the 
ground, and Arcades looked around in his storefront as he tried to see if there were anymore 
attackers in his building. The fox checked every corner he could, and he did step over a few of 
the humans who were now moaning in pain. 

Arcades was pretty sure that none of the humans died from their injuries, but they were 
definitely hurting. As the fox walked around his store, he caught a glimpse of a black van that 
was outside. Arcades opened the door while avoiding the broken glass on the ground, and he 


looked at the van driver as the driver turned on the headlights and slammed on the gas. The van 


seemed as if it was going to run over the fox, so Arcades instinctively raised his weapon and 
fired all of the remaining ammunition at the vehicle. The van took a couple shots, and the 
driver’s hand was also struck by a round. The van driver yanked the steering wheel to the left as 
he felt the bullet hit his hand, but he found that he was now going to collide with the building 
itself. The driver, unable to stop, directly impacted into the building. 

The vehicle’s airbags deployed, but the driver was dazed from the impact. Arcades’ MP7 
no longer had any ammunition in it, and the bolt was locked backwards. The fox turned the 
SureFire light on his personal defense weapon back on, and he shined it directly at the driver’s 
door of the van. Arcades slowly advanced on the van, but he knew that he would not be able to 
fire back if the driver was armed. The fox stood in front of the van, and he could see the human 
driver grasping his head as he tried to collect himself after the impact. Arcades pointed the light 
at the driver and yelled, “Step out of the van!” Unfortunately for the fox, his voice hardly 
sounded intimidating. Arcades knew that the empty weapon in his hands was doing more harm 
than good, so he quickly retreated back into the building. As the fox stepped inside, he ran into 
Jason, and he found that the wolf had almost pulled the trigger while aiming at the fox. The wolf 
exclaimed, “Fuckin’ hell! I almost pulled the bloody trigger on ya!” Arcades spoke to the wolf, 
“The escape driver or somebody crashed directly into the building. My gun’s dry, so I came here 
to get another.” 

Before the wolf could say anything else, Arcades grabbed his Salient GRY that was still 
sitting on the counter from earlier, and he grabbed a magazine that he kept under his desk before 
putting it into the rifle and racking the Radian Raptor charging handle installed in the rifle. 
Arcades discarded his MP7 on the counter, and he did not even bother to drop the bolt before 


doing so. Before the fox went back outside, he grabbed two spare magazines and stuffed them 


into the waistband of his high-cut pyjama shorts since they lacked pockets. Jason decided that he 
would swap his weapon out as well, so he grabbed a CZ BREN 2 from one of the gun racks and 
then went to the other side of the storefront to retrieve three loaded Magpul PMAGs. The wolf 
placed one of the magazines into his rifle, and he pulled the charging handle back to chamber a 
round into the rifle. With both the wolf and the fox now armed, they would have to make sure 
that they did not lose their tactical advantage. 

Arcades jumped back outside again, and he turned on his EOTech EXPS3 sight before 
pushing the G43 magnifier out of the way. The fox turned on the visible flashlight on his PEQ-15 
laser/light module, and he stared directly into the van yet again as he approached it at a rather 
quick pace. This time, Arcades saw the man inside of the van draw a weapon from within the 
vehicle. For only a split second the fox could see a Smith & Wesson M&P45 emerge from the 
window, and he instantly began to fire at the van. His first two shots missed; one of his shots did 
not even hit the van at all. The other shot hit the door of the van, but Arcades watched as the 
driver went limp and dropped the weapon onto the ground. The fox continued to stare at the van, 
and he now began to realize that he may have just killed somebody. Arcades shook his head; he 
knew that this was no time to think about whether or not he took somebody else’s life. The fox 
knew that killing in self-defense was justified, and that was just what he did; However, Arcades 
was not used to taking life himself. The fox now knew without a shadow of a doubt that his place 
was definitely compromised. He knew that not only would more unbadged men likely come to 
his house, but he also knew that he would likely be framed as some sort of killer from this 
invasion. The police would definitely detain him practically for an indefinite period of time if he 
was caught, and Arcades knew that if he was incarcerated, it would be a matter of time before 


these Foundation operatives or whoever they were would be able to take him away. The fox was 


in a race against time yet again. He had to get as much as a head start as he possibly could, so he 
immediately rushed back to the building to meet with Jason again. 

“Jason!” Arcades announced as he went back into his home. When the fox stepped inside, 
he saw the wolf taking the weapons from the incapacitated Mobile Task Group members. Jason 
had already collected several handguns and primary weapons, and he was laying them all on the 
front counter. Though a few of the humans had already succumbed to their injuries, a few of the 
men were still alive, but they were too injured to do anything but sit and writhe in their pain. 
Arcades looked at the men who appeared to be still alive, and he figured that he should at least 
try and give them medical attention if possible. Before Arcades began, he gave the wolf an order, 
“Jason. Load up our cars with everything that you can pack in there. We are leaving tonight. Get 
the essentials first, and then put as many weapons as you can fit in them.” The wolf turned back 
to Arcades and acknowledged him, “Got it, Kurt.” After leaving his Salient GRY on the counter, 
the fox started by approaching a human who was sitting with his back against the wall. There 
was a small pool of blood accumulating under him, but Arcades squatted down to remove the 
human’s helmet. The fox undid the chin strap, and he pulled the entire helmet and headset from 
the human’s head. The human was wearing a black balaclava as well, so the fox removed the 
operative’s ESS Crossbow glasses and mask. After the fox had removed all of the human’s 
headwear, he rubbed his hand along the human’s cheek to try and get his attention, “Hello? Can 
you hear me?” The human’s eyes were halfway opened, but his eyes still appeared to track 
Arcades as the fox waved his hand in front of the operative’s face. The fox asked another 
question, “Are you conscious?” The human rolled his head around, it was clear to the fox that the 


operative was in great pain. 


Arcades knew that he would be unable to do anything if the human was still wearing the 
plate carrier. After all, he did not even know where the human had been shot from. The fox lifted 
up the front MOLLE panel, and he undid the cumberbund of the plate carrier. After 
disconnecting the radio from the headset, Arcades was able to lift the armor carrier from the 
human’s body. The fox tossed the tactical gear aside, and he started to feel the human to see if he 
could locate any sort of injury. After a quick bit of feeling for injury, the fox found out that the 
human had been shot multiple times in the arms and legs. Arcades knew that such injuries would 
likely become fatal, especially since the human was quite unresponsive already, but he decided 
to do what he could. The fox stood up to retrieve a first aid kit, and when he came back, he 
noticed that the human was already slumped over. Arcades felt the human for a pulse, but he 
could not feel anything. The fox believed that the human had become deceased from the time it 
took for him to get the medkit. Arcades shook his head, for he wished that there was something 
he would have been able to do to help the human, even though the human was opening fire on 
them mere moments ago. The fox looked to his left, and he could see Jason picking up the 
deceased human’s LWRC SMG-45 from the floor. The wolf spoke, “Most of ‘em are dead 
already, so you’re wasting your time trying to revive them. We could use that medkit for 
ourselves; you’d better keep it.” Before Arcades could say anything in response, Jason had 
already exited the storefront, and the wolf went to get Jackie. The fox could hear the wolf 
speaking from the bedroom, “We can’t stay here; we’re leaving tonight. We’ll be out of here 
faster if you help us move some things. Can you do that?” Arcades looked back at the human 
who was now slumped to his side, lifeless, and the fox shook his head. He wished that he could 
have done something to at least preserve the human’s life, even if the operatives did arrive with 


the intent to kill. 


Jason sat down the CZ BREN 2 he was carrying, and he started carrying a few bug-out 
bags into the garage. As the wolf began to load the two vehicles with essential supplies, Arcades 
started carrying things to the garage as well. Since the fox did not own too many possessions 
outside of what he needed to survive and work, it did not take him too terribly long to move 
everything he technically needed to live from his vehicle. Arcades did not know how long he had 
until the bodies would be discovered, so he figured that he had at least somewhat of a head start. 
Since he figured that the police would probably be looking for him soon, he would have to figure 
out a way to get as far away as possible without drawing attention from any law enforcement 
agencies in the meantime. It would be harder for Arcades to do so since national agencies such as 
the Federal Bureau of Investigation would likely end up trying to track him down if it got to that 
point. Arcades believed that he would have both police agencies as well as the organization 
behind this unmarked armed unit trying to find him. He knew that the longer he stayed at his 
home, the less time he had to get a head start. The fox had to hurry. 

It took only thirty minutes for the three anthros to load the two vehicles with everything 
that they would be able to carry in them, and they also changed out of their nightwear into the 
clothes they wore from the previous day. Arcades was actually able to cram every weapon that 
he had at the store into the two vehicles. The fox would not be leaving much behind: Furniture, 
unnecessary electronics, and appliances would not be coming with them. On the bright side, 
Arcades had stocked up on plenty of non-perishable foodstuffs, and the fox actually had enough 
that the three of them would be able to easily survive for a little over a month without 
replenishing anything. Combined with an ample supply of $2,000 in cash, Arcades would have 
enough to survive for the time being. They would be able to make their essentials last longer if 


they rationed their food and cash a bit better as well. Once the wolf returned from a sweep of the 


building, looking for anything else they would be able to bring, Jason said, “Well, mate. 
Whereabouts are we going?” Arcades looked at the two anthros that were standing before him, 
and he sighed, “I’m not too sure. Right now, anywhere is better than staying here. We have a 
head start, so we’d better get going.” Jason looked at the two vehicles sitting behind Arcades, 
“Who’s gonna drive these, Kurt?” 

Arcades turned around to view the vehicles and said, “I’ll drive the 4Runner. Jason, you 
should drive the Mustang since nobody is probably looking for it yet.” The fox turned back 
around to face the two anthros again, but he directed his attention to the vixen, “Who do you 
want to ride with, Jackie?” The vixen looked at both Arcades and Jason, and she did take a 
moment to consider her two options. After a moment of contemplation, the vixen made her 
choice, “I'll ride with you, Kurt.” Arcades did give a warning to the vixen about the risk 
associated if she decided to ride with him, “Are you sure? The police are already trying to find 
the 4Runner.” Jackie reaffirmed her decision, “I'll still ride with you, Kurt.” Arcades figured that 
he would not be able to change the vixen’s mind, not that he was trying to do so anyways. The 
fox addressed both anthros now, “I want you two to remember this: Do not attack any policemen. 
They’re not on our side, but we cannot harm them. If we do, they’ll double their efforts to find 
us, and we definitely do not need that kind of trouble. I’m not sure how many Foundation 
operatives are in their ranks on a state or national level, but it’s not worth taking those chances. If 
you absolutely have to shoot somebody, make sure it is a Foundation trooper. Even if we 
somehow get into a scuffle with CDI, don’t attack them, either. CDI helped us out before. Are 
you two following what I’m saying?” 

Jason acknowledged the fox first, “Sure thing, mate. What if they catch us?” Arcades 


replied, “That depends on who catches us.” The wolf clarified the question he was trying to ask, 


“The coppers.” The fox took a deep breath, “Well... I would say it’s best to comply with them. 
A court likely would not recognize what we’re going through. They probably would dismiss the 
Foundation existing in the first place, and that won’t change no matter how much evidence we 
have. If you were to fight against the police, they would only come down harder on us, and there 
would be practically no chance of getting out at that point. They wouldn’t give up, and that’s for 
sure.” The fox then added on to his statement, “Like I said, if you must shoot somebody, then 
make sure that it is one of the Foundation troopers. Even then, it would be unwise for us to seek 
out targets. We’re playing defense here; they have to come to us. If we can get by undetected, 
that would be the best option. I’m not sure how much money they dumped into the fund to find 
me, but his tactical team that attacked us tonight seems to be worth a couple hundred thousand 
dollars from the look of just their equipment alone.” When the fox finished speaking, he looked 
at Jackie and Jason to see if they had anything to say. After a few moments of silence, Arcades 
asked, “Any questions?” 

Jason spoke, “I would ask where we’re going, but I guess we don’t really know that right 
now.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, we kind of don’t. If we had more time, we would be able to 
figure it out, but I don’t even think we’d be safe staying here for the rest of the night. We’d better 
get going, but first, we should pray.” The wolf agreed with the fox, “Yeah. If that’s one thing 
we’re gonna need, it’s gonna have to be the Lord’s help.” Arcades looked downwards and closed 
his eyes; Jason did the same, but Jackie only watched the two anthros. The fox started praying, 
“Dear Heavenly Father, we pray that You will look after us as we seek a more safe place to stay. 
We pray that You will provide us with everything that we need, and we also pray that You will 
protect us against our enemies. Lord, we would like to pray for our enemies, and we pray that 


they will seek You instead of seeking us. In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. 


Amen.” Jason repeated the last word of the fox’s prayer once he finished, “Amen.” When the 
two anthros looked up, they saw that Jackie did not appear to have been participating in the 
prayer. Arcades disregarded this detail, “Well, are you ready to get going, Jackie?” The vixen 
nodded, and the three anthros entered their respective vehicles for the drive. 

“Rho-2, this is Sorcerer, what is your ETA on the target location? Over,” the mission 
controller’s voice sounded over the radio inside of a black 2028 GMC Yukon XL. One of the 
operatives picked up a speaker microphone and spoke into it, “This is Rho-2-3. We are about 
five minutes away from the target location. What is the status of Rho-1? Have they secured the 
target? Over.” Sorcerer replied to the Mobile Task Group operative, ““Rho-2, this is Sorcerer, we 
lost contact with Rho-1. The unit has likely been terminated.” Sorcerer ended the transmission, 
but his voice was soon heard again once he switched his radio to broadcast to all MTG units, 
“Attention all units, this is Sorcerer. Our UAV has spotted two civilian vehicles exiting the target 
location: A gray SUV and a gray coupe. We’re working on details at the moment. Vehicles are 
currently heading northbound from the target location. All units, divert your course and intercept 
the vehicles.” 

After Sorcerer’s transmission ended, Rho-2-4, the driver of the Yukon XL, kept his eyes 
on the road as he spoke to the other members of MTG Rho-2, “You guys all hear that?” The 
squadron leader spoke next, ““We’re going in the right direction. Make sure that you have your 
guns ready, but don’t fire into a car if you can’t see who’s inside. You don’t want to shoot the 
target by mistake; we need him alive.” When Rho-2-Actual finished addressing his unit, he 
checked the chamber of his suppressed SIG MCX Rattler, and he toggled the SIG RomeoS that 
was on the top rail of his short-barreled rifle. The operative unfolded the stock of his rifle, and he 


undid one of the velcro retention straps of his plate carrier to allow him to easily access his next 


magazine. All of his magazines had red bands around them to indicate that they were for .300 
BLK rather than 5.56x45mm NATO rounds; the two cartridges were not compatible with the 
same rifle barrel, but they were able to be inserted into STANAG magazines such as Magpul 
PMAGs which the operatives carried.. 

Arcades had been on the road for about five minutes, and he did not see too much activity 
in the middle of the night. The fox did not live near a busy street, so he was not really expecting 
traffic anyways. Even though the tensions were pretty high at the moment, Arcades was not 
exceeding the speed limit. The fox did not want to be stopped by a policeman, so he was doing 
everything he could to stay as discreet as he could. Jackie did not have anything to say; the vixen 
was just sitting in the passenger seat of the 4Runner with her hands held together. Occasionally, 
she would look at Arcades and then back to the road, but other times, she would just look down 
at her lap. She would also adjust her tail from time to time since vehicles did not have any holes 
in their seats to accommodate for the nuances associated with being an anthro. The silence was 
broken by the wolf’s voice heard over the Kenwood NX-5400 that was sitting in one of the 
cupholders of the 4Runner, “Kurt, we’ve a black sport ute right behind us.” Arcades looked out 
his rear vision mirror, but he could only see the headlights of the Ford Mustang which Jason was 
driving. The fox picked up the radio and spoke into it while he held the PTT button, “Where? I 
can’t see it.” Before the wolf could reply, Arcades could now see the headlights of the GMC 
Yukon XL appear over the roof of the Mustang. It was clear to the fox that the SUV that was 
behind them did not have a stock suspension configuration installed. 

“Sorcerer, this is Rho-2-4. We are now tailing the target vehicles. What is our current 
ROE? Over.” Sorcerer replied to the vehicle crew, “Rho-2, this is Sorcerer. We do not know 


which vehicle the target is in. Do not fire into the vehicles unless you are sure that the target is 


not on board. How copy? Over.” Rho-2-2 took the microphone instead, “Affirmative, Sorcerer. 
To confirm, the target is a black and white red fox? Over.” Sorcerer returned a prompt response, 
“Solid copy. Proceed with your mission. Out.” Rho-2-Actual spoke to the driver of the SUV, 
“Take us to the side of that Mustang. We need to see who’s inside of it.” As the driver turned the 
wheel of the vehicle to move into the oncoming lane, Rho-1-Actual spoke to the rest of the 
occupants of the SUV, “Get your guns ready, everyone. This guy may not be our target. If he 
isn’t, then we are cleared to engage.” Rho-2-2 turned on the EOTech HWS 558 that was on his 
FN SCAR 16, and he tightened the suppressor that was on the rifle. Though the rifle was 
suppressed, it still fired 5.56x45mm rounds, and they would still be heard breaking the sound 
barrier since they were not subsonic loads. Suppressed weapons which fired supersonic 
ammunition were considerably louder than suppressed weapons which fired subsonic 
ammunition. 

Jason looked to his left as he saw the GMC Yukon XL drive up to the left side of his 
vehicle, and he could see that the occupants were indeed armed. The wolf saw a rifle barrel point 
in his direction, and he quickly stepped on the brakes as he saw the window of the SUV roll 
down, and he struggled to evade the vehicle’s line of fire. As the wolf performed evasion 
maneuvers, he spoke over the radio, “Kurt, they’re here! They’ve found us!” Jason ducked down 
in the vehicle to avoid potential gunfire, but he was not fired upon just yet. The wolf peeked his 
head just enough above the dashboard in order to see out of the vehicle’s window, but he still 
knew that his wolf ears were giving his position away. Jason reached across the seat, and he 
grabbed the weapon he loaded specifically for such a scenario, a Heckler & Koch MP5K. The 
submachine gun was already loaded and had a round chambered, so all the wolf would need to 


do is simply disable the weapon’s safety and pull the trigger. Jason held the weapon in his right 


hand, but he did not hold it above the dashboard yet; he did not want his enemies to see that he 
was armed. With his right hand full with the weapon and his left hand occupied with steering the 
vehicle, Jason saw that the SUV was already trying to pull beside the fox’s SUV. Jason flashed 
the high beams of his Mustang to get a better view of the Yukon XL, and he could briefly see the 
men inside raising their rifles at the 4Runner. 

Arcades spoke to Jackie as he saw the Yukon XL get closer to the left of his 4Runner, 
“Get your head down and cover your ears, this is gonna be loud!” The fox reached for his custom 
Salient Arms Glock 17 he had in his center console, and he thumbed the selector switch to fire 
fully-automatic. Arcades ducked down for himself as he held the button to roll down the 
windows. When the windows had rolled down enough, Arcades sat up, held the Glock close to 
his body, and he pulled the trigger as he tried to keep stable control of the handgun firing in a 
fully automatic fashion. The fox successfully struck the vehicle that was beside him, but they had 
already begun taking evasive action: The driver slowed down, and it did not take long for the 
Yukon XL to exit the fox’s shooting angle. The black SUV was now directly behind the 
4Runner, and Jason used this opportunity to speed up and attack the vehicle. The wolf moved 
into the oncoming lane, and he started rolling down the right passenger window as he stepped on 
the gas to bring himself closer to the vehicle. Since the Mustang was running on a 5.0 liter V8 
engine, it did not take long for the wolf to pull up directly to the side of the Yukon XL. Jason 
held out the MP5K with his right arm, and he pulled the trigger once he had a good view of the 
enemy vehicle. 

“Fire back at that car!” Rho-2-2 exclaimed as he pushed the barrel of his SCAR 16 
outside of the window. The human held the trigger, and the rifle fired a few rounds at the 


Mustang, but none of them hit Jason. The wolf’s hail of gunfire from the 9mm submachine gun 


struck the side door of the GMC Yukon XL, but the SUV was outfitted with armor to protect it 
against small arms fire. Rho-2-3 racked the charging handle of his FN P90, and he pressed the 
button to open the sunroof. Once the sunroof opened, the human stood up on the seat he was on, 
and his upper body emerged from the SUV. The operative pointed his weapon at the Ford 
Mustang, and he held down the trigger. Despite the fact that the human was unable to see Jason 
from the position he was firing from, he still fired at the roof while hoping that he would hit 
something. The Mustang finally slowed down when it started taking fire, but the human shooting 
from the sunroof continued to fire since he had a good view of the vehicle. The magazine of the 
P90 held fifty cartridges, so the operative would not have to reload for the time being. 

Arcades saw the operative shoot the P90 at the wolf, and he spoke to the vixen, “Jackie, I 
need you to get the wheel for me. Jason needs a hand.” The vixen reached over to grab the wheel 
without questioning the fox, and Arcades, with the window still rolled down, undid his seatbelt 
while still holding the select-fire Glock 17. Arcades emerged from the window while using his 
left hand to stabilize himself, and he outstretched his right arm as he prepared to take his shot at 
the submachine gunner. The fox toggled the fire mode on his Glock; he needed to take a precise 
shot, and he did not want to waste more ammunition. Arcades was not sure how many rounds he 
had left in his handgun, but he hoped that he had enough to deal with the gunner firing from the 
sunroof. It did not take long for Arcades to see that the driver of the GMC Yukon was trying to 
alert the standing operative that he was in danger, but the submachine gunner would not be able 
to hear since he was firing his weapon without hearing protection. Arcades held the red dot of his 
handgun’s sights directly over the back of the submachine gunner, and he fired a shot. The 
gunner reacted to the shot almost instantly, but the plate carrier took the impact. The fox fired 


again, and then he fired three more times: All of his rounds had struck the plate carrier of the 


operative. After the fox fired one more round, he saw that the slide of his handgun had locked 
open from being out of ammunition. Arcades maneuvered back inside of the vehicle, and he 
dropped the empty magazine on the floor of the 4Runner. The fox did not see another magazine 
which he had readily available to load into the Glock, so he began to roll up the window. After 
the window was back up and the fox put his seatbelt back on, he took back control of the vehicle 
from the vixen. 

“That damn fox shot me!” The submachine gunner exclaimed as he sat back inside of the 
vehicle. Rho-2-4 spoke in response, “We tried to tell you that he was pointing his gun at you.” 
Rho-2-Actual spoke next as he checked the partially depleted magazine of his MCX Rattler, 
“Ask command what the ETA of our backup is. One vehicle can’t take on two.” After recovering 
from being shot in the plate carrier, Rho-2-3 took the speaker microphone and said, “Sorcerer, 
this is Rho-2-3, what is the current status of our reinforcements? Over.” Sorcerer replied quickly, 
“Rho-2, this is Sorcerer, Rho-3 is in position about a half-mile north of your current location. 
Standby.” Rho-2-2 reloaded his SCAR 16, and he began rolling his window back up as he tried 
to figure out a better strategy to deal with the Ford Mustang that was still behind them. 

Jason applied more pressure to the gas pedal, and he looked at the MP5K he still held. He 
figured that he should have about seven rounds left in his magazine. Like Arcades, the wolf did 
not load any spare magazines he would use, so he only had one magazine that he had to make 
count. As the wolf approached the side of the Yukon XL, he aimed directly at the MTG 
operative holding the SCAR 16, and he pulled the trigger. Unfortunately for Jason, the SUV was 
fitted with armored glass, so his bullets were ineffective against the vehicle. To make matters 
worse, the MPSK had depleted its magazine, so the wolf was forced to discard the weapon by 


dropping it in the passenger seat. Jason rolled up the passenger window, and he backed off from 


the SUV before they decided to return fire back at him. To the wolf’s surprise, he did not see any 
of them acting in retaliation for his last attack. Jason moved to the oncoming lane again, and he 
could see another black SUV parked in the middle of the road. Unsure of whether or not Arcades 
was aware of the vehicle in the road, the wolf grabbed the Kenwood NX-5400 and spoke into it, 
“Kurt, I think I see a sport ute or something parked in the middle of the road.” Arcades grabbed 
the radio and replied, “Yeah, I see it. I’m gonna do something risky. Cancel your current 
engagement and increase your following distance. I’m gonna try and see if they’Il crash into that 
parked vehicle.” Jason listened to the fox, and he released some pressure from the gas pedal. The 
wolf found that the GMC Yukon XL was now further away from the Mustang he was driving. 
Jason spoke quietly to himself, “I bloody hope you know what you’re doing, mate.” 

Arcades saw that the SUV pursuing him was just about tailgating him. Though he could 
brake check the Yukon XL, the fox decided that he would wait until the last possible moment 
before he would move out of the way to avoid crashing into the parked SUV he was about to run 
into. Jackie could see the stopped vehicle rapidly approaching, and she could also see multiple 
MTG units standing outside of the vehicle with their guns all pointed in the direction of the 
4Runner, “Kurt? Kurt!” Arcades only pressed his foot harder on the accelerator, and he was 
surprised that the armed gunmen were neither shooting at him nor fleeing to avoid getting hit by 
the speeding Toyota 4Runner. Jackie began to scream, fearing she was about to be involved ina 
nasty collision, but the fox quickly yanked the steering wheel to the right in order to avoid a side 
impact with the black Ford Explorer. The 4Runner was a TRD model with offroad suspension, 
so it was able to easily handle driving off of the roadway without losing control. The pursuing 
vehicle was unable to turn fast enough, so it collided directly into the rear left quarter panel of 


the Ford Explorer. One MTG member was crushed by the initial impact, for he was standing 


directly in front of the area stuck. Arcades prepared to grab the handbrake of the 4Runner, but he 
was able to return back to the roadway without needing to perform any additional maneuvers to 
get his vehicle back on the roadway. The fox realized that Jason was still behind the scene of the 
wreck, so he took the radio and said, “Jason, they crashed. We should stop our cars and regroup. 
We don’t want to get separated.” 

The wolf replied, “Got it, mate. Where are you stopping at?” Arcades said, “I’m going to 
drive for about two miles in case some of them decide to go on foot. That should give us enough 
of a gap to regroup. Do you see the wreck from where you’re at?” Jason looked outside of his 
undamaged windscreen, and he could indeed see the aftermath of the collision: The two SUVs 
were heavily damaged from the crash, but the wolf could not really see if all of the MTG 
operatives were incapacitated or not. Since Jason was already driving fairly slow, all he had to do 
was move off of the roadway for a brief period of time before getting back on the road after 
passing the wreckage. The wolf was able to get back on the road, and he continued driving as he 
looked at the carnage present in his rearview mirror. After traveling on the road for another two 
miles, he saw where Arcades had stopped his own vehicle. The wolf pulled up behind the 
4Runner, and he could see that both anthros occupying the vehicle were stepping out. When 
Jason disabled the engine of the Mustang, he stepped out as well. 

“Load up some guns, Jason. One mag ain’t gonna cut it out here,” Arcades spoke as he 
moved over to the trunk of the 4Runner to open it and retrieve more ammunition. The wolf 
looked back at the direction he came from, and he was not able to see anybody who followed 
them. Jason looked back at the fox with a question, “Um. How did they know we were out on the 
road?” Arcades looked at the wolf, and he understood what Jason was implying. The fox looked 


all around on the ground, and Jason looked up at the sky to see if there were any UAVs 


following them. After a few moments spent looking, the wolf was able to spot a quadrotor 
helicopter flying in the air about one hundred meters away. Jason pointed at the UAV, “Right 
there! They’ve a drone! We gotta take it out!” Arcades could not initially see the aircraft which 
the wolf was trying to show him, “Where is it? I can’t see it.” Jason quickly ran to the trunk of 
the Mustang, and he opened it before grabbing the first weapon he was able to grab, the XMP-1. 
The wolf grabbed a loaded STANAG magazine, inserted it into the rifle, pulled the charging 
handle for the KE module, and he looked down the sights in the direction of the UAV. To 
Jason’s surprise, once he turned on the custom scope, the UAV actually appeared with a blue 
square around it, and it even had text that said ‘ALLY’ displayed right next to the unmanned 
aircraft. The wolf aimed directly at the UAV, and he pulled the trigger. After about five rounds 
fired from the XMP-1, the quadcopter started losing altitude, and it crashed into the ground 
seconds later. 

Arcades only saw the UAV when the wolf had finally fired upon it. The fox spoke with 
some astonishment, “Wow, how did you see that from here?” Jason looked down at the XMP-1 
and said, “Well, I saw it for myself because it flew in front of a distant cloud, but I saw it in the 
scope because it was marked.” Arcades was confused, “What do you mean it was marked?” The 
wolf replied, “The UAV had a box around it when I looked at it through the scope.” Arcades 
replied as he stepped closer to the wolf, “Really? The scope has an IFF system built into it?” 
Jason looked through the scope again, and he could still see the square displayed over the 
downed UAV’s location, “Yeah, it’s still there now. Come take a look.” Jason put the XMP-1 on 
safe before he handed it over to the fox, and Arcades looked through the scope for himself to see 
that the UAV was definitely marked with a blue square over it. The fox was surprised, “Wow. 


That UAV must be transmitting a signal that the scope can pick up on. We should take the scope 


off of the XMP-1 and use it for ourselves to spot any other UAVs that they may send. They 
probably weren’t expecting us to have this thing.” Jason looked at the XMP-1 that Arcades was 
holding, “Yeah? Well, how about you go and take it off now?” The fox looked at the hardware 
which held the scope on the top rail of the XMP-1, “I think it’s held on by hex screws. Can you 
go and get me a hex key?” Jason looked at the Mustang he was still standing behind, but he 
could not remember where he put the hex wrenches he packed, so he began to search. 

As the wolf searched for the hex wrench, Arcades could see a few figures approaching 
from the road. Jackie spotted the figures as well, “Kurt, are those --” Before the vixen could 
finish speaking, Arcades shouted, “Jason, we’ve got company! They’re on the road behind you!” 
The wolf stopped his search, and he ran for the closest loaded weapon he had, the XMP-1, and 
he took it off safe. Before the wolf could sight in a target, he could already hear a couple rounds 
ricochet off of the pavement further up the road. One of the figures dropped to a prone position 
in order to avoid a counterattack, but Jason fired upon the other figure that was standing. After 
firing for a few rounds, the wolf could see that the human he was shooting at had just collapsed 
from his injuries. Arcades was not standing and watching; he was grabbing a weapon for 
himself. The fox settled for his trademark Salient GRY, and he pushed the G43 magnifier back in 
place so he would be able to hopefully see the targets he would have to dispatch. Arcades walked 
out into the open while still standing, a very risky maneuver on the fox’s part, but he was hoping 
that one of his adversaries would reveal himself to him. The fox looked through his sights, but he 
was not able to see anything. Not wanting to waste ammunition by just shooting at nothing, 
Arcades stepped behind the Mustang for cover in order to move out of the killzone for the time 


being. 


Jason, on the other hand, was able to view his targets. The XMP-1’s custom scope 
developed by the Omega Foundation included hardware that allowed for the scope to use 
infrared light to improve low-visibility target acquisition. The technology was practically the 
same as what one would find in a night vision optic device, but it did not behave exactly like 
how a regular infrared or thermal scope functioned. In fact, one of the major differences was that 
the infrared targeted was digital rather than analog. Though it functioned a tad slower when 
compared to an analog system due to digital latency, the scope itself was able to identify 
individual infrared signals. Since the operatives were wearing infrared-reflective patches on their 
uniforms, the XMP-1’s scope was able to spot them. Of course, the grass and foliage did conceal 
the men, but when they made any significant movements, Jason was able to see their locations. 
The wolf aimed at an operative who was crawling towards their location, and he fired the 
prototype rifle. After shooting a few rounds, the man was no longer moving, and the wolf 
believed that he had successfully dispatched another target. 

Arcades stood back up, and he looked through the scope of his Salient GRY again, 
hoping that he would be able to spot a target. However, Arcades could still not see anything at 
all. The fox watched Jason as the wolf continued to fire, and Arcades was beginning to believe 
that the wolf was just shooting at nothing. Arcades approached the wolf while still maintaining a 
low profile and asked the wolf, “Jason, what are you shooting at?” Jason replied as he changed 
his magazine, “I’ve almost got ‘em all. Hold on, mate.” The wolf dropped the empty magazine 
that he had just used, and he inserted another magazine into the XMP-1 before he pressed the 
bolt release button. With another round chambered into the rifle, the wolf fired a few more shots. 
The gunfire was too loud for a conversation, so the fox waited until after the wolf had finished 


firing. Jason spoke once he was satisfied with his results, “That should be all of ‘em.” Arcades 


looked back at the direction the wolf was firing in, but he could not see anybody at all, ““What? 
Who were you shooting at?” Jason stood up and laid the XMP-1 back on the roof of the 
Mustang, “The Foundation bogan. They were out there.” Arcades shook his head in amazement, 
“Really? How did you see all of them? I couldn’t see a single one of them.” The wolf nodded 
towards the XMP-1, “Apparently that scope on that gun runs really good at night.” Arcades 
looked at the XMP-1, but he spoke in disbelief, “Really?” Jason nodded, “Yeah, for sure. Go and 
try it out, mate.” 

The fox picked up the irregular prototype rifle, and he pointed the scope down range. 
Arcades was amazed by how much infrared light the scope was using to its advantage, “Woah. I 
see what you mean now. This scope will come in handy for us. We should put it on a gun that 
doesn’t weigh as much.” Jason looked at the Salient GRY which Arcades had placed on the roof 
of the Mustang when he picked up the XMP-1, “How about your GRY?” The fox considered the 
idea, but he still would have to get the scope off of the XMP-1 before he would be able to even 
use it on any other weapon, “We should figure that out later. We’re sitting ducks out here.” After 
Arcades thought about some more pressing issues, he decided that he would be able to divide 
their combined efforts to ensure that the most would get done in the least amount of time 
possible. The fox came up with a small plan in his head, and he relayed it to the wolf, “How 
about I load up a few more weapons, and you can go find those hex keys? When we get back on 
the road, we’re going to have to take a different route. We should probably head west and get to 
Mississippi.” Jason was not sure if he agreed with the fox’s plan, “Are you sure about that? 
Wouldn’t we have to go through Mobile before we would be able to get there?” Arcades knew 
that going through a populated city would likely spell trouble, especially if the Alabama 


Highway Patrol happened to stop him along the way. 


The fox shook his head as an alternate idea came to his mind, “Well... Are we going to 
go back to Florida? It’Il be closer for us to go there.” Jason shrugged, “Why shouldn’t we? It’Il 
be better than passing through Mobile, right? Isn’t Pensacola a less populated city? We passed 
through there on our way to Destin, and it’s pretty close by.” The fox paused for a moment, but 
Jason spoke up again, “Kurt, you know we can’t stay here. Where else would you want to go? 
What’s the big deal with Florida anyways?” Kurt thought back to his previous experience with 
the state of Florida. In particular, he thought about one specific experience which occurred back 
in 2018. Jason had a feeling he knew what was on the fox’s mind, “Kurt, that’s not going to 
happen again. We should be fine for the time being there. We’ll find a place to stay, and we’ll 
figure out what we can do. If it makes you feel any better, we can go to that one state that’s right 
above Florida and next to Alabama.” Arcades was more knowledgeable when it came to the 
geography of the United States, “Georgia?” The wolf nodded, “Yep, that place. How about we 
just get a move on now? I'll go find that hex key for you. You should go and load up some of 
your guns in case we run into any more Foundation bogan.” 

Arcades looked back at Jackie, and he asked the vixen what she thought, “So... Are you 
alright with going back to Florida?” The vixen gave a confident nod, “Sure thing, Kurt. I think 
Jason’s right. It would be better for us to go to a smaller town than a larger city. Besides, it 
would take longer for us to go to Mississippi than it would be for us to go back to Florida.” The 
fox walked over to the rear of the 4Runner after grabbing the Salient GRY he left on the roof of 
the Mustang, and he heard the vixen speak again, “We should be alright, shouldn’t we?” Arcades 
propped the Salient GRY up against the rear bumper of the 4Runner, and he began to take empty 
STANAG magazines that he would load. The fox did not answer the vixen, so Jackie asked 


again, “We’re going to be alright, right?” The fox paused for a moment, and he looked at the 


vixen. Arcades finally gave his reply, “Jackie. I promise that I will do everything I can, but I 
simply can’t guarantee that this will have a happy ending. I hope you know what I mean.” The 
vixen reached out and grabbed the fox’s left arm as he prepared to get back to loading the empty 
magazines, “I know you’re doing your best, and that’s all you can do. I’d rather be here with you 
than be out on the streets with absolutely nothing.” 

Arcades gave a rather shaky laugh, but the vixen could tell that the fox was a bit upset. 
The fox shook his head as he tried to fight back showing too much emotion, “I’m sorry, Jackie. 
We’re doing the best we can.” The vixen grabbed the fox again, confident in his abilities to 
protect her, and said, “We’ll be alright.” Arcades, successfully able to stave off his emotions, 
refocused himself back to loading more magazines. For the time being, the fox was focused on 
loading as many STANAG magazines that he could. After all, he did have plenty of weapons 
that used such magazines. Jackie stood close to the fox as he continued to load more and more 
magazines, and she turned around to see what Jason was up to. The vixen was unable to see the 
wolf, but she was able to see the damage the Mustang took: The damage was not severe, but 
there were some bullet holes that were visible on the roof of the car. Jackie was rather surprised 
to see that the windscreen of the Mustang was not damaged in the shootout, and she also did not 
see any damage to the vehicle’s hood. It seemed as if the Mobile Task Group was more focused 
on trying to kill the wolf than to disable his vehicle. 

Jason, finally finding the proper hex key set he needed, took the XMP-1 from the roof of 
the Mustang, and he began trying several hex keys to see which one was capable of undoing the 
fasteners which held the scope on the XMP-1’s top rail. The first key the wolf tried was too big, 
but the second key just so happened to be the correct size. The wolf unscrewed the fasteners, and 


he was soon able to remove the scope from the weapon. After removing the scope, Jason pressed 


the power button on the scope to disable it; he did not want to waste any battery power that 
would prove to be useful in the future. With the scope now detached from the XMP-1, Jason 
removed the magazine from the weapon and pulled the charging handle back to eject the round 
which was still held in the rifle’s chamber. The wolf caught the round in his hand, and he loaded 
it back into the STANAG magazine which was partially empty. Jason looked at the XMP-1, and 
he noticed that it still had the flip-up sights which were to be used as backup sights for the 
weapon when the electronic scope was not present. Even though the XMP-1 lacked its scope, it 
would still be usable enough as a regular rifle. It was not like the XMP-1 was a weapon that 
either the fox or the wolf preferred anyways, the HE compartment of the weapon would be 
unusable since they did not have ammunition for it, and it only provided unnecessary bulk to the 
weapon. The rifle itself was still worth keeping anyways; After all, it was still a fully functional 
assault rifle in its current state. The wolf deposited the rifle back into the trunk where he 
retrieved it from and went to bring the scope to the fox. 

Jason approached Arcades from behind and said, “Hey Kurt. I got you the scope and the 
hex key I used to take it off.” The fox turned around, and he was holding two magazines in his 
right hand. Arcades sat the magazines with the other magazines he had filled up, and he retrieved 
the scope and hex key from Jaosn, “Thanks. I have about eight magazines filled up so far. You 
should take a few for yourself. Do you have a 5.56 gun in your car?” Jason replied to the fox, “I 
had an MP5K, and that’s out of ammo.” Arcades said, “You'd be better off if you use a 5.56 gun 
instead of 9mm. Here, put that MP5K in the 4Runner. Ill give you a STANAG-compliant gun. 
Do you have one in mind which you’d like to use?” Jason thought for a moment, but he was 
indecisive. Arcades grabbed a weapon from the trunk of the 4Runner, a Heckler & Koch HK433. 


The fox commented on the weapon as he handed it over to the wolf, “You remember this gun, 


right? You’ve used it before. Take it, and take four magazines with you.” Jason took the HK433, 
and he looked at it, “Yeah, I remember this one alright. It’s not that compact, though. It’s a full- 
sized carbine.” 

Arcades now noticed the damage on the Mustang, “Darn... The Mustang’s all shot up. 
Does it still run alright?” Jason looked to his right, and he could see that the Mustang did have 
damage caused by the gun battle from earlier, “Sorry ‘bout that, Kurt.” Arcades shook his head, 
“T’m not mad. My problem is that if the cops are looking for us, then they’!l be able to spot our 
car easier. We’ve gotta get that car out of sight.” Jason took a deep breath and spoke, “Well, I 
suppose that’s even more of a reason as to why we shouldn’t go through Mobile. There would be 
more people there to see that car and get suspicious.” Arcades shook his head as he still looked at 
the car, “Yeah. I suppose going to Florida really is our only option. We ought to take Route 98 
again. If we stay on the highway throughout the night, then we should be able to get there before 
the break of dawn. Wait, what time is it right now?” The wolf was not wearing a watch, so he 
looked inside of the Mustang to see the vehicle’s clock, “Your car says that it’s about two-thirty 
in the morning.” 

The fox took a deep breath as he thought about the best strategy he would take, “Right... 
Okay... Here’s what the plan is: We’ll take Route 98 to get to Pensacola, and we’ll stop there. 
We’ll find a hotel or somewhere we can stay at for the time being, and we’ll get some sleep 
there. I’m not sure where the Foundation expects us to be going, but we didn’t run into them 
when we were in Florida yesterday. What do you guys think about that?” Jason gave a nod, “I 
think that’s probably the best thing we could do for the time being. We just need to stay low for a 


bit, and they’ll likely have a harder time finding us. All we need to do is just not draw attention 


to ourselves.” The wolf turned to Jackie, and he asked her for her opinion, “What do you think, 
shela?” The vixen voiced her concurring opinion, “Sounds like a plan to me.” 

Arcades grabbed the rest of the magazines that he loaded in one hand, and he grabbed his 
Salient Arms GRY with his other hand, “Yeah? I guess it’s settled, then. I guess when we get 
everything back and loaded in our vehicles, then we should be going.” The fox then looked over 
to Jackie and said, “If you can, try and get some sleep in the 4Runner. It pains me that you have 
to endure this situation with us. It seems like whenever you meet up with us, something not that 
great is happening.” The vixen shook her head, “It’s not your fault Kurt. I already said I’d rather 
be here than all alone on the streets.” Arcades could not help but smile at Jackie’s reply, 
“Thanks...” Jason spoke up after he put the rifle and the magazines back into his vehicle, “I’m 
ready when you are, mate. I’ve all my gear where I need it.” Arcades gave a nod to the wolf, 


“Yeah? Let’s get moving.” 


Chapter 8 


Visitors 


“We should stop here,” Arcades said over his Kenwood radio as he pulled into a rather 
secluded location. Jason replied to the fox within seconds, “Aye aye, Kurt.” The fox decided to 
park in a location that was neither heavily wooded nor urban, and he also parked a few meters 
away from the road just in case a passing motorist would become suspicious due to the two 
vehicles parked off the side of the road. After Arcades came to a complete stop, he looked to his 
left to see the wolf pull up in the Mustang. As Jason stopped, Arcades turned off the engine, and 
he looked out of his windscreen to guess as to what time it was. Though his 4Runner had an 
integrated clock positioned on top of the dashboard, he was not paying attention to the display. 
The fox looked at the sky, and he could see that it was just about dawn. Looking to his left, 
Arcades could see that Jackie had fallen asleep during the ride. The fox did not want to wake the 
vixen, so he quietly disembarked from the vehicle. 

As Arcades stepped out of the 4Runner, he saw that Jason had just exited the Mustang as 
well. The fox approached the wolf and spoke, “I’m not sure how long we’ ll be safe here, but we 
should last longer if we don’t draw too much attention to ourselves.” Jason gave a nod, “For 
sure, but are we just going to abandon our vehicles here?” Arcades looked directly at the bullet 
holes on the roof of the Mustang, and he pointed to the roof to make his statement to the wolf, 
“T’m pretty sure driving around with all of those bullet holes would attract at least some 


attention.” Since there was more light than earlier, the wolf was now able to see the damage on 


the roof of the car, “Ah -- blimey... Yeah, I see what you mean.” Arcades motioned back to the 
4Runner and continued speaking, “And we can’t really use the 4Runner, either; we already know 
that they’re looking for it in Alabama. Since we’re in Florida, we should be safe for the time 
being provided that law enforcement doesn’t decide to look for us here.” 

Jason asked a question, “Is that why we had to leave the state?” Arcades nodded before 
he replied, “Uh-huh, yeah. At the most, the Alabama Highway Patrol would be looking for us if 
it got to that point. They’re not really allowed to do their duties outside of the state. The only 
agencies capable of doing that are federal agencies like the FBI, DEA, CIA, ATF, and some 
others.” The wolf shook his head as he smiled, “Why do you guys need so many of those 
agencies?” Arcades shrugged, “Couldn’t tell you.” The fox began speaking again to get the 
conversation back on track, “What’s important to remember is that state law enforcement cannot 
directly operate outside of their jurisdiction, so they would have to either notify the other state 
agency or get a federal agency involved. That stuff takes a bit of time, so as long as the 
Foundation isn’t planning on setting up a story to tell the cops, then we should be fine here for 
the time being. 

The wolf presented another question for the fox, “Say, Kurt. Are we just going to go out 
there unarmed?” Arcades said in response, “You remember how we both have concealed 
weapons permits?” Jason was beginning to infer as to what the fox was talking about, “Yeah.” 
The fox spoke again, “Florida will honor our licenses from Alabama, but we need to make sure 
our weapons are concealed. You can’t openly carry in this state like you can back home.” Jason 
decided to make the best of the situation, “I suppose it’s better since it’ll give us less of a chance 
to get detected. After all, you said draw the least attention, yeah?” Arcades replied, “I guess it’s 


better if you look at it that way, and I guess we should pick out what we’re going to take with us, 


shouldn’t we?” Jason did not object to the fox’s suggestion, so Arcades led the wolf to the back 
of the 4Runner. Before the fox opened the trunk door, he remembered that Jackie was still 
sleeping in the passenger seat of the SUV, “Here, be quiet. She’s sleeping.” 

Arcades slowly opened the trunk of the 4Runnner, and he kept his hand on the rear door 
as the struts pushed it upwards. The fox waited until the door opened as far as it could before he 
removed his hand from the rear door. As quietly as the fox could, he went through all of the guns 
he brought while the wolf stood in silence and watched. After a good few moments of looking, 
Arcades retrieved two handguns: A SIG Sauer P365 and a Smith & Wesson Performance Center 
M&P9 Shield 2.0. Arcades held out the two handguns, and he allowed the wolf to make a choice, 
“Which one do you want? They’re both chambered in 9mm.” Jason visually examined the two 
concealable handguns, and it did not take him too terribly long to make a decision, “How about 
that one? What is it?” Arcades realized which handgun the wolf chose, “That’s the SIG Sauer 
P365. It has a magazine capacity of ten rounds, so let’s try and not waste our ammunition. Last 
night got pretty nutty, and we don’t need a repeat of that.” The fox held out the hand which held 
the handgun, and he allowed Jason to take the weapon. Arcades examined his own weapon, the 
Smith & Wesson M&P9 Shield 2.0, and he brought his attention to the Smith & Wesson 
Performance Center logo on the handgun’s slide. Arcades indeed had some type of affinity for 
Smith & Wesson products, even if it were not their firearms he was most accustomed to. 

Arcades went back to the rear of the vehicle, and he worked on locating a box of 
9x19mm ammunition. After another few moments spent searching, the fox retrieved a box of 
SIG Sauer ‘Elite Performance’ 9mm ammunition. Arcades commented as he looked at the box, 
“You know, all of these companies plaster buzzwords like ‘elite performance’ all over their 


products. It’s kind of funny in my opinion.” Jason returned a comment of his own, “Whatever 


sells, right?” The fox nodded, and he opened up the box of ammunition, “I guess it’s effective 
enough. Otherwise, they wouldn’t bother to put those buzzwords on the packaging. Either way, 
SIG Sauer ammunition should be good enough. You are using a weapon made by the same 
company, just so you know.” Jason found the magazine release button on his handgun, and he 
pressed it as he kept his left hand on the bottom of the pistol grip in order to catch the falling 
magazine. The wolf held the magazine in his hand, and he noticed that it was a double-stack 
magazine. Jason commented on the detail, “A double-stack magazine for a gun this small?” 

Arcades was in the process of loading eight rounds into his M&P9 Shield 2.0’s magazine 
as he heard the wolf speak, “Yeah, that’s something that SIG decided to do for that gun. My 
handgun here only holds eight rounds and one in the chamber. I’m going to chamber a round into 
my gun so I'll have as many rounds as I’Il be able to fit into this thing.” The fox stepped aside, 
and he made space for the wolf to be able to load ammunition into his own magazine, “Here, we 
have plenty of rounds in this box. You should start loading some rounds into your gun.” Jason 
approached the back of the 4Runner, and he waited for the fox to move his tail out of the way 
before he started taking the handgun rounds from the box. As the wolf loaded rounds into the 
magazine of his handgun, he paused for a moment to watch Arcades: The fox held the slide open 
of his M&P9 Shield 2.0 and locked it back. Once the slide was locked back, Arcades took a 
single round from the box, and he manually loaded it into the chamber of the handgun. After the 
handgun in the chamber, the fox pressed the slide release lever to close the slide. Finally, the fox 
flipped the safety lever upwards and inserted the loaded magazine into the handgun. With the 
pistol now ready to fire, albeit for the safety lever engaging the handgun’s manual safety, 


Arcades reached back into the 4Runner to pull out something else he would need. 


As the fox dug in the mass of equipment he brought, Jason went back to continue loading 
rounds into the magazine he had. Around the same time the wolf was able to completely load his 
own magazine, he saw what the fox had gone to retrieve: Arcades was now holding a unique 
looking polymer holster. The wolf did not remember ever seeing the holster before, ““What’s that, 
mate?” Arcades spoke to the wolf as he demonstrated the holster to him, “It’s a holster that I can 
use with a tucked shirt. Here, I'll show you how it’s done.” Arcades started by removing his belt, 
and he placed it aside as he lifted up his polo shirt. The fox inserted the holster directly in front 
of his slim torso, “This type of holster only works if you have tight pants or shorts.” After the fox 
placed the holster where he wanted it, he grabbed his handgun and inserted it into the holster. 
Jason continued to watch as the fox tucked in his shirt to cover up the gun, and he put his belt on 
to cover the clip where the holster latched on to his shorts. After the fox finished, he asked a 
question, “Can you see the handgun imprint?” The wolf looked closely, and he could barely see 
where the handgun was kept, “Not really. You should be fine.” Arcades felt satisfied enough 
with the way he had his holster set up, “Alright. That should work. Are you done loading your 
handgun yet? You still need a holster for yourself.” 

Jason presented the fox with his loaded magazine for his P365, “I just finished, mate.” 
Arcades looked at the magazine and then asked the wolf a question, “Do you want to load one in 
the chamber?” Jason replied by grabbing one more round from the box, and he held the slide 
open with one hand as he inserted the round into the chamber with the other hand. The wolf let 
go of the slide, and it closed with the round in the chamber. Finally, Jason inserted the magazine 
into his weapon, and he held it while making sure not to point it at the fox. When Arcades saw 
that Jason was done, he said, “Alright. I have a few options for you, but how would you like to 


try out the method I’m using right now?” The wolf looked down at his own clothes, and he was 


dressed in a similar manner to the fox with the only difference being that Jason was wearing 
footwear. Jason decided that he would accept Arcades’ offer, “Sure thing.” Arcades went back 
into the rear of the 4Runner to search for another holster, but he would have to get one that 
would fit with the P365 in mind. 

After a good moment of searching, the fox found the holster he was looking for. The 
holster looked just about the same as the one he was using for himself, and he presented the wolf 
with the holster, “Do you think you got it, or do you need me to help you put it on?” Jason 
remembered the process Arcades took to put the holster on for himself, “I think I should be good. 
Here, I'll have a go at it.” The wolf took the holster that Arcades was holding out for him to 
grab, and he started by removing his own belt. When Jason’s belt was off of his waist, he placed 
it on the rear bumper of the SUV to free up the use of his hand. The wolf then untucked his polo 
shirt, and he placed the holster in his waistband while making sure that it would clip on to his 
shorts. After giving the holster a good tug and feeling to see if the holster was a good enough fit, 
the wolf felt that he was satisfied with the setup. The wolf took the SIG P365 which he had on 
the rear bumper of the SUV, and he inserted it into the polymer holster. After the weapon was 
secured in the holster, Jason tucked his shirt back in and put his belt back on. Arcades gave a 
satisfied nod and spoke, “Good deal. Looks like we’l both be able to carry in the same way.” 

Jason asked the fox another question, ““What else are we going to be needing?” Arcades 
went back into the trunk yet again, and it did not take him long to pull out two of his keyrings, 
“Take these; just in case.” Jason recognized many of the handcuff keys on the keyring which the 
fox handed to him, but before he pocketed the keys, the fox spoke, “Just to let you know, it’s 
pretty much a felony in this state to conceal those keys. However, I’d also only recommend using 


those to escape the Foundation if they get you. Like I said, it would probably be best for us to 


comply with the police if they do give us issues. If I were you, I’d have those hanging off of a 
carabiner. It shouldn’t be something that’d draw too much attention to us. I’m not sure too many 
people would know what these keys are even for.” The wolf decided that he would listen to the 
fox’s suggestion, “Do you have a carabiner I can use?” Arcades reached back into the 4Runner 
and pulled out two of them, “Here, you can have one.” Jason took the carabiner, and he latched it 
on to one of the belt loops on his shorts. When he looked up, he saw that the fox had the same 
idea as well. 

“Alright mate, it looks like we’ve about everything we really need, right?” Jason had 
asked the fox once he looked himself over again. Arcades replied, “Just about. We still need to 
make sure we have our concealed carry licenses. If any policemen search us, they wouldn’t be 
too happy finding these weapons on us if we were not carrying our license cards. They would 
surely detain us, and we need those guns to protect both ourselves and Jackie. She’s with us now, 
so we have to do what we can to protect her. Stay here. I'll go and get my license.” The fox went 
back to the driver’s seat of the 4Runner, and he made sure to be as quiet as possible so as to not 
wake the vixen who was still asleep. Jason waited where the fox asked him to wait, and he saw 
Arcades as he returned. However, the wolf did not see Arcades carrying anything extra, “Did you 
get your license?” The fox nodded, “Yeah, it was in my wallet. I went ahead and just put my 
wallet in my pocket. I made sure to grab some extra cash as well. Let’s try and not pay with 
credit cards for the time being. I’m not sure if the Foundation is able to track that kind of stuff, so 
I’m not going to take any chances. If we think that they wouldn’t be able to trace that, then we 
can ease up, but for right now, I’d rather not give myself something else to think about.” 

Jason thought about where he kept his license, so he went into the Mustang to look for his 


wallet, “I guess I’ll go find where I put my wallet.” Arcades excused the wolf to go and search, 


“Sure thing.” As the wolf went to look in the Mustang, the fox looked up at the sky and could see 
that it was fairly early in the morning. He figured that he only got a couple hours of sleep during 
the last night, but he knew that there had been worse nights for him in the past. Arcades was 
quite surprised to see that Jackie had not awoken due to the search for everything he had to grab 
from the vehicle, and he began to wonder when the last time the vixen had gotten any sleep. 
After all, she was practically homeless when they found her. Though unfortunately for the vixen, 
the three of them were all now practically homeless after the Foundation attacked. Arcades took 
a deep breath as he thought about the loss of his home, and he was unsure of what he was going 
to do next. However, the fox had to make sure that he was safe where he currently was before he 
would be able to do anything. He was not sure how long he would have to wait before he would 
be able to drive his two cars back on the road again, but he at least had a place to come back to 
for the time being. He would rather live in his car than live on the streets. Besides, he had all of 
his weapons spread across his two cars. 

The wolf finally returned holding his wallet, “Alright mate, it looks like I found it. How 
much cash should I have in my wallet for the time being?” Arcades needed to know more 
information before he would be able to give his judgement, “How much money do you have in 
there right now?” Jason replied, “About five hundred dollars in cash.” The fox shrugged, 
“Hmm... Well, that should be enough. I don’t think we’d have to spend all of that in just one 
day. We just need to make sure that we conserve our cash. We don’t want to waste it all, and that 
also goes for our ammunition as well.” Jason put his wallet into his shorts, and he asked the fox 
the same question he asked him previously regarding their preparedness, “Well... Is this all we 


need now?” Arcades told the wolf one more thing he had in mind, “We need communication. 


Though we will be sticking together, we still need to have something to contact one another just 
in case we get separated or lost.” 

“We need phones?” Jason asked. Arcades shook his head, “No, not phones. The 
Foundation would maybe be able to track those. We should remove the batteries from any 
smartphones we brought for right now; we don’t need the Foundation tracking where our 
vehicles were left with GPS.” Jason had an objection, “How can you be sure that the Foundation 
is even tracking us like that in the first place?” Arcades replied before he opened the front door 
again, “I don’t. I’m just trying to play it safe.” The fox grabbed the Kenwood NX-5400 radio 
which he had in his vehicle, and he showed it to the wolf once he closed the door behind him, 
“We should use this. Though it does have GPS, it’s encrypted. You have the one in your car, so 
you should use that.” The wolf went back into his own vehicle to retrieve his own radio. It was 
not long before Jason noticed something about the radio, “Uhh... Kurt?” Arcades acknowledged 
the wolf’s plea for his attention, “What’s the matter?” Jason looked at the radio and spoke, “This 
radio has a pretty long antenna. How are we going to conceal these radios?” Arcades was already 
in the process of working on the solution, “Hmmm... I think I know what: We’re likely not 
going to use these radios that often, so we should just keep them with the antenna off when 
they’re not in use. Only when we get separated should we put the antenna back on and use the 
radio. Stay on the same frequency we’ve been using, by the way. If we get lost, all we need to do 
is just turn on the radio after putting the antenna on. We’ll be able to let each other know where 
we are. We won’t even have to worry about this if we don’t get separated, so let’s try and stick 
together.” 

Jason watched as the fox put the partially disassembled radio into his other pocket, and 


the wolf followed suit after he removed the antenna and turned off the radio for himself. Arcades 


had one another thing to say to the wolf, “Also, make sure you keep in mind that you should 
always keep the radio off before you put on the antenna or take it off, and you shouldn’t use the 
radio without the antenna since you could damage the radio.” Jason gave a nod, “Got it, P’ll make 
sure to keep that in mind.” With the two anthros now ready for the time being, Jason had one 
more question to ask the fox, “Kurt, what are we going to do for Jackie? Are we going to give 
her any of this stuff?” Arcades’ face indicated as if he was making a difficult decision, “Well, the 
problem with that is that she’s not really familiar with this stuff, and it would be a bit 
counterintuitive to try and train her out here. Besides, she’s here because we agreed that we’d 
protect her. We shouldn’t encumber her with stuff that’1l weigh her down. That’s what men like 
us are supposed to do. We’re supposed to carry the load for the women.” 

Jason remembered one thing which the fox did not address during this informal briefing, 
“Hey Kurt, shouldn’t we have multitools as well? We could perhaps use those if we need to.” 
Arcades nodded, “Yeah, you’re right. How could I forget that?” The fox went back behind the 
still-open 4Runner, and he dug into one of his utility bags before he pulled out two matching 
multitools. The multitools even featured a flashlight on the end of them. Arcades handed one of 
the multitools to the wolf, and the fox pocketed the other. Arcades, figuring that he finally had 
everything he needed, closed the rear trunk door of the 4Runner, and he did so in a quiet manner 
as to not wake Jackie. The air was relatively cool, so Arcades closed all of the doors since he did 
not believe the car would get hot enough to do any damage to the sleeping vixen inside. After 
closing all of the doors, Arcades walked back to Jason. The wolf now asked, “Well, Kurt. We’ve 
everything we need, so what are we going to do now?” Arcades took a long exhale before 
replying, “I wish I knew. That’s something I haven’t figured out yet. Let’s wait until Jackie 


wakes up. How about that?” Jason made a suggestion, “How about we get something to eat? We 


have some food in the car that we brought.” Arcades did not realize it before, but he was starting 
to feel a bit hungry himself, “Yeah, let’s get something to eat.” 

“You're telling us that the Mobile Task Group was unable to capture the fox?” A human 
replied in disbelief as a Knights Templar agent told him the news. The agent nodded and spoke 
again, “Yes sir. We also lost our UAV that we were using to track him. His current location is 
unknown, and we are unsure of whether or not he is still in the state of Alabama.” The Majestic 
One shook his head in disappointment, “Dammit. We fucking lost him.” The Templar agent 
stood still as he waited to see if The Majestic One had anything else to say. As he waited, he 
looked around the room, and he noticed many esoteric symbols and artifacts that only advanced 
members of the Illuminati would be able to recognize the meaning behind. Like with all of the 
higher-ups, the agent knew that the esoteric symbols held a rather dark spiritual meaning behind 
them; a meaning which would be Satanic by definition. As The Majestic One sat in thought, he 
heard an alert go off on his desk. The human checked the alert, and he saw that he was getting an 
incoming call from another member of the Majestic 12. The Majestic One looked over to the 
Templar agent, and he dismissed him from the room with a hand signal. The agent left the room, 
and the human accepted the incoming call. 

“We have found new intel regarding Castle Defence Industries,” the caller spoke. The 
Majestic One was curious as to what was discovered, “Do tell. What have we found?” The caller 
replied, “We have reason to believe that CDI is in construction of their own version of the XVP- 
1 from parts and plans recovered from Facility Zero.” The Majestic One was hoping for good 
news, “Shit... Do we know how much they have completed?” The caller said, “We are currently 
unsure, but intel suggests that they are planning to mass produce a smaller variant derived from a 


reverse-engineered XVP-1. We believe that they may have one model almost complete and a 


second one in production, but we do not think either of them are combat capable as of current.” 
The Majestic One decided to relay the information he had just received from the Knights 
Templar, “Do you remember that fox that we were trying to capture?” 

The caller was aware about the plan to capture Arcades, but he was not up to date with 
specific details, “Yes. Do you have an update on the situation?” The Majestic One replied, “The 
Knights Templar sent a Mobile Task Group unit to capture him, but the fox escaped.” The caller, 
not knowing the evidence left behind, was not initially too concerned, “Did we lose any 
members of the MTG in the mission?” The Majestic One reluctantly replied, for he saw the 
mission’s result as a humiliating defeat, “The whole unit was lost. Not a single one of them made 
it out alive, and the fox is nowhere to be found now. We don’t know where he 1s.” The caller 
realized that evidence may have been left behind during the attack that would potentially 
compromise the Illuminati if it was located, “Fuck. That means we have two problems now. We 
have this fox who knows about us, and we also have CDI building their own version of the XVP- 
1. I called because I was going to ask if you would agree with our plans to send a Mobile Task 
Group to the base in order to destroy the production vehicles. CDI has gathered way too much 
hardware for our likings.” The Majestic One considered the overall situation, and he figured that 
it might be more beneficial to get rid of CDI’s newer vehicles instead of hunting down a single 
fox for the time being. The Majestic One asked for more details about the CDI situation, “Where 
is this base located?” The caller replied with the details which his superior requested, “Northwest 
of Montreal, Canada. They must’ve started production there after they obtained the parts and 
blueprints from the Omega Foundation’s facility in Devon Island.” 

The Majestic One decided to agree with the plan to assault CDI’s base, “We probably 


should do something before they start mass producing their own Dreadnought. Even on a smaller 


scale, they would still be dangerous if they’ ve been able to reverse-engineer our laser 
technology. We must stop them before this vehicle becomes combat operational. We don’t even 
have anew XVP-1 to replace the one the Omega Foundation made for us yet. With the loss of 
the Omega Foundation, we’re now way behind on our plans to build an army of enslaved anthros 
to start our conquest.” The caller spoke again, “We are planning on sending Mobile Task Group 
Sigma-5 to CDI’s base to carry out the destruction of their new vehicle; they are the closest 
MTG that’s currently operational. Unless you have any objections, then we are going to deploy 
the unit.” The Majestic One did have one objection, “Make sure that CDI, or anybody for that 
matter, can’t trace it back to our organization. I don’t want another incident to occur like the one 
that happened with that fox.” The caller acknowledged the order before hanging up, “It will be 
done.” After the caller hung up, The Majestic One began thinking again about how to capture the 
fox. Though the attack on CDI may be a higher-profile attack, it was ultimately a retaliatory 
attack in response to CDI’s multiple attacks on the Omega Foundation back in 2028. The hunt 
for the fox could wait for the time being. 

“Are you feeling any better after eating that, Jason?” Arcades asked the wolf who had 
just about finished his meal. The wolf looked at the fox and replied, “A bit. Has Jackie woken up 
yet? She’s been sleeping in there for a while, hasn’t she?” Arcades looked out of the window of 
the Ford Mustang he was sitting in, but he could not see the vixen in the passenger seat of the 
4Runner. The fox commented as he moved his head around to try and see if he could not see 
Jackie from a different angle, “I don’t see her there. Where did she go?” Jason was confused, 
“Hmm? She’s not there?” The fox shook his head as he stepped out from the Mustang’s 
passenger seat, “No, I don’t see her.” When Arcades stepped out, he could see Jackie was 


making her way around the back of the 4Runner. The fox spoke to the vixen first, “When did you 


wake up?” Upon closer visual inspection, it looked as if the vixen had just awoken mere minutes 
ago. Jackie did speak after a brief moment of silence, “Just now.” Arcades replied, “Did you 
have a decent enough night after we lost the guys chasing us?” The vixen nodded, but she did not 
say anything. Arcades moved closer to Jackie, “Jason and I are having breakfast right now. Are 
you hungry for anything?” 

The vixen blinked a few times to clear her vision, and she was able to see the fox a bit 
better after doing so. When the fox mentioned food, Jackie realized that she was starting to get a 
bit hungry, “You have food?” Arcades smiled and replied, “Of course. We brought enough to 
hold us for a month, and we can make it last longer if we’re decently conservative with it.” The 
fox stepped aside, and he held out his hand in the direction of the Ford Mustang, “Step on up and 
Ill give you some food.” Jackie approached the car, and Arcades was already moving to the 
trunk where some of the food was kept. The vixen looked around the surroundings, and she 
could see that it was still fairly early in the morning. Though the sun was out, it was still rising. It 
looked as if it was about seven or eight in the morning, so Jackie tried to do some mental math to 
determine how many hours of sleep she got the previous night. Before the vixen came up with an 
answer, she heard Arcades speak as he held out a water bottle, “Have some water.” Jackie took 
the bottle and returned with her gratitude, “Thanks, Kurt.” Arcades replied as he continued to sift 
through the contents of the trunk, “No need to thank me. We’ve agreed to protect you, and that’s 
what we’re going to do.” 

“The hangar’s open, and there’s nothing blocking your way. Accelerate slowly and 
proceed forward about fifty meters before stopping on the taxiway. Over,” The mission 
controller spoke to the pilot of the MAV-29 ATACYV, the vehicle developed by CDI based on the 


blueprints of the Omega Foundation’s XVP-1. The Multirole Assault Vehicle 29 Articulated 


Tracked Armored Combat Vehicle was considerably smaller than the eXperimental Vehicle 
Project 1, but it still carried enough armament. Unlike its spiritual predecessor, the MAV-29 had 
only three compartments rather than four, and each compartment had one large track on each 
side to more evenly distribute the mass of the vehicle. The tracks were still capable of turning, 
but they could not turn a full 180 degrees. Instead, they were only capable of turning to a 
maximum of 60 degrees in either direction. The vehicle itself was definitely substantially smaller 
than the Dreadnought; its size was more comparable to other tracked articulated vehicles, and the 
vehicle itself bore many similarities to a Vityaz DT-30. Unlike the DT-30, the MAV-29 was 
built specifically for combat: Its first compartment was mainly made for the pilot, but it had a 
Shipunov 2A42 mounted on the roof. The second compartment was dedicated to housing CDI’s 
laser weapon system based on the Kratos AN/SEQ-3 LaWs. However, CDI’s laser system, 
designated the ACLS-2, was developed entirely by the company. The All-weather Combat Laser 
System 2 externally resembled the AN/SEQ-3, but it was able to be mounted on smaller vehicles 
such as the MAV-29. 

Due to the ACLS-2’s need for a great amount of power, the second compartment was 
practically dedicated to housing the device and supplying the power required for the laser’s 
operation. The final compartment was used as an armored troop transport, and it was capable of 
carrying twenty-four infantrymen. Though the current model in use, the Arvak, featured the troop 
carrier, CDI did have plans to make another variant of the MAV-29 which would replace the 
troop carrier with another compartment dedicated to offensive armament, but the compartments 
would be interchangeable with the MAV-29 models. Like the XVP-1, the MAV-29 also featured 
reactive armor all over its hull, and it even had a trophy system installed to intercept incoming 


projectiles in order to further preserve the integrity of the MAV-29’s hull. The pilot of the MAV- 


29 finally replied to the mission controller as the flat dark earth vehicle began to pull out of the 
hangar, “This is Softshell: Copy all. Moving to location. Standby.” The mission controller, who 
was seated in the aircraft control tower, was able to see the MAV-29 as it proceeded down the 
taxiway. 

The vehicle stopped when it arrived at the destination given by the mission controller. 
Once the vehicle was in its place, the pilot spoke, “This is Softshell. I have arrived at the 
waypoint marker. Awaiting instructions for weapons testing. Over.” The mission controller 
spoke to the MAV-29 operator before changing frequencies, “Standby, Softshell. Confirm that 
your ACLS is operational.” The MAV-29 operator did not reply back to the mission controller; 
Instead, the second man in the vehicle, the weapon systems officer, pressed a few buttons on his 
control panel that would test the laser system by directing a small amount of power to the laser. 
As the system cycled, the operator looked at the digital display, and he could see that the 
diagnostic test of the laser was proceeding without any errors. As the WSO continued his 
onboard system check, the mission controller spoke to the pilot of a Northrop Grumman MQ-8B 
Fire Scout, ““Peafowl, proceed to the area of operations and hover within view of the MAV-29. 
Over.” The Fire Scout’s pilot replied, “Copy, command. I am moving to the operations area. 
ETA two minutes. Standby.” 

Around the same time that the MAV-29’s WSO had completed the test of the laser 
weapon system, he could see a tan MQ-8B Fire Scout enter his field of vision and begin to hover 
in place. The MQ-8B pilot spoke over the radio to the control tower again, “Command, this is 
Peafowl. I have arrived at the operations area. Over.” The control tower could visually see the 
unmanned helicopter hovering over a location that would be safe for it to crash if it were to be 


taken down by the laser. Underneath the flight path unmanned helicopter, there was an array of 


stationary targets; each of them spread apart by about twenty meters. The targets and the UAV 
were all positioned about two hundred meters from the location of the parked MAV-29. With 
everything in place, the control tower spoke to the MAV-29 pilot, “Softshell, we are ready for 
the testing operation. The first test is to track the unmanned helicopter with low power output. 
Do not shoot down the UAV. Proceed with the test. You are weapons free.” 

The MAV-29 pilot briefly replied to the tower to acknowledge the order, “Roger. 
Beginning test now. Standby for effect on target.” The pilot turned to his immediate right, and he 
gave the weapon systems officer the go-ahead to aim the laser and fire it at the UAV. The WSO 
grabbed a control stick on the instrument panel, and he looked at the infrared display that also 
contained a system for the laser weapon system to lock on to certain objects. In this case, the 
WSO was able to lock on to the MQ-8B, and he made sure that the laser was operating under low 
power output before firing at the helicopter. The laser beam was visible from the infrared 
display, but it was completely invisible to the naked eye. Since the control tower did have some 
infrared imaging equipment installed, the mission controller was able to see the beam as it fired 
directly on the hull of the Fire Scout. The WSO made sure to aim a bit higher when targeting the 
UAV; he did not want to bombard the pilot’s camera with light that would prevent him from 
being able to see. Though the pilot’s eyes would not be damaged from viewing the laser through 
the camera, the light would still be visible from the camera, and the pilot would be unable to see 
where the aircraft was flying if his camera feed was lit up by the laser. 

The mission controller spoke over the radio to both the MAV-29 and the MQ-8B, 
“Positive effect on target. Phase one of the test has been completed. Standby for phase two of the 
test.” When the WSO heard the radio transmission, he disabled the MAV-29’s laser, and he 


waited for the mission controller to commence the next phase. As the WSO waited for the next 


phase to begin, the pilot of the MAV-29 commented aloud to his crewmate, “So far so good.” 
The mission controller changed the channel on his radio again, and he spoke to the pilot of the 
Fire Scout, “Peafowl, begin the next phase of the operation. Fly around the area of operations, 
but make sure that you do not exit the designated area. Over.” The pilot of the unmanned 
helicopter replied to the mission controller right before he disabled the automated aircraft 
stabilization system, “Copy. Peafowl proceeding to phase two.” The human pilot started by 
pushing the rudder pedals in his cockpit, and he rotated the aircraft about ninety degrees to the 
left. He then pushed the stick forwards and gave the aircraft throttle to make it fly forwards. 
After flying a couple hundred meters, the pilot turned around and proceeded in the opposite 
direction. Each time the pilot flew to the edge of the operations area, he turned around to fly to 
the other end. 

After a few cycles of repeating the process, the mission controller spoke to the MAV-29 
operators, “Beginning phase two of the operation. Target the UAV. You are weapons free.” The 
MAV-29’s WSO activated the laser weapon system once again, and he used the stick to guide 
the targeting reticle on top of the Fire Scout. It did not take long for the targeting system to lock 
on to the MQ-8B, and the WSO activated the laser beam once the Fire Scout was locked within 
the reticle. The laser fired at the center fuselage of the aircraft, and it even stayed on the aircraft 
when it changed direction. After a few more laps around the operations area, the mission 
controller declared that the results were satisfactory, “Phase two of the test has been completed. 
Standby for phase three.” Once again, the WSO disabled the laser beam, and he disengaged the 
target lock which was still moving the laser back and forth in synchronicity with the movements 
of the unmanned helicopter. With the laser no longer seeking a target, the WSO aimed the laser 


downwards at the stationary targets, but he did not open fire. The mission controller spoke to the 


pilot of the Fire Scout again, “Peafowl, your part in the mission is complete. Land your UAV on 
helipad 6A. Over.” The UAV pilot replied to the mission controller as he increased the 
helicopter’s attitude to exit the area of operations, “Roger. Withdrawing from the mission area.” 
Once the Fire Scout had moved out of the way from the MAV-29, the mission controller 
spoke to the crew of the vehicle once again, “Softshell, it is time to begin phase three of the test: 
Fire the laser at each stationary target with maximum power output.” The pilot of the MAV-29 
acknowledged the new order, “Solid copy. Beginning phase three of the operation.” Once the 
pilot finished speaking to the mission controller, the WSO used the stick to manually move the 
reticle over the center of the target that was downrange. By using a zoom feature on the targeting 
camera, the WSO was able to get a better view of the target he was aiming at, and he made sure 
that the laser’s reticle was placed directly in the middle of the target before even starting to turn 
up the power. Once the reticle was in the middle of the target, the WSO turned up the power, and 
once the power was at its maximum output, the pilot fired at the target. The laser made quick 
work of the target, and the WSO had to turn off the beam before the laser began to severely 
overpenetrate the target. From the view of the pilot, the target simply appeared to disintegrate as 
it was engulfed in flames. However, the WSO and the control tower were both able to see the 
beam of intensified light strike the target and burn through it thanks to their imaging hardware. 
With the first target down, the WSO used the stick to aim the reticle at the next target. 
Aiming at the next target took less time than aiming at the first; both of them were at the same 
elevation. Once the WSO centered the reticle over the second target, he activated the laser and 
watched as it disintegrated the second target. As the target was destroyed, the WSO disabled the 
laser and promptly moved on to the next target. The pilot was not looking at the infrared display, 


so he was only watching the targets spontaneously combust. The pilot was surprised by how little 


noise the laser was making. In fact, the vehicle’s engine seemed louder than the noise generated 
by the laser device operating at full power. As the WSO continued to destroy the targets, the 
pilot spoke aloud, “This thing’s pretty scary. You can’t see where the laser’s coming from, and 
you also can’t hear it unless you’re standing close enough to the vehicle.” The WSO replied as 
he continued to use the laser, “Especially since this thing can take down aircraft and burn 
through armored land vehicles, I’d say it’s pretty dangerous.” 

The pilot spoke about a rumor he heard regarding the production of the MAV-29, “Have 
you heard the story about a similar vehicle being held in a remote island further north in the 
country?” The WSO was not present for the raid on Facility Zero, “Nope, but I do remember 
some CDI guys from elsewhere flying in some hardware that was used to develop this.” The 
pilot shrugged, “Well, where do you think that came from?” The WSO did not spend too much 
time thinking about the origin of the MAV-29, “No idea. I do remember hearing about 
something involving a CDI aircraft carrier that happened about two or so years ago. I don’t think 
I was at this base until 2029 when they already had this thing being built.” The pilot decided that 
the WSO did not know anything more than he already knew about the MAV-29’s development, 
so he just decided to sit back and watch as the distant targets burst into flames. The pilot could 
not help but still think about that one rumor involving a CDI attack on a secret developmental 
facility, but the incident seemed to be something that not too many people even heard about. The 
pilot was not really sure if the event even occurred or not. It could have just been a rumor started 
to make a boring operation sound thrilling. 

As the WSO finished shooting the last target, the pilot looked up at the sky, and he could 
see about four distant aircraft approaching. The pilot squinted, but he was not able to see any 


details from his location. Turning to the WSO, the pilot pointed out the MAV-29’s front window, 


“Do you see that? Are those four helicopters heading our way?” The WSO was not sure what the 
pilot was talking about, “Four helicopters? Where do you see those?” The pilot pointed from his 
seat yet again, “Right there. Twelve o’clock high. Do you not see them? The WSO used the 
infrared targeting system to look up into the sky, and he was able to view the approaching 
aircraft. The WSO spoke, “Oh shit... I see what you mean. Are these our guys?” The pilot 
peeked over to view the WSO’s targeting screen and get a view of the helicopters. The four 
helicopters were not aircraft models flown by CDI, and they almost looked like Sikorsky S-70s 
but with non-standard angular airframes. The pilot commented on the irregular aircraft type, 
“CDI doesn’t fly those, and I’ve never seen those around here before.” Before the WSO could 
say anything, the pilot contacted the control tower, “Control, this is Softshell. We have located a 
flight of four helicopters approaching the base from the west. Can you confirm that these are 
allied aircraft? Over.” 

The control tower looked at the radar and was unable to see any airborne craft. After a 
few moments of searching with the radar to no avail, the control tower replied, “Softshell, we do 
not see any approaching aircraft on our radar. Do you have visual contact with the flight in 
question? Over.” The pilot continued to look at the screen, and he asked the WSO for the 
approximate location of the flight, “What’s the bearing?” The WSO replied as he checked the 
digital compass in the vehicle, “That’ll be bearing 280, and their altitude seems to be about five 
thousand feet.” The pilot replied to the control tower with the new information, “Control, this is 
Softshell. We have confirmed visual contact with the flight: Bearing 280; altitude five thousand 
feet and descending.” The control tower looked out the window for himself; he knew which 
direction pointed him to the west. After looking up into the sky, the mission controller was able 


to see flight for himself. The controller went to look back at the radar, but he still could not see 


the aircraft. The controller tuned his radio and broadcasted in order to hopefully transmit to the 
incoming aircraft, “To the flight of four unidentified aircraft: You are approaching a restricted 
airspace. Divert your course immediately, and state your affiliations and intentions. If you do not 
comply, we will shoot you down.” 

The transmission was heard by the Mobile Task Group, but they did not have the 
intention to reply in mind. The MTG unit was rather surprised to be hearing such a message. 
After all, their MH-60X Stealth Hawk was designed with the intention in mind to evade radar 
detection. The operators felt that since they were hearing the warning message, somebody from 
the ground must have visually located the flight and reported it. Though the MTG was close 
enough to the ground to see the MAV-29, they flight did not really see the vehicle as a threat. 
The vehicle seemed to be way too small to be the spiritual successor to the Dreadnought, and 
they were too far away to see what the Arvak was equipped with. Nevertheless, the flight 
continued their approach to the CDI base: Each helicopter held eight MTG units, and they would 
deploy on the ground and eliminate any oppositional forces deployed against them. The MTG 
was hoping to fly in undetected with the element of surprise, but it seems that the ground forces 
were already alert to their presence. 

The control tower spoke again to the flight, “Unidentified aircraft: You are entering a 
restricted airspace. Divert your course immediately or we will fire upon your flight.” The WSO 
was in the process of locking on to the lead aircraft with the laser weapon system while he 
waited for the control tower to give the clearance to engage the approaching flight. Since the 
flight was both flying towards the base and lowering their altitude, the WSO was having an 
easier time getting a target lock. The WSO decided to aim directly at the starboard engine of the 


MH-60X, and he would plan on firing at the engine to disable the helicopter. Preparing the laser, 


the WSO raised the power level back to its maximum output capacity, and he did everything he 
needed to aside from pulling the trigger. The control tower waited a few more moments as he 
visually watched the flight descend upon the base. The base was now on alert, and a couple CDI 
Iveco LMVs were starting to drive out to the tarmac in order to confront the flight if they were 
able to land within the base. The control tower repeated the message yet again, “To the 
unidentified aircraft on approach: You are in violation of our airspace. Divert your course and 
exit our airspace. Failure to comply will mean the destruction of your flight.” 

The radio message was heard by the MTG units once more, but they were not swayed. 
They could see the few LMVs gathering on the tarmac, and they were expecting a firefight once 
on the ground. The pilot of the lead Stealth Hawk spoke to the operatives on board, “They know 
we’re coming. This landing is going to be rough. Hold on.” The operatives in the helicopter, all 
dressed in Kryptek Obskura Transitional and Kryptek Mandrake all held on to their weapons and 
to the railing in the helicopter to keep their balance. The men were equipped with a mix between 
Desert Tech MDRs and Haenel Defence MK556s. As the flight of helicopters continued to 
descend at a more rough pace, the control tower broadcasted the radio transmission one last time, 
“To the flight of four unidentified aircraft: You are in violation of our restricted airspace. Divert 
your course immediately and withdraw from our airspace. If you do not comply, you will be shot 
down. This is your last warning: If you do not divert your course immediately, you will be fired 
upon.” 

The helicopter flight continued on the course towards the base, and the WSO was already 
aiming directly at the lead aircraft. Since the MH-60Xs were made with stealth operations in 
mind, they had small radar cross-sections, so they were extremely hard to detect by radar 


equipment. They also had modified engine housing that would leave behind a minimal infrared 


signature as well to protect them to an extent from being targeted by weapons such as the FIM- 
92 Stinger. The Stealth Hawk was effectively invisible to radar, and it was also difficult to be 
targeted by an infrared-guided missile. Since other missile types were radar guided, the Stealth 
Hawk could only be effectively shot down by manually fired weaponry. However, the Mobile 
Task Group was unaware of the laser weapon that was being manually aimed directly at their 
starboard engine. With the WSO poised to take the shot, all he was waiting for was the control 
tower to give the order. After a few more moments, the control tower finally spoke to all of the 
CDI units over the radio, “Attention all callsign: You are cleared to engage the approaching 
flight. Fire at your own discretion.” With the clearance to engage given, the WSO wasted no 
time holding the trigger down on the laser weapon to fire upon the Stealth Hawk he was aiming 
at. 

The WSO fired the laser of the MAV-29, and the concentrated beam did not take long to 
ignite the starboard engine of the MH-60X. Since the helicopter was still in the process of 
making its descent, the pilot immediately lost control of the aircraft due to the unexpected loss of 
the engine. The pilot was also unable to see what hit the aircraft; he was entirely caught off- 
guard by the event. Since the pilot was unable to recover the helicopter in time, it impacted 
directly into the ground and burst into flames as it exploded. The wreckage rolled on the ground, 
and a fireball blew into the air. While the laser was turning to attack another target, the other 
three helicopters had finally moved close enough to the ground to deploy the Mobile Task 
Group. All of the operators disembarked from the helicopters, but a few of the operatives were 
struck by debris when another Stealth Hawk was struck down by the MAV-29’s laser weapon 
system. With two helicopters down, the pilots of the remaining Stealth Hawks knew that they 


would definitely not be able to exit the combat area; they knew they would be shot down by the 


MAV-29. In a last-ditch effort to make use of the helicopters in the dire situation, the pilots 
began flying directly towards the vehicle in the hopes of destroying it with a suicide attack. The 
MAV-29 fired its laser at one of the incoming helicopters, and the Stealth Hawk crashed into the 
ground before it was able to get close enough to the stationary vehicle. 

With one last helicopter closing in, the pilot of the MAV-29 stepped on the throttle, and 
he tried to move the rather slow vehicle out of the way of the incoming helicopter. The pilot 
exclaimed as he saw the helicopter adjusting its course to ram into the moving vehicle, “Oh 
shit!” Though the pilot was beginning to panic, fearing an imminent impact, the WSO was 
already aiming the Shipunov 2A42 autocannon at the helicopter. The WSO aimed at the 
approaching Stealth Hawk, and he fired the 30mm high-explosive fragmentation rounds at the 
helicopter. Within seconds, the MH-60X took critical damage to its airframe, and it was unable 
to continue on its current flight path. The MH-60X flew past the MAV-29, unable to turn around, 
and it impacted into the ground. Though the helicopter did make contact with the ground, it still 
took time for the remains of the Stealth Hawk to come to a complete stop. Some shrapnel from 
the downed helicopter impacted into the side of the hangar which the MAV-29 initially exited 
from, but it did not do considerable damage to the infrastructure. None of the shrapnel penetrated 
the buildings either. 

The pilot congratulated the WSO for destroying the Stealth Hawk, “Fuckin’ A! Holy shit, 
that was fucking close.” The WSO continued looking at his targeting interface, and he scanned 
the ground with one of the alternate cameras to see if he could see any surviving infantrymen. 
However, it seemed that the CDI operatives who arrived at the scene with the lighter vehicles 
were already in the process of engaging the Mobile Task Group. Nevertheless, the MAV-29 


began to turn around to drive towards the scene, and the WSO began to target the infantrymen 


with the laser. After aiming at the operatives, the WSO enabled the beam, and the targeted 
operatives combusted as the laser penetrated their bodies. The WSO commented as he watched 
the carnage unfold from his display, “Damn! The laser’s fucking them up.” The pilot continued 
to flank the Mobile Task Group, and he knew that the infantrymen would have a hard time 
stopping the MAV-29, even with anti-vehicle ordnance. Only a few CDI members were 
wounded by the Mobile Task Group, and the rest of the members only lasted less than a minute 
more before the entire unit was wiped out by a combined counteroffensive carried out by regular 
CDI infantry personnel as well as the MAV-29. 

The control tower spoke to the crew of the MAV-29, “Softshell, this is control. All 
targets have been destroyed.” The pilot of the MAV-29 stopped the vehicle once more, and the 
WSO used the external cameras mounted on the vehicle to scan around and view the wreckage. 
The WSO spoke as he viewed the leftover carnage, “They sure fucked up the base. The runway’s 
going to need some renovation before it’ll be ready for operations again. At least it wasn’t too 
bad.” The pilot looked out the cockpit’s window, and he surveyed the surroundings with his own 
eyes, “Damn. Who were those guys, and what do you think they were after?” The WSO 
shrugged, “No idea. I’ve never seen them before, and I’ve never seen those helicopters.” The 
pilot remembered what he saw from the heliborne assault team, “They sure came out of nowhere, 
and they fucking tried to kamikaze us.” The WSO shook his head as his adrenaline began to calm 
down, “Shit, son... Good thing we made it out of that one.” 

Jackie was just about finished with her meal that she ate in the passenger seat of the 
Mustang. Jason was still in the driver’s seat, but Arcades was standing outside of the vehicle; he 
gave up his seat for the vixen. The fox looked at the 4Runner which he drove in with, and he was 


beginning to come up with an idea. Arcades believed that the police in Alabama were likely 


looking for his vehicle, but he was no longer in Alabama. Since he was in Florida, he would 
probably be able to drive his 4Runner. After all, like all of the NFA weapons he owned, the 
vehicle was registered to the company; not to Arcades. The fox looked in the rear window of the 
4Runner, and he was able to see all of the weapons he had piled up in the trunk. Arcades was 
taking a big enough risk already bringing all of his NFA weapons across state lines. Though the 
fox did have all of the licenses and tax-related nuances required to possess the weapons, he was 
not technically supposed to bring them off of company property. Arcades may have been able to 
bring the weapons off of his property in Alabama, thanks to their more relaxed regulations 
surrounding weapons, but he would probably not get so lucky in Florida. From an outsider’s 
perspective, it would appear as if the fox was trafficking weapons. 

The fox returned to the Mustang, and he approached Jackie by walking up to the door 
which was already open, “How are you feeling?” The vixen drank from the water bottle, and she 
replied once her mouth was clear, “Better than yesterday.” Arcades gave a nod, “That’s good to 
hear.” The fox looked past the vixen, and he could see that the wolf was looking at him from the 
driver’s seat. Arcades directed his next question towards the wolf, “Jason, you’re all done eating, 
right?” The gray wolf said, “For sure.” Arcades asked the wolf to come with him, “I have an idea 
of what to do next. I'll show you if you come with me.” Jason looked over to the vixen, and 
Jackie was looking back at him. The wolf spoke as he exited the vehicle, “We'll be back.” The 
wolf did not close the driver’s door on his way out, and Arcades was waiting for the wolf to 
approach him. Once Jason stood before the fox, Arcades gestured for the wolf to follow him, and 
the fox led him behind the 4Runner. 

Once the two anthros arrived at the 4Runner, the fox spoke, “Alright. So, ’ve been 


thinking, and I have an idea of what we can do while we’re out here.” Jason did not have any 


ideas for himself, so he was willing to listen to what Arcades had to say, “Yeah? Lemme hear it, 
mate.” The fox began to speak, “Alright. We have two vehicles. Both of them are currently 
carrying practically all of our possessions that we could fit inside of them, and most of that is 
tactical gear. Much of that equipment we’re already taking huge risks holding onto right now 
since we’re not a security company anymore. It’s not really the best situation in the world for us 
to bring those NFA items off of our property, let alone out of the state. Both of those vehicles are 
registered to our company, and not personally to either of us. That means that the police in this 
state would likely not know that the police in Alabama are supposed to be looking for the 
4Runner. The Mustang has bullet holes on the roof, and that would likely elicit suspicion from 
people if they were to see it driving down the road. If the police were to pull us over with all of 
those NFA weapons in the car, then they probably wouldn’t be too happy even if I explain to 
them that we are manufacturers and importers of NFA items.” 

Jason was still listening to what the fox was saying, but he was not sure what Arcades 
was planning on doing, “Alright. What’s your idea?” Arcades continued to speak, “I’m thinking 
that we should put everything we don’t need in the Mustang. We should keep all of our NFA 
items in there as well. We don’t want to be caught carrying those weapons in the event that we 
would be pulled over. We both have concealed carry permits, and the state of Florida does honor 
them. Our handguns that we’re concealing are not NFA items, so we’ll be alright provided that 
we have our licenses. We still cannot openly carry our weapons, but it would probably be better 
for us that we don’t. Even in places where open carry is legal, people still get antsy about it, and 
us being anthros would not help that sort of situation at all.” The wolf was starting to pick up on 
what the fox was suggesting, “Are we going to drive the 4Runner?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah. It’s 


not like we have any other options at this point. I want you to think about this as well: We no 


longer have a home to return to, and we have limited resources that would last us about a month 
if we were to hold out here. Either way, we’d be forced to do something to continue to sustain 
ourselves.” 

Jason thought about what the fox was telling him, “Kurt, what about the Foundation? 
Aren’t they still looking for us?” Arcades nodded, but he had something else to say, “Yeah, but 
I’ve been taking a moment to think, and as of right now, I think I know how they found us. They 
most likely looked up information about the company, and they found out that it was renamed to 
Fox Armaments from Fox Security. The Foundation knew in the first place that it was us who 
broke into their black sites. Think about this as well: It took them about two years to make 
contact with us again, and that all started just a few days ago. I can all but guarantee you that it 
was that one guy who entered the store and bought that one Trijicon scope with cash. After all, 
that rifle you recovered had that exact scope on it. They only found us when we came back 
because we came back to the place they already knew we’d be. They no longer have that lead 
since we’re not planning on returning to our store. The only problem I can think of is that the 
police would find the bodies, but I think it looks like an attack. After all, those guys were kitted 
out, and they brought their own weapons. You left all of those weapons there. If they were to 
check the serial numbers, they would be able to tell that they would not come back to us. Still, 
we should not return back to Alabama.” 

The wolf had an objection he felt that needed to be addressed, “Kurt, how do you reckon 
we'd still be able to support ourselves? We’re basically starting from zero, and all we have are in 
these two vehicles.” Arcades had already thought about the answer to the wolf’s question before 
he had even asked, “If we didn’t bring all of those guns with us, then I would suggest that we 


would have to find a place to work. I mean, we probably will still have to do that, but we have 


plenty of weapons that we brought. Some of those weapons are worth a good deal of cash, and 
even if we don’t sell them at full price, we'd still be able to make enough money to last us for a 
good while. We would be able to lease a place for us to stay for the time being, and we would be 
able to think about it a bit better from there.” Jason glanced over to the pile of weapons in the 
4Runner, “How are you going to sell all of those NFA weapons?” Arcades replied with the 
answer, “Only the lower receiver of any of those weapons is actually considered a firearm, and 
the auto sear is considered an NFA item. All we would need to do is just sell the parts separately. 
Think about this for instance: We have multiple HK MP5s, and people are willing to pay 
upwards of a thousand dollars just for the parts. We could strip all of those weapons and sell the 
parts, minus any specific NFA items such as auto sears. Afterwards, we can discard all of the 
auto sears and machine gun lowers into a body of water or somewhere. We wouldn’t technically 
be losing much more than we already had.” 

Jason remembered the fox’s favorite weapon, “Kurt, you'd sell your Salient GRY?” 
Arcades sighed, “I really wouldn’t want to get rid of it... However, what’s more important? Me 
having that gun, or us all making it through this? Sometimes -- you have to make some 
sacrifices.” The wolf remembered another detail about the rifle, “It’s fully-automatic as well. 
Would you sell that in pieces?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, I’d have to. I’d remove the lower and 
completely strip it, and I’d leave only the auto sear in the lower. Thankfully, I would be able to 
sell all of the parts to that without having to do any sort of legal regulation or anything. The only 
thing in the US that is regulated is the lower receiver of the firearm. The gas components on the 
upper are actually more expensive than a stripped lower.” Jason thought about the GRY some 
more, “How much do you reckon you’d get from selling it?” The fox replied, “At least a couple 


thousand. We have several guns we’d be able to sell for that amount of money. We could 


technically make it for a solid year if we were to sell only the German guns we have, and that’s 
just a fraction of our total guns.” 

Jason felt that things were beginning to look up, “Yeah? Well, if we could make it for a 
year, then where would we settle for that amount of time?” Arcades shrugged, “I don’t really 
have any idea. I know you’d be living with me, but I’m not sure if Jackie would join our 
household.” The fox continued to add on to his statement, “Also, I think this means that we 
should probably abandon our little company. After all, I’m very sure that’s how they tracked us 
down to begin with. I sincerely doubt they’d go and look for everybody named Kurt Hofmeier in 
this country.” Jason shrugged, “Eh, I dunno, mate. How many people in this country even are 
named Kurt Hofmeier in the first place?” The fox looked to the side before looking back to the 
wolf, “Well... At this point, I’m hoping there’s a few more than just me.” Jason offered a 
suggestion to the fox, “What if you were to change your name? That’II prolly be enough to slow 
them down or throw them off.” 

Arcades considered the wolf’s idea, “Perhaps, but what would I even change my name 
to?” Jason looked at the fox and thought for a moment, “I mean, I dunno, but I’d suggest 
something that sounds English rather than German.” Arcades leaned up against the 4Runner and 
put the sole of his foot on the rear quarter panel, “Is there even an Anglicized version of my 
name?” Jason spoke again, “You wouldn’t have to change your entire name. You could just 
change your last name. I’m sure there are plenty of Kurts out here in the US.” Arcades asked for 
a suggestion, “Do you have any ideas for an Anglicized version of my last name?” Jason thought 
for an extended moment of time, and he finally delivered a suggestion, “How about if your last 
name was Heywood?” Arcades spoke the name aloud for himself, “Kurt Haywood. I mean, if I 


had no other option, I’d probably go with it, but I think we could go and figure out something 


better. At that rate, I’d change my first name and just call myself Conrad Haywood. Still, I think 
there are better options we can come up with.” 

Jason shrugged, “Well, it is just an idea after all.”” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, it sure is.” The 
wolf then had another thing to ask the fox, “So, Kurt. If you’re going to get rid of all of your 
guns, what are you going to do instead? I know how much you love your guns, mate.” Arcades 
looked towards the ground, and he looked at the wolf’s boots for a moment before speaking, 
“Well... I like the guns and all, but we don’t technically need them. You know what I mean? We 
shouldn’t be relying on them to save us; we have Jesus to save us, and He’s all that truly matters. 
We shouldn’t be putting our faith in something that cannot save us. You know, it reminds me of 
this one chapter from the Book of Psalms. It was talking about how people put their trust in idols 
and things that have no ability to even acknowledge the existence of people who worship them. 
Unlike the idols, God can see, He can hear, and He knows what we’re dealing with. We don’t 
really need those guns. After all, when we die, we’ll see each other in the New Kingdom when 
Jesus comes back to claim His throne.” Jason smiled, “That’s good at least.” Arcades nodded in 
agreement, “Yeah, it sure is. A place where there will be no more evil, and we’ Il be able to live 
in peace with the Lord and all of His saints for all eternity. Eternity sounds like quite a long time 
you’d have to spend with me, right?” The wolf placed his hand on the fox’s shoulder, “I think it 
sounds like a good way to spend eternity.” Arcades smiled and replied back to the wolf, “You’re 


telling me.” 


Chapter 9 


Dealing in Resources 


“Mobile Task Group Sigma-5 has failed the operation to destroy CDI’s new vehicle,” a 
Knights Templar agent reported to The Majestic One. The human did not know why the 
operation was not a success, “What happened?” The agent replied, “We do not know for sure, 
but we think they lost the element of surprise too early. When we flew the UAV around the area 
after the attack, we could see that CDI had the prototype vehicle outside of the hangar, and we 
were able to get a clearer image of it. We believe they used it to terminate MTG Sigma-S.” The 
Majestic One went to view the image that was sent to him, and he examined the MAV-29. Using 
the surrounding buildings and smaller vehicles in the frame as points of reference, The Majestic 
One realized just how small the MAV-29 really was compared to the XVP-1, “That little thing is 
CDI’s Dreadnought?” The Templar agent said, “Yes, sir.” The Majestic One continued to view 
the photograph, “I thought it wasn’t combat operational.” 

The agent spoke, “We did not believe it was either.” The Majestic One knew that the 
failed attack would have the potential of leaving clues for CDI to trace their attackers, “And now 
we have two failed incidents. First that fox gets away, and now CDI knows that somebody’s 
interested in attacking them.” The Majestic One paused as he took a moment to think. The 
Templar agent only stood by and waited. The Majestic One finally spoke again after his pause, 
“How long will it take for us to be able to make artificially-produced anthros again? The Omega 


Foundation was successful with the project, but we don’t have that anymore.” The Templar agent 


replied, “Without a new template, it could take awhile, and we do not have any of the facilities 
we had to draw in new candidates for testing and evaluation. Besides, the fox broke into that 
facility first, the Omega Foundation’s Facility Eleven.” 

When The Majestic One heard mention of Kurt Hofemier again, he couldn’t help but feel 
angry, “That damn fox is the reason why we’ve lost so much progress. We were so close! All we 
needed to do was just make a few more XVP-1s and an army of anthros, and we wouldn’t be 
able to lose. We would be able to turn all of the world’s nations to us, and we would start the 
New World Order that we’ve been trying to establish for so long.” The agent could not 
understand why Arcades was so important, ““Why even pursue the fox at this point? Tracking 
him down has only led to him moving further away from us. You don’t even know if he would 
even be a worthy candidate for us to use as a new template.” There was a great deal of anger on 
The Majestic One’s face when he replied, “Don’t you see? That fox still has what we can’t risk 
being out there: He knows about us and what we’ve been up to. He is the reason why the Omega 
Foundation fell, and we can’t just simply kill him and get it done and over with. He needs to pay 
for what he has done to our New World Order.” 

“If you’re going to do that to him, then why bother using him as a template? Can’t we get 
another anthro from somewhere else for that?” the agent began to argue. The Majestic One shook 
his head, “That fox has a unique color pattern. He’s not just any regular silver fox. He has the 
pattern of a red fox, but he has black fur instead of red fur. We would be missing out if we were 
not to at least analyze his specimen while we’re at it.” The agent knew that they had few leads to 
go on to find Arcades, “But sir, where are we supposed to look? We don’t know if he even left 
the state or not.” The Majestic One gave an order, “Send small covert units to each of the 


surrounding towns and have them look for him over the span of a week. There isn’t much we can 


do besides that, and make sure they don’t even know who exactly the fox is. I don’t want word to 
somehow make its way to him.” The agent was a bit skeptical, for he did not think the field 
agents would be able to locate the fox within the timeframe, “And what if they can’t find him 
within the allotted time frame?” The Majestic One decided to accept that only so much could be 
done to find the fox, “Then I suppose we better just hope he doesn’t tell anybody else about us. 
We’ve dug quite the hole looking for him already, and we don’t need to make it an even larger 
hole. Especially since CDI now knows that someone is out there to get them.” 

The agent was not sure what his superior had in mind to deal with MAV-29, “What are 
we supposed to do about CDI, anyways?” The Majestic One took into account the failure of the 
previous mission, “If we cannot destroy the vehicle, then perhaps we can take it.” The Templar 
agent was not sure how such a task would be feasibly completed, “I take it we would need a 
different strategy. The heliborne assault was unsuccessful, and it was previously unsuccessful 
when the Omega Foundation launched one against a different CDI base back in 2028. Perhaps 
they have too many air defenses set up.” Neither human was a witness to the assault itself, so 
they did not know that MTG Sigma-S5 merely showed up at an inopportune time. Still, The 
Majestic One decided that a new strategy needed to be used to deal with the MAV-29, “We 
won’t be able to attack by the air, and there isn’t a body of water nearby for us to use...” The 
agent used the brief pause to voice his concern, “Sir, you’re not thinking about a ground assault, 
are you? CDI is known for having some pretty nasty hardware hidden in those bases. We do not 
have the firepower to compete with it. All we really have are aircraft, and many of them are not 
even capable for combat operations.” 

The Majestic One shook his head, “Nope. Not at all. I know we cannot go up against CDI 


ourselves. We need to do something smart to get inside there and take their Mini-Dreadnought.” 


The agent was skeptical about stealing the MAV-29, “Sir, how can we be sure that they’re not 
building more of those elsewhere? They might have the plans for those at other bases, and 
there’s no telling which ones know and which ones don’t know about the prototype.” The 
Majestic One replied to the Templar agent, “If we had that vehicle, then we would be able to get 
a jumpstart on making a new Dreadnought for ourselves.” The templar was not sure why The 
Majestic One planned on taking a reverse-engineered vehicle to reverse-engineer it into yet 
another reverse-engineered vehicle, ““What happened to destroying it? That was the plan before.” 
The Majestic One spoke, “I would’ve wanted it destroyed if I knew it wasn’t combat ready. Now 
that I know they’ve used it, I want to see what it’s capable of.” The Majestic One looked at the 
image yet again and said, “Besides, I see that they have a neat little device on the middle 
compartment. I wonder what it does.” The Templar agent filled his superior in on the MAV-29’s 
laser weapon system, “We believe that to be a laser weapon system. It is similar in nature to the 
one the Dreadnought had, but it’s smaller.” When the Dreadnought was mentioned again, The 
Majestic One spoke, “Too bad we don’t have to people who worked on it originally. We had to 
have our artificial anthros kill them all before they were found by CDI.” 

The Templar agent did not know about this specific detail, but he decided not to question 
it; Instead, he moved the conversation back on track, “Sir, are we planning to steal the Mini- 
Dreadnought, or are we going to destroy it?” The Majestic One stared directly at the agent for a 
few seconds before replying, “We’ll steal it; take it back to our site, and CDI won’t be able to 
find it. There, we’ ll be able to study it and work on making up for lost progress. We’re going to 
need a site expansion for a new R&D unit, but having the Mini-Dreadnought will enable us to 
get a headstart. From there, if we can get that fox, we’ ll be able to see if he’s a worthy candidate 


for new artificial anthro production. We don’t have the stuff we need to mass-produce them yet, 


but that won’t stop us from analyzing his specimen and getting what we would need from him. 
Even if it isn’t him that we would be able to use, we’ll still have our chance to get back at the fox 
for what he’s done to us.” The agent noticed the conversation was trailing off again, “Sir, do you 
have an idea on how to get the Mini-Dreadnought?” The Majestic One looked at the aerial view 
of the base, “Deception. It’s what we do best.” 

Sitting at a stoplight, Arcades took his Oakley Radar sunglasses off as he grabbed a 
microfiber cloth to wipe them off. Jason, who was sitting in the passenger seat of the 4Runner 
playing with the XMP-1’s scope, spoke to the fox, “Hey, mate. You reckon that this’1l come in 
handy again later? Arcades looked to his right, and he noticed the scope the wolf was showing 
him, “That thing can see UAVs with the Foundation’s signature, so perhaps it would come in 
handy at some point. I guess if you see an aircraft or something in the sky, look at it and see if 
it’s one of theirs or not. It might tag those as well if they’re outputting another radio frequency 
that the software detects as being friendly.” The wolf looked at the scope, and he could see that 
there were a few smudges on it. Jason looked to his left, and he could see that Arcades looked as 
if he was done using the microfiber cloth, “Kurt, can I wipe this off?” The fox handed the cloth 
over to the wolf, and he placed his Oakley Radar sunglasses back over his eyes. Arcades looked 
up at the traffic light, and it had just turned green. The fox stepped on the accelerator pedal and 
began driving again. 

The cargo compartment of the 4Runner was not carrying as much as it did before; the two 
anthros had moved practically all of the firearms to the Mustang. What was left in the 4Runner 
were survival essentials and three civilian-legal weapons: A Smith & Wesson M&P15 
Competition, a SIG Sauer MCX Virtus Patrol, and a Heckler & Koch MR556A1. The weapons 


may not have been what the fox preferred to use, but they were probably some of the best 


civilian-legal weapons that they had. Though the fox owned objectively superior weapons, they 
were NFA items of some sort, and Arcades did not want to risk bringing NFA items with him 
since he was no longer the owner of a security firm. The legal entity did exist for the time being, 
but Arcades was not sure how long it would continue to exist. Jason spoke to the fox after he 
wiped the smudges off of the XMP-1’s scope he was playing with, “How much do you think 
they’ ll give us for the parts we’re bringing them?” Arcades replied, “The HK416A5 will 
probably go for a couple thousand; some people get really excited about having genuine HK 
parts to put on their dumbed-down civilian models.” Jason remembered that the fox did not plan 
on selling the MR556A1 just yet, “Why not just put the upper from the better rifle on the semi- 
automatic lower?” 

Arcades said, “I would, but then we’d be making another NFA item. The HK416A5’s 
barrel is way too short for us to put on the MR556. It would basically be in the same legality of 
us carrying the Salient GRY. Outside of our home, we can’t really be manufacturers of NFA 
items, and we’re technically not allowed to have them here, either.” The wolf did not quite 
understand how American gun laws exactly worked, “Why does that make it an NFA item? So 
what if the barrel’s short?” The fox chuckled slightly, “Heh... Well, let me just tell you this: The 
people who made such laws have little experience with weapons. Most of what they know comes 
from watching movies done with plenty of special effects and blank-firing replicas. Heck, plenty 
of those guns are not even made from real firearms at all. Speaking of Hollywood, that’s why 
suppressors are NFA items as well.” Jason shook his head, “Guns are still loud enough to make 
my ears ring even with a suppressor. Why did they decide to regulate them?” The fox shrugged 
while he still continued to drive, “Well, like I said, what they know about suppressors come from 


watching films produced by Hollywood. They think suppressors make a gun completely silent, 


so that’s why they typically refer to them as silencers. However, that couldn’t be further from the 
truth. They can still damage your hearing even with a suppressor installed.” 

Jason scoffed, “You know what’s a real load of rubbish?” Arcades stopped at another 
stoplight, and the fox took a guess as to what the wolf was referring to, “The fact that 
suppressors are considered restricted weapons in Australia?” The wolf was not thinking about 
the fact Arcades mentioned specifically, “Really?” The fox thought that his guess was what the 
wolf was thinking of, “Yeah, is that not what you were gonna say?” Jason perked up a smile and 
replied, “Well, I mean, that’s pretty rubbish too, but what I was gonna say is how hard these 
things are to get in general back where I’m from.” The fox gave a slight nod as the light changed 
and he began moving again, “I remember us talking about it before for a bit, and yeah, I know 
how bad it is over there. You guys can’t even have airsoft guns, either. Heck, I don’t even think 
you can have the gel shooting guns anymore. That used to be the last bastion for you guys after 
your government got rid of those airsoft guns. Now, you can’t really have anything.” Jason 
looked back down at the XMP-1 scope he was holding, “Good thing I’m not over there anymore. 
I’d rather be here with you than be over there.” Arcades changed lanes, and he briefly looked 
over to Jason as he thought about what was previously said, “Yeah? Why did you suggest we go 
over there, then? That was only like a day ago.” 

The wolf sat in silence for a moment, “I guess what you think of on the spot may not be 
the best to go with.” Arcades nodded, “Yeah. Sounds to me like Jackie was right. I haven’t seen 
any more of those Foundation guys around here, so as long as we don’t use the same company 
entity we did before, then they probably wouldn’t be able to find us.” Jason looked around the 
surroundings outside of the 4Runner, “Well, do you plan on staying in this town for the time 


being?” Arcades continued watching the road as he answered, “I don’t see any reason why we 


shouldn’t. I think if we don’t run into the Foundation here for the next month, then we should be 
golden. Ill miss living back at Foley, though. However, I guess beggars can’t be choosers. It’s 
either stay and get taken to the Foundation, or you leave and keep your freedom.” Jason 
remembered when the both of them had been taken to the Foundation almost two years ago, 
“Blimey, I know how that feels. I don’t wanna have to go through that again, and that’s for sure.” 
Arcades closed his eyes and shook his head for a brief moment as he pushed the memories out of 
his mind, “You’re tellin’ me.” 

When the fox opened his eyes again, he looked into his rearview mirror at an angle which 
would enable him to see Jackie. The fox saw the vixen was sitting in silence and looking out of 
the window. Arcades spoke to the vixen, “You doing alright back there?” Jackie looked at 
Arcades, but she saw that the fox was looking at her from the mirror. The vixen replied, “I’m 
okay.” The fox asked another question, “Jason and I are going to sell these gun parts when we 
get to the dealer. Are you alright with going in there with us?” Jackie gave a soft nod and replied 
with a soft voice as well, “Yes.” Arcades acknowledged the vixen, “It shouldn’t take too long. 
Were you trying to sleep back there?” The vixen shook her head, “‘No, I was just looking 
outside.” Arcades did not have anything else he needed to ask Jackie at the moment, so he said 
one last thing to her: “Alright. Remember, if you need anything from us, just ask.” After the fox 
finished talking, he went back to focusing on his driving, and he heard the wolf speak again, “Ah 
man, Kurt. I’m going to miss a lot of these guns.” Arcades sighed at first, “Me too... That’s how 
the Foundation still knows about us, though. It’s because of our business. I would suggest 
opening one in your name instead, but I’m not sure how that’d go when you’ve just been 


naturalized not too long ago. They might give us trouble, and I don’t want a bunch of 


unregistered NFA items just lying around. People who aren’t working with the Foundation 
would still be able to take us in for that.” 

The wolf sat in silence, still examining the scope he was playing with, but Arcades was 
not finished speaking, “T’ll tell you what: This state doesn’t have a gun registry, just like 
Alabama. We can still keep some of our guns that aren’t NFA items. The three we have in the 
trunk are all legal for us to own without any type of registration. After we sell all of the parts kits 
for our NFA items, Ill let you choose what you’d like to keep. Does that sound fair?” Jason’s 
response played off of what the fox had just said a little while earlier, “I guess for once, a beggar 
like me can be a chooser.” Arcades smiled, “You should be glad you didn’t draw the short end of 
the stick. After all, I’m the one who paid for all of those guns.” Jason looked up, placed the 
scope in his lap, and he used his now free hand to prop his head up, “Which guns did you bring 
for us to sell off today?” The fox replied, “The HK416A5, the HK MPSK, and the HK G36.” 
Jason noticed that all of the weapons were made by the same manufacturer, ““Why are they all 
HKs?” Arcades said, “I’m getting rid of those for two reasons: HK parts are pretty expensive 
since they’re proprietary, and also because all three of them are NFA items. They’re all fully- 
automatic. That’s why I stripped the lower receivers on all of them before putting them into that 
one bag sitting in the back of our truck.” 

When the fox mentioned an item in the back of the 4Runner, Jackie looked behind her 
seat to see the bag in question sitting in the cargo compartment. Jason remembered a question he 
asked the fox earlier but didn’t get a full answer, “So how much do you expect to get for that 
whole lot? We still have a bunch of NFA guns that are left in the Mustang. When are we going to 
get rid of those?” Arcades answered the questions in the order they were asked, “Each parts kit 


will get us about a thousand dollars at the very least. I’m sure we can make a deal for more, 


though. Anyways, that’s three different parts kits, so we should be walking out of there with at 
least three thousand dollars.” Jason felt the amount of cash was satisfactory enough, “Yeah? That 
sounds pretty good for only getting rid of three guns. How much do you think we can pull in for 
everything we plan to sell in total?” Arcades mentally tried to count the total in his head, “Uhh... 
Well, I'd say that should get us about thirty thousand dollars at the very least. We may have to 
sell all of our guns for that, though.” 

“Crikey,” Jason interjected. The fox spoke again, “That’s just if we sell only all of the 
guns. That’s not even counting the tactical gear we brought. We still can get rid of that and make 
a fair bit as well. We could actually survive for a pretty decent while off of just getting rid of the 
guns and tactical gear alone. We may not be in a house, but we’ll be able to eat for a good while. 
However, I’d probably still have to pay taxes on doing that, so the government would have to get 
their share.” The wolf was surprised to hear the fox mention taxes, “Taxes? Why do you need to 
pay taxes for selling these guns?” Arcades replied, “Mainly because we’d be making as much as 
we would be making if we had a full-time job. The US government always has to get their slice 
of the pie. The IRS doesn’t necessarily care how you got your money, they just want their 
money.” Jason thought back to all of the guns Arcades was not initially selling, “Hey Kurt, why 
not just get it all done and over with? Sell all of your guns and tactical gear right now?” Arcades 
replied with his reasoning, “I’m not sure how many local businesses around here would be fine 
with dumping tens of thousands of dollars on a whole lot of parts kits that came from a bunch of 
NFA weapons in one day. They still have to make their living just as much as we do. We would 
have to spread it out over a long period of time.” 

Jason saw the fox turn into a parking lot, and he looked up at the lettering on the store, 


“Ts this it? We’re here?” Arcades nodded to the wolf as he parked the 4Runner in one of the 


parking spots, “Should be. That’s what Google Maps is telling me.” The wolf looked at the fox 
as he turned off Google Maps on his phone, “Wait, Kurt. Weren’t you telling me the Foundation 
can track you with that?” Arcades looked at his phone as he replied, “Yeah, that is what I told 
you from earlier, but after setting some time aside to think about the situation, I’m pretty sure 
they found us because of the company. I doubt they’re able to track phones specifically. 
Otherwise, they would have ambushed us prior to us returning back home last night. They knew 
that we own a gun store, so that’s the only place they could confirm that we would be at.” Jason 
remembered that the two of them were initially attacked outside of their store, “What about 
before? They didn’t come to us when we were at home.” Arcades spoke, “That guy probably 
followed us out there because he knew it would be easier to attack us when we’re not in a place 
we’re directly familiar with.” 

Jason was thinking about what the fox was telling him, but his concentration was broken 
upon the fox exiting the vehicle, ““You ready to go inside, Jason?” The wolf paused for a moment 
and thought back to something else the fox had told him earlier, “What about the radio that you 
gave me? We don’t need to use that anymore?” Arcades reached into his pocket, and he removed 
the Kenwood radio and the disconnected antenna that was also in his pocket, “Since we’re not 
going to be on foot, we don’t really need to keep them on us for the time being. Still, we should 
have them around just in case if we do need to use them later on. Unless you plan on abandoning 
our second vehicle, we should just keep these in the Mustang and just stay together. How does 
that sound?” The wolf reached into his own pocket and placed his radio right next to the one 
Arcades had put into the 4Runner, “Well, if it’s less stuff for me to carry about, then I guess I’m 
with ya, Kurt.” Jason unbuckled his seatbelt, and he briefly turned around to look at Jackie. The 


wolf spoke to the vixen, “Coming?” Jackie unbuckled her own seatbelt and used her right hand 


to pull the door handle, “Yeah.” Jackie stepped out of the 4Runner, and Jason realized that he 
was still sitting inside of the SUV. The wolf could see that both of the foxes were now waiting 
on him, so he exited the vehicle. 

With all three anthros now outside of the vehicle, Arcades moved towards the rear door 
of the SUV where both Jason and Jackie followed him to. The fox opened the trunk, and he 
spoke, “I have all of the parts kits loaded up in that bag. I only removed what we needed to, so 
the rest of this stuff is fully-assembled. However, we shouldn’t get them mixed up with one 
another since these parts are not really interchangeable.” Arcades picked up the bag, and he lifted 
it up slightly to see just how heavy carrying practically three guns felt to him. The fox was still 
able to lift the bag for himself, though it was indeed a bit heavy for him. However, he would not 
have to carry the gun parts that far. As Arcades took a couple steps away from the 4Runner, 
Jason questioned the fox, “Do you need anything else from there, mate?” Arcades shook his 
head, “No. Can you do me a favor and close it?” The wolf reached up with both hands after the 
fox moved out of the way, and he closed the rear door of the 4Runner, “There you go, mate. The 
boot’s closed.” Arcades took off his sunglasses with his left hand, and he placed them between 
the buttons on his polo shirt. The fox finally used his left hand to gesture for the two anthros to 
proceed with him, “Alright. We’re good now. Let’s head on inside.” 

Arcades, Jason, and Jackie entered the firearms dealer’s store, and the anthros began to 
approach the front counter. When they got close enough to the counter, a human emerged from a 
back room, and he could see the three anthros that had entered his store. The human spoke, 
“Hey, what can I do for you?” Arcades stood in front of the counter, but he did not place his bag 
on the table just yet. The fox spoke to the human, “Do you guys buy parts kits?” The human 


raised his eyebrows, it was not everyday that he was asked such a question. Nevertheless, the 


human replied, “I guess that depends on what you got. You got something in that bag?” Arcades 
nodded, and he sat the bag on the table. The fox unzipped the bag, and he pulled out the parts 
kits he was trying to sell off. The human picked up the HK416A5 upper receiver, and he looked 
it over, “Woah. Is this a genuine HK416 upper?” The human pulled the charging handle 
backwards a bit, and he was able to see the dust cover pop downwards. With the dust cover open, 
the human looked at the marked Heckler & Koch bolt carrier group without removing it from the 
upper. 

Arcades answered the question, “It sure is. It came off of an HK416A5.” The human 
looked surprised, “Damn. Where’d you get this?” Arcades replied, “Former importer of NFA 
items. That came off of a genuine machine gun.” The human then looked at the next parts kit, the 
MPS5K. Picking up the mostly-assembled MPS5K, the human looked over the item, “I can see 
somebody buying one of these to make an SP5K look more like an MPSK.” Arcades nodded and 
began to prop up a little smirk since things seemed to be going well for him thus far. The human 
noticed that the trigger housing had icons for more than just safe and semi, “Did this come off a 
machine gun as well?” The fox nodded, “Sure did. It came off an MPSK. I know the vertical grip 
can be an issue if you’re keeping it as a pistol, but you can take that off if you’d rather not sell it 
as a complete parts kit. Or else, somebody could still pay for the tax stamp and make it an 
AOW.” 

The human replied, “Wed still be able to sell it as a complete product. We’d just have to 
tell the customer that they’d have to get a tax stamp before installing that on an SP5 or SPS5K 
that’s not already a short-barreled rifle or any other weapon. The HK416 upper would be fine for 
any AR pistol or an SBR’d AR-15.” Arcades brought out the final item in the bag, the G36 parts 


kit. The human looked equally as surprised to see the G36 as he was to see the other two parts 


kits, “And a G36? Wow.” Arcades started speaking, “Yep. Like the other two, that one came off 
of a genuine machine gun. I’m pretty sure that should be compatible with the HK SL8. Either 
way, it has the markings on the trigger pack for select-fire. It would look nice enough on an 
SL8.” The shopkeeper looked at the three parts kits which Arcades was trying to sell him. The 
human commented on the rarity of the parts kits, “It’s not often that you see this type of stuff just 
walk into the store. What are you planning on getting out of these?” The fox threw out an offer, 
“Four thousand dollars for everything?” The human took a deep breath and considered the fox’s 
offer. The human then went back and picked up the HK416 upper receiver and examined it 
closely. He was surprised how decent the condition was across all three parts kits; to him, it was 
clear that the fox took good care of his weapons. The shopkeeper looked up at the fox and 
replied, “Can you give me a moment to decide?” Arcades nodded, “Sure thing.” The human 
retreated back into the room he emerged from when the anthros initially entered the shop. 

Once the human was gone, the wolf turned to the fox and said, “Sounds like you’ Il 
probably get what you’re asking for, Kurt.” Arcades nodded, “I could’ve probably asked for a bit 
more, but I’d rather not get rejected and have to find another place. We sorta need this money as 
soon as possible.” Jason spoke again, “At least we have plenty of other guns we can sell for parts 
as well.” Arcades nodded in agreement, “Yeah, and it especially helps that this state doesn’t do 
registration like some of the other states do. We just can’t sell auto-sears and suppressors to these 
guys since they’re NFA items. These are alright because they’ re not restricted by themselves. 
They’re only problematic if you decide to actually install them on a complete weapon. I know, it 
doesn’t make sense, but we’re using that to our advantage here since these parts are not regulated 
at all.” Jason gave a slight chuckle, “Heh, the one time when a firearms law doesn’t mess things 


up for you.” Arcades took a deep breath before replying, “It could be easier. If it were up to me, 


then we wouldn’t need any legislation for any of these weapons. It makes no sense why they’d 
regulate them based on features. A 9mm with a stock is no more powerful than a 9mm without a 
stock.” Jason shrugged, “Only so much one fox can do, right?” Arcades let out a sigh 
accompanied by the shake of his head, “It sucks...” 

Softly after Arcades and Jason concluded their brief conversation, the shopkeeper 
returned with his verdict of his decision, “I guess Ill buy those off of you.” Arcades replied, 
“Yeah? Four thousand dollars, right?” The human agreed with the price the fox offered, “I 
suppose so. I don’t think Ill ever see those parts kits in here ever again. Especially since they’ re 
all genuine HK parts.” The fox removed his bag from the table, but he left the parts kits, “Sounds 
good.” The shopkeeper reached underneath the table, and he brought out a check, “Ill write you 
a check. What’s your name?” The fox replied, “Kurt Hofmeier.” The human was rather intrigued 
by the fox’s name, “Hmm. Are you a German?” Arcades replied, “Only by ancestry. I was born 
and raised in Alabama.” The shopkeeper asked another question as he started filling out the 
check, “What brings you here to Florida?” Arcades briefly looked at the wolf, but he looked back 
to the shopkeeper before the human was able to look back up at the fox. Arcades gave his 
answer, “I guess you could say I’m just looking for better opportunities here.” 

The human paused writing the check, and he looked at the other two anthros 
accompanying the fox, “Are these your friends? You bring them from Alabama, too?” Arcades 
looked over the wolf and introduced him to the shopkeeper, “Well, this here is Jason Barter, and 
he’s someone who I’ve worked with for a few years now. He’s from Australia.” The wolf waved 
towards the human, “G’day, cobber.” Arcades then looked over to Jackie, “This is Jackie Dawes. 
She’s been with us for a bit off and on back in the past, but now she’s with us again. She’s an 


American like I am.” Jackie gave a small wave to the human, but she did not say anything: She 


only let the fox speak for her. The fox started speaking again, “So yeah, we’re here looking for 
some new opportunities. Let’s just say that I’m starting from scratch again.” The shopkeeper 
finished filling out the check, and he handed it to the fox, “If you don’t mind me asking, what 
was your last job?” Arcades decided to speak to the dealer, “I used to be in the firearms business 
myself.” The shopkeeper became curious, “What happened to that?” The fox wanted to tell the 
human what had happened, but he did not want to divulge too much information, “I guess you 
could say we decided that it would be more beneficial for us to pursue an alternate career path.” 

The human did not know the context behind the fox’s statement, so he made an 
inaccurate assumption, “I see. However, Alabama’s more gun-friendly than this state is. Was 
business not going that well for you?” Arcades canted his head sideways at a small angle, 
“Perhaps it’s just a bit difficult for a fox to run a business that deals with this sort of stuff. I guess 
it would be easier just to not deal with it at all.” The shopkeeper was starting to wonder if the fox 
had experienced some type of discrimination, “Somebody try and attack you?” The fox canted 
his head to a greater degree, “Well... You could say that.” The shopkeeper shook his head, 
“Shit... I know that anthros like you don’t really have any options to deal with stuff like that; 
especially since you’re a fox, it would be hard to even get people to believe it’s happening to you 
in the first place.” Arcades was rather surprised by the human’s words, “Yeah, so that’s why I 
had to go and leave. It wasn’t really safe for us to stay there anymore.” 

The shopkeeper could not really relate with the fox and his troubles, but he could 
sympathize with him to a degree, “I’m sorry to hear all that. I hope it all goes well for you.” 
Arcades looked towards the floor, and he held his bag in his hand. The fox then looked back up 
at the human and said, “Thanks. I used to own a company before my last job, it was a security 


company, and that one kinda fell for the same reason. The same people followed me from that 


old company over to the new one, and I even relocated across the country hoping that they 
wouldn’t bother me again. However, they just won’t give up.” The human was wondering how 
the fox planned to deal with his problem, “If they followed you across the country, how do you 
know they won’t follow you here?” The fox replied as he zipped up the empty bag, “I’m pretty 
sure I know how they found me: They followed me across the companies since it is technically 
the same corporate entity. I just renamed it and stopped paying for one of the licenses on it. I can 
either make an entirely different company or just cut my losses and find something else to do, 
and I decided to go with the second option.” 

The human sighed, “I guess that’s just what you have to do sometimes. Not too much one 
fox can do about it.” After a brief pause of silence, the shopkeeper looked back at his newly 
purchased parts kits on the table, “Do you have any more of these? I’d be willing to buy a few of 
them if they sell well.” Arcades replied, “Yeah, I have quite a bit of them, actually. I managed to 
take all of those from my old store before I had to leave.” The human asked another question, 
“Any complete guns? I could buy those as well, but just no NFA items.” The fox nodded, “I have 
a bunch of regular handguns that I could sell, and I have some rifles that are not NFA items as 
well.” The human spoke, “Id be willing to take a look at those if you’d ever want to come back 
here and sell me those. Are they used or new?” The fox answered the question, “I have some 
used and some new. The used ones are all in about the same condition as those kits there; I 
always strive to take good care of my gear.” Arcades did have a question for the human, “When 
would you want to see those guns?” The shopkeeper replied, “I’d say give it several weeks 
before coming back here. I still have to see if these parts kits sell, but I don’t think I'll have too 
much of a problem. People really like HK stuff, and I can really see somebody buying that 


HK416 upper to put on an AR pistol or an SBR.” Arcades decided to wrap the conversation up, 


for he still had to use his time wisely, ““Yeah? I guess I might be coming back around then. I'll 
show you what I have. In the meantime, I’ve gotta get going. I have other business to take care 
of.” The shopkeeper waved to bid the fox farewell, “Alright. Sounds good. I'll probably see you 
around again.” Arcades gave a final nod before heading towards the door with his party, “Yep. 
Thanks for doing business.” After all was said and done, the anthros exited the store. 

Jason spoke once they were all out of the store, “Four thousand dollars, right? What? 11 
that get us?” Arcades replied as he looked at the check, “It’s enough to hold us for the time 
being. We still have some more cash that we brought ourselves, and I think it would be safe 
enough to use my credit card for stuff. After thinking about it, I really don’t think the Foundation 
can track that sort of stuff. They would’ve done something already if that was the case. They 
wouldn’t just sit by for almost two years if they already had all of those resources to help them 
find me.” As the anthros approached the 4Runner, Arcades opened the rear door and tossed the 
empty bag inside. The fox then closed the door, and the wolf asked another question for the fox, 
“Well then, Kurt. What are we doing next?” Arcades replied as he held up the check for the wolf 
to see, “We’re going to the bank. I’m going to deposit this check. After that, we’ ll find a place to 
stay for the night, and we’ll think about what to do next. By that time, we should probably get 
something to eat as well. Oh, and we should also go and get a tarp to put over the Mustang. We 
don’t want the interior to flood if it rains since it still has those holes in the roof.” The wolf 
acknowledged Arcades, “I don’t have any better ideas, so I guess we’ll go and do that, then.” 
With the conversation coming to a conclusion, the anthros all returned to the 4Runner and set out 
to complete the next set of tasks. 

A black Ford Explorer driven by a couple of agents from the Knights Templar pulled up 


to a stoplight. The agent in the passenger seat spoke, “Why do they even have us out here? I 


think it’s a waste of time trying to find this fox. How special can he be, anyways? I’ve never 
even heard of this guy until yesterday.” The agent in the driver’s seat replied, “I think he had 
something to do with the Omega Foundation back when that was still a thing. I guess he was part 
of the reason why it’s not a thing anymore or something.” The passenger was skeptical, “How 
can that be? He’s just one fox. There’s no way one person alone would be capable of taking 
down the Foundation. If anything, CDI is what we should be worried about.” The driver spoke of 
a new rumor he heard, “Have you heard anything about CDI developing their own vehicle based 
on the one the Foundation was working on?” The passenger shook his head, “They’re doing that? 
This is the first time I’ve heard that ever been mentioned before.” The driver shrugged, “Well, 
you see, apparently that vehicle is a prototype from what I’ve heard, and the Majestic 12 is trying 
to get a Mobile Task Group together to take it.” 

The passenger was not informed of the situation, “Oh really? They haven’t told me 
anything about that.” The driver looked at the light, and he saw it was still red. Knowing that he 
had a moment to continue talking, he looked to his right to view the passenger and spoke, “They 
haven’t told me anything about it either, but I overheard a couple people talking about it before 
they sent us out here.” The passenger shook his head, “Yeah? I still don’t even know why we’re 
even bothering with this fox in the first place. All we know about him is that he’s black and 
white, and that’s it. I mean, I guess we’ll know him when we see him, but I sincerely doubt we’d 
ever find him out here. After all, there’s at least fifty thousand people in this city alone, and 
we’re not even sure he’s in this city to begin with. For all we know, he could be in Tennessee or 
somewhere else by now if he left Alabama like they suspect.” The driver sighed, “We'll just fly 
the drone around a bit so that the Majestic 12 will be satisfied that we at least put up some sort of 


effort to find this guy. We only have to spend a week out here.” The passenger was not satisfied 


with the length of the operation, “But a week? That’s way too long! This shit is going to be a 
fucking drag. We literally have no leads to go on; we’re looking for a fucking needle in a 
haystack here.” 

After the passenger finished speaking, the traffic light turned green, and the driver started 
to accelerate. Within a couple seconds, a gray Toyota 4Runner that had not been at the stoplight 
passed the vehicle on the left lane. The Ford Explorer picked up speed, and the passenger 
chuckled as he read the license plate, “Heh. That plate says FOXARM1. What the fuck does that 
even mean?” The driver was paying attention to the road, so he didn’t see the number plate his 
colleague was mentioning, “What?” The passenger nodded his head to the left, “That gray 
4Runner on the left lane. The license plate says FOXARM1. The fuck does that mean? Is that a 
custom plate, or is that a randomly generated abomination?” The driver finally spotted the 
number plate, “Oh, the one with the Alabama tag?” The passenger confirmed that the gray 
4Runner with the Alabama number plate was the one he was looking at, “Yeah, that one right 
there. You see that?” The driver read the number plate and returned with his interpretation, 
“Hmm... Maybe it’s supposed to read ‘fox army’, but that plate number was already taken.” The 
passenger chuckled, “Hah, heh. Why the fuck would someone want to have that for a license 
plate?” 

The driver shook his head, “I have no idea. I bet there’s just anthros in the car as well. 
Can you see from where you’re at?” The passenger shifted his head to try and see who was in the 
4Runner, but he was only able to see Jason, “I can’t see much from here, but I think that’s a gray 
wolf in the passenger seat.” The driver smirked, “I guess I was right. There are just fucking 
anthros in the car.” The passenger looked back at the vanity plate and he spoke with another 


possible interpretation of the plate’s meaning, “What if that license plate meant that the fox has 


only one arm? What if he’s an amputee?” The driver did not really believe the relation to be 
accurate, “Why would it be called that? Shouldn’t it be 1[ARMFOX? Wait, what if it was 
FOX1ARM instead?” The passenger gave a quick laugh as his colleague rearranged the order of 
the number plate’s text, “Hah, hah, hah. Maybe he was in the Army or something and lost an 
arm.” The driver then retorted, “It doesn’t even have to be him. Maybe it was his grandfather or 
great grandfather who was the one to lose an arm.” The passenger was not following the driver’s 
logic, “I’m not sure why you’d want to name your license plate after that. I doubt that’s why he 
named it that way.” The driver replied, “Well, I’m just throwing shit out there. We do have a 
week to spend out here, so wouldn’t you rather make the best of it and not be bored to shit out 
here?” The passenger sighed, “I suppose so.” 

The passenger watched as the 4Runner sped away from the Ford Explorer he was in, and 
he watched the gray SUV make a left turn at the next intersection. The passenger watched the 
4Runner as long as he could before it exited his field of vision, “And there it goes.” The driver 
had already stopped paying attention to the 4Runner, “You were still looking at it?” The 
passenger replied, looking up at the driver, “Yeah. It’s at least something to look at, right?” The 
driver shook his head, “I’m sure there are more interesting cars to look at. How about you make 
yourself useful and start looking at the driver? You’ll never know which one is driven by the fox 
we’re supposed to find. Did you see the driver of that 4Runner you were staring at?” The 
passenger shook his head, “No. I doubt that was the guy. That’d be too easy.” The driver sighed, 
“Whatever. It doesn’t really matter, anyways. All we need to do is just waste time for a week out 
here and we’re done and over with. I hope I'll never have to hear the Majestic 12 ever mention 
this fucking fox ever again. If it wasn’t for this, then we wouldn’t be in this fucking town doing 


fuck all.” 


The passenger agreed, “You said it, man. This shit fucking sucks. They should’ve 
widened the search area as well. The only reason that fox would be in any of these surrounding 
towns is if he’s a complete fucking dumbass, and I’m sure he’s not one of those if he was able to 
make the Majestic 12 give a flying fuck about his dirty fox ass.” The driver stopped at another 
red light, and he began to speak, “Yeah. Fuck knows why they decided to send us out here.” 
After a brief pause, the driver continued speaking, “Hey, what car do you think the fox we’re 
looking for would drive? They didn’t even tell us any of what to expect about that. Knowing 
what car to look for would be fucking helpful, wouldn’t it?” The passenger threw out a wild 
guess, “Uhhh... If I had to take a guess, I’d say he’d drive a Tahoe or a Suburban.” The driver 
was not thinking about the same model of vehicle, “Really? I was thinking more of a Toyota 
Tundra.” The passenger lifted an eyebrow, “What makes you say that?” The driver looked at the 
vehicle to his immediate left, and he could see that it was a blue Toyota Camry with a human in 
the driver’s seat, “Ehh... It’s just something that I thought up. Why’d you guess a Tahoe or 
Suburban?” The passenger waited until the driver looked back at him before he replied, “If I had 
to take a guess, that’s just what it’d be. I don’t really have a reason behind it.” 

The traffic light turned green, and the driver began accelerating once more, “Hot damn, 
this light didn’t last as long as the last one did.” The passenger did not see the issue, “What’s the 
problem with that?” The driver shook his head, knowing that the passenger misinterpreted the 
interjection placed at the start of his phrase, “No, I’m not complaining. I’m just saying that this 
light didn’t take as long as the last.” The passenger had a rough idea of where they were going, 
but he was not too sure what they were exactly planning to do, “What are we supposed to do 
when we get to that one field, again?” The driver replied, “No, we’re just going to use that as a 


place to park to launch our drone. People probably shouldn’t bother us there. It’1l make it easier 


for us to get our job done. We’re stopping there after we stop and get lunch.” The passenger 
remembered that there was a quadrotor helicopter in the trunk of the vehicle, “Why are we going 
to fly the drone? Nobody even told us what car we’re supposed to be looking for. That’s not 
going to make it any easier for us to find that fox we’re looking for. We’d have to spot him 
walking out in the open or something, and I think the chances of that happening are pretty 
fucking slim.” The driver briefly raised his right hand before lowering it back down on the 
steering wheel, making a slapping noise, “Like I said, we’re just here wasting time at this point. 
Just like you, I don’t expect to find this fox either, but we’re still getting paid to be here. We 
might as well look like we’re doing our job.” 

The passenger smiled, “Do you know what would be funny?” The driver entertained his 
colleague’s question, “What’s that?” The passenger started to speak, ““What if we ran into the fox 
already on the way here, and we just weren’t paying attention and missed him?” The driver 
shrugged, “You know, to be honest, I wouldn’t give a shit. Neither the Majestic 12 nor the 
Knights Templar have given us a good enough reason as to why this motherfucker’s important to 
begin with. Literally all they told us was just to go and find him. All they told us was just what 
he looked like. We have nothing more than that. Anything else is just speculation and hearsay, 
really.” The passenger took a deep breath, ““You know, I guess it doesn’t matter that they didn’t 
even give us a name, either. How many black and white red foxes live around here?” The driver 
tried to remember how many black and white red foxes he had even seen during his lifetime, 
“Um... I don’t think I’ve ever seen any in person. I think I’ve only seen one or two on the 
Internet at one point.” The passenger smiled and gave a playful nudge of the elbow to his 


colleague, “Hah, you fucking degenerate. I didn’t know you looked at anthros on the Internet!” 


The driver was beginning to get slightly annoyed, and he was also slightly offended at the 
same time, “Go fuck yourself. It was a news story or something that I saw about twelve or so 
years ago.” The passenger kept his smile on his face, “Oh really? What was the story about? 
Some anthro got fucked like they always do?” The driver shook his head, “Of course not. If I 
remember correctly, I think it was about a bunch of anthros that were getting arrested for 
something. I think it had to do with getting drunk at a beach while underage.” The description 
the driver gave was not helping his case. The passenger teased yet again, “Arrested? Oh, so it’s 
coming out now. I see what you mean. Don’t worry, I won’t judge you. I mean, there are plenty 
of humans who like to see anthros in chains --” The driver interrupted his colleague, “Shut your 
fucking mouth, asshole. I don’t fuck with anthros.” The passenger returned with a question, “Oh 
yeah? Then why were you looking at that?” The driver shook his head, “It was on the fucking 
evening news one night back when I lived in Crestview in the 2010s. What the fuck are you 
talking about? I didn’t ask for that shit.” The passenger asked about the initial topic, “So, you’re 
telling me that one of the anthros they had in this news story was a black and white red fox?” 

The driver tried to remember what he had seen, even if it was from over an entire decade 
ago, “I’m pretty sure, yeah. They focused quite a bit on him, too. It was kinda weird. The 
cameraman kept on panning down and looking at his feet and everything.” The passenger 
smirked again and chuckled, taking into account how long ago the driver reported seeing the 
broadcast, “Heh. You seem to have a pretty decent memory of this little broadcast, don’t you?” 
The driver realized that he was being teased yet again, “Ah, are you going to keep this shit up or 
what? You fucking son of a bitch.” The passenger only continued to smile; he was having fun, 
even if his colleague was not having fun being teased, “What if that guy was the same guy we’re 


looking for now? Wouldn’t that be fucking hilarious?” The driver sighed, “Well, that would be 


something, but what are we supposed to do about it? Are we supposed to go back in time and tell 
Sheriff... What was his name? Sheriff Asher? I think Laurence Asher was the Sheriff at the time. 
Anyways, are we supposed to go back in time to pull up and tell him that we’re here to take the 
fox off of him? Besides, we don’t even know if that’s the fox we’re supposed to be looking for in 
the first place.” 

The passenger spoke, “I guess since there are so few of those patterned foxes around 
these parts that it shouldn’t be that bad even if we didn’t get the right one. Are you sure that the 
fox you saw in that one news report was the same pattern as the one we’re supposed to be 
looking for?” The driver nodded, “Yeah, I can be sure of that. He had the same color pattern as a 
regular red fox, but he had black fur wherever you’d expect to see red fur. The bitch looked 
fucking scared shitless to be there.” The passenger rolled his eyes and retorted, “Well, I'd be 
pretty fucking scared shitless as well if I was a fox getting violated by the cops. Us humans don’t 
really gotta put up with that type of shit since many people will just give anthros shit just because 
they’re anthros.” The driver did not reply to his colleague’s response. After a small moment of 
time, the passenger asked a question, “So this news story aired on your local news channel?” The 
driver nodded, “Yeah. Crestview is in Okaloosa County, and it was the Okaloosa Sheriff’s Office 
that did that kind of shit. I think it was a yearly thing for them to do that. I don’t remember that 
happening until Sheriff Asher was the one who took office. Asher always had this weird face: 
One half of his mouth was permanently canted downwards, and it made him look creepy as fuck. 
I wonder if he had a stroke or something; I’m not really too sure how that happened. Anyways, I 
used to live there before I started working for the Templar.” 

The passenger could not really relate to the driver’s experience, “I’m from Ohio. I don’t 


think I ever had to deal with that type of shit over there. Anyways, that was like twelve years 


ago, so it doesn’t really matter anymore.” The driver shook his head, “All those motherfuckers 
can just go fuck off for all I care.” The passenger was thinking about the way his colleague 
described the very fox they were both supposed to be looking for, “I take it that fur pattern is 
pretty rare, isn’t it? Most of the time, black red foxes are entirely black. I think they call them 
silver foxes at that point. The ones that are both black and red usually have black where the 
white fur is supposed to be, and not black where the red fur is. I guess this fox has it backwards, 
huh?” The driver nodded, “Yeah. Part of me doesn’t even want to find him. After all, I really 
don’t feel like dealing with a dirty ass fox. Even if he doesn’t give us much of any trouble, I still 
don’t want to put up with keeping an anthro and taking him back to the Majestic 12. Fuck knows 
what they plan on doing with him.” The passenger agreed with the driver, “Yeah, I know. I don’t 
want to deal with that shit either. I’d rather that be somebody else’s problem to fucking deal 
with.” The driver decided he was done with the conversation for the time being, “Let’s just get 
on with our job. The quicker this week goes by, the less time we have to spend out here looking 
for this bitch.” 

Walking out of the bank after completing their business, Arcades spoke to the wolf, 
“That’s done. Now we should find a Wal-Mart or something so we can buy a tarp for the 
Mustang.” Jason asked a question, “Kurt, are we just supposed to leave the Mustang there? Why 
can’t we move it somewhere else? How do you know that nobody’s going to walk on down to 
that little field and find your car full of firearms?” Arcades stood in front of the 4Runner and he 
waited for both of his accomplices to stop walking before he replied, “Truthfully, there is no way 
for me to know that. All we can do is just pray that itll work out for us. If we trust in the Lord, 
He’ll take care of us. Besides, do you have any better ideas of where to move it?” The wolf 


raised both of his eyebrows and shook his head, “Ah, I can’t say I do, mate.” Arcades gave a 


nod, “Yeah? Well, that’s mainly our only option at this point. Putting a tarp over it will prevent 
the guns inside from getting all wet, and it’ll also probably look inconspicuous to anybody just 
passing by. It should be easily overlooked.” 

After the brief conversation, the three anthros boarded the 4Runner again, and the fox put 
the key into the ignition to start the vehicle. After all, his 4Runner was one of the last production 
models to feature the keyed ignition as opposed to the wireless key fob ignition. As the fox 
turned around to reverse out of the parking space, he could see that Jackie was looking out the 
window. Arcades got the vixen’s attention as he reversed, “Are you feeling tired, Jackie?” The 
vixen shifted her attention over to Arcades and replied, “No, not really.” Arcades did not hear the 
vixen say much throughout the day, so he felt that he should ask about her well-being, “Anything 
we can do for you? You’ve been a bit quiet today.” Jackie shook her head, “I’m fine. I just don’t 
have much to say.” The fox left the vixen with a reminder, and it was one which he had repeated 
more than once, “Well, if you need anything, don’t be afraid to ask us. We’re here to keep you 
safe, and that’s what we’re going to do. We’re serving you.” 

The vixen did have a question for Arcades, but she asked it after Arcades had already 
turned back around in his seat to look out the windscreen, “Kurt, do you know where we’re 
sleeping tonight?” The fox replied after he pulled out of the bank’s parking lot and merged back 
with regular traffic, ““We’ll get a hotel room for tonight. It shouldn’t be an issue: I’ve already 
seen a few of them around these parts. We’ll be stopping by one of those once we buy a tarp, 
cover up the Mustang, and get some food. Anybody have any ideas for lunch today?” Jason was 
unfamiliar with the area, so he could not think of anything. The wolf did make a suggestion, 
“Kurt, how about you give me your phone and I can see what I can find on the map?” The fox 


waited until it was safe for him to reach into his pocket and pull out his Samsung Galaxy phone, 


“There you go, Jason. Just make sure you don’t delete that one marker I placed. That’s the 
location of where we parked the Mustang, and I’d hate to try and find my way back by memory.” 
Jason smiled, “Oh don’t worry mate, I won’t get rid of it.” The wolf proceeded to look for 
restaurants they would be able to eat at. 

“This looks like it should work. I don’t think anybody would fuck with us here,” the 
Templar driver said as he pulled off of the road and drove past the treeline. The passenger looked 
around the area, “Ain’t this convenient? A little clearing in the middle of the woods. A perfect 
place to launch a drone, right?” The driver did not reply, but he did stop the vehicle in the middle 
of the clearing. With the Ford Explorer now stopped, he finally spoke, “Let’s just get on with it.” 
With nothing else to be said, both agents exited the SUV, and they proceeded to the rear door of 
their black Ford Explorer. The driver opened the door, and inside was a DJI Matrice 210 RTK 
V2 drone. The passenger removed the unmanned aircraft from the Ford Explorer, and the driver 
took out the radio controller that the UAV used. After calibrating the control surfaces to make 
sure that they were synced with each other and checking that the power cell held plenty of charge 
in it, the drone was ready to take flight. The driver moved the camera around, and he was able to 
see his surroundings from the drone’s camera. Finally, the driver gave the UAV throttle, and he 
heard the sound emanating from each of the four rotors as they picked up speed. The drone took 
flight, and the passenger watched as the aircraft flew off into the sky. 

With nothing to do for himself, the passenger stood aside as he looked around the 
surroundings: There was plenty of foliage around, and there was no shortage of trees to be 
practically seen in all directions. However, there was one entity that stood out when compared to 
the otherwise natural setting. The passenger spoke as he looked at the out of place object, “Hey, 


is that another car here?” The driver was more focused on flying the aircraft, “Don’t fuck with 


whatever you’re looking at. Leave it alone.” The passenger shook his head, but he was not seen 
by his colleague, “No, I’m talking about the lone Ford Mustang that’s just parked out here in this 
clearing.” After enabling autopilot, the driver looked away from the screen he used to see the 
drone’s view, “What the fuck are you talking about?” The passenger pointed directly at the Ford 
Mustang, “Over there. It’s just a gray Ford Mustang that’s just sitting out here.” The driver could 
see the abandoned vehicle, but he could not see anybody else around. The driver spoke, “This is 
probably somebody’s property. We should be fine as long as he doesn’t come back to give us 
shit about it, and if he does decide to give us shit about it, we’ll fuck him up. Either way, that 
car’s probably just abandoned there.” 

The driver went back to pilot the drone again, but the passenger was not really satisfied 
by his colleague’s statement, “Why would somebody just abandon a Ford Mustang out here?” 
The driver was not really interested in entertaining his colleague’s questions, “Not a damn clue. 
Don’t fuck with it.” The passenger stroked his chin as he studied the car from afar, “It looks 
awfully in decent shape just to be left out here. What a waste of a car.” The driver looked up 
briefly from his UAV’s controls, “That car’s probably fucked seven ways to hell. It just doesn’t 
look all fucked up yet. Either that or you’re too far to see that it’s fucked up.” The passenger 
continued to ask questions about the car, “How long do you think it’s been out here for?” The 
driver did not even bother looking up from his drone control system before replying, “Probably 
been here for a month or two. I bet the guy who owns it probably ran out of a place to keep it, so 
he just left it here.” The passenger shook his head, “What a damn shame if you ask me. It looks 
like a nice car.” The driver shrugged as he continued to fly the UAV, “Well, some of those 
Mustangs aren’t that expensive. That may be one of the cheaper models. Besides, it’s probably 


fucked up on the inside, and the owner thought it wasn’t worth enough to fix it. Whoever owns 


this property will eventually either get rid of it or sell it to somebody, or he’ Il just leave it to rot 
until the end of time. It doesn’t really matter.” 

The two humans fell silent again, and the passenger peeked over his colleague’s shoulder 
to see him fly the aircraft. After watching the flight for a few minutes, he asked a question, 
“Where are you right now?” The driver replied, “Downtown. There ain’t too many pedestrians 
on the sidewalks, and most of them are humans. I have only seen a couple of anthros, and they’ re 
not what we’re looking for. I don’t even think they were canoids. I’m pretty sure they were 
feloids of some sort, so that’s definitely not what we’re looking for.” The passenger then asked, 
“Well, it’s not like you were expecting to find the fox out there, right?” The driver nodded, 
“Yeah, I’m just wasting time. I'll let it fly for a few more minutes before flying it back here. I'll 
check a few sidewalks while I’m at it, but I don’t think we’ll be seeing anything interesting. If 
anything, we’d have better luck driving around like we were earlier, but we’re just out here just 
to kill time at this point.” 

After another ten minutes of flight, the driver felt that he had flown enough to report to 
his superiors, “Welp. That should do it. I’m bringing the drone back now.” The passenger was 
glad to hear his colleague say such words, “Good. I’m sick of sitting out here with nothing to 
do.” The driver retorted as he continued watching the UAV on its way back to their location, 
“Tt’s not like we’d be doing anything else out here. We’lI still be driving around the roads for a 
while while we look for this guy.” The passenger sighed, “I guess we’ll have to keep each other 
from going bored then, right?” The driver shook his head and sighed, “This is going to be a long 
fucking week.” The passenger presented his colleague with an ultimatum, “Would you rather 
find the fox and get out of here, or spend the week doing nothing?” The driver did not like either 


outcome, “I really do not want to be the one that has to transport that fucking fox, and I also do 


not want to just fuck around and do fuck all this week.” The passenger shook his head; the two 
humans were not really in agreement with one another. 

After flying the drone back to the landing site, the two agents began packing up the UAV 
back into the trunk of the Ford Explorer. They would be sure to transfer over the flight data and 
recording to a memory drive in order to keep as proof that they put at least an effort to find the 
fox they were sent to locate. Packing up the drone took less time than deploying it, and the two 
agents were practically finished with packing up the unmanned aircraft after just a few minutes. 
After closing the trunk door, the driver and the passenger took their respective seats in the Ford 
Explorer, and they prepared to leave the area to continue their drive around the town. The driver 
spoke as he drove off, “Well... At least this day is about halfway done and over with.” The 
passenger replied, “That means we have a week minus half a day left.” The driver sighed, “This 
is going to fucking suck. Get used to this fucking town; we’re gonna be here for a decent while.” 
The driver pulled out of the clearing, and he went back on the road. 

After a few moments, Arcades arrived at the same scene with the 4Runner. He was 
completely unaware that the very men who were sent to find him had just visited the very spot 
where he abandoned his Ford Mustang. Jason looked over to the right, and he could still see that 
the Mustang was exactly where they parked it, “It’s still there. That’s good.” Arcades parked 
directly next to the Mustang, and he turned off the SUV’s engine. The fox spoke to the wolf, “Go 
and get the tarp we got, Jason.” The wolf acknowledged Arcades and exited the SUV, “Sure 
thing, mate.” Jackie asked Arcades a question, “Can I stay in here, Kurt?” The fox nodded, 
“Yeah, this ain’t gonna take long. All we need to do is just cover up the Mustang, and we’ll be 
back on our way.” Arcades stepped out of the 4Runner, and he went to the trunk to retrieve the 


tarp. The tarp was an olive drab color, so it would be even less noticeable to passerbys once it 


was covering up the Mustang. Before the two anthros went to cover up the vehicle, the fox 
turned around. The wolf was wondering what Arcades was looking at, “What’s the matter Kurt?” 
Arcades replied after a brief moment, “Oh, it’s nothing. I just had a strange feeling that 
somebody was here earlier.” Jason smiled, “I’m sure plenty of people have passed this place by 
while driving out on the road. Prolly at least one person thought it would be nice to check the 
place out.” Arcades shrugged off his feeling and continued to apply the tarp and cover up the 
Mustang, “Sure.” As the two anthros successfully covered up the vehicle, the wolf spoke again, 
“With this covering up your car, I bet it’1l keep some curious people from moving in and 
checking out what’s inside if they can get a good enough look to see that something’s here.” 
Arcades decided that he agreed with Jason, “Yeah. It should work for the time being.” Since the 
tarp was applied, all that needed to be done was just to anchor it in place. The fox spoke to the 
wolf, “Go and get some of those anchor spikes. Let’s finish setting this thing up.” The wolf 


nodded. 


Chapter 10 


The Heist 


A Mobile Task Group member adjusted the flat dark earth MICH 2000 he was wearing. 
Along with the helmet, the operative was dressed in the full uniform of a typical Canadian CDI 
contractor: A ranger green Crye-cut combat uniform, a flat dark earth LBT plate carrier, coyote 
tan boots, flat dark earth gloves, and even a Colt Canada C8 with flat dark earth furniture. All of 
the Mobile Task Group units wore the same uniform with khaki balaclavas, and they even wore 
flat dark earth ESS goggles to hide their faces. Though two of the units carried Colt Canada C8 
AR-15s, other two units carried Kalashnikov Concern AK-201s since the AK-201 was a 
common weapon carried by CDI contractors operating in areas where 5.56x45mm was more 
common than Russian cartridges. After gathering intelligence regarding the patrol routes of CDI 
vehicles in the surrounding area of their base, the unit was preparing for an ambush in order to 
commandeer a vehicle to enter the base with. Since all of the four MTG operatives were dressed 
as CDI members, they simply had to wait for a CDI vehicle to approach. 

“Alright. The patrol car should be approaching within the next two minutes. Get ready,” 
the fireteam leader of MTG Phi-8 spoke to the other three MTG members waiting for the 
ambush. After an extended moment of silence, the operatives saw a CDI-patterned VPK-3927 
approaching their position. The infantry mobility vehicle was alone, but the Mobile Task Group 
knew that they would be unable to attack the drivers while they were still inside of the vehicle. 


They would have to wait for them to exit the vehicle before they would be vulnerable to an 


attack. They also wanted to preserve the condition of the vehicle so it did not look like it was 
hijacked by a hostile force. Phi-8-1 prepared to stand up with Phi-8-2 to begin their diversion, 
but they were waiting for the VPK-3927 to come closer before they decided to do anything. Phi- 
8-Actual looked over to his right, and he could see that the other two disguised MTG members 
were waiting in the grass on the other side of the road. They would come in and incapacitate the 
CDI personnel once they were outside of the vehicle and occupied. 

“Alright, let’s go,” Phi-8-1 spoke as he began to walk out into the middle of the road. 
Phi-8-2 followed the fireteam leader, but both operatives kept their Colt Canada C8s held 
downwards. Phi-1-1 held out his left hand and waved to signal the approaching vehicle to stop. 
Fortunately for the Mobile Task Group, the VPK-3927 began to slow down until it stopped just 
in front of the two men standing in the road. Once the vehicle came to a complete stop, the CDI 
driver opened the door and spoke to the two men, ““What’s going on out here?” Phi-8-1 kept his 
face fully covered as he replied with his cover story, “Yeah, they sent us out here to recover 
some debris from the aircraft that attacked a couple days ago, but the guys who dropped us off 
haven’t come back to pick us up.” The driver looked out into the field, but he could not see any 
remains of the MH-60X Stealth Hawks, “What parts did you get?” Phi-8-1 had to keep his story 
going, “The flight recorder. It was too heavy for us to carry back to base ourselves, so we were 
waiting for a truck to come by and get it. However, nobody ever showed up, so we had to walk 
back to base ourselves and get a vehicle.” 

The CDI driver disabled the engine of the vehicle, and he undid his seatbelt as well. 
Stepping out of the vehicle, the driver tried to get a better look of the direction Phi-8-1 kept 
drawing attention to. The CDI driver shook his head, “I can’t see anything from here. Where did 


you say the flight recorder was?” Phi-8-2 looked past the CDI driver, and he could see that the 


passenger of the VPK-3927 exited the vehicle as well. Phi-8-2 walked over to the vehicle while 
Phi-8-1 continued to speak to the CDI personnel, and the human could see that there were no 
other people inside of the vehicle. Knowing that the VPK-3927 was empty, Phi-8-2 turned 
around and gave a hand signal to the other two MTG personnel waiting for the attack. The two 
operatives stood up, and they each removed a steel cable from one of their cargo pockets. The 
two operatives then split up, and they went to approach the CDI personnel from behind. While 
Phi-8-1 was still talking to the driver of the VPK-3927, Phi-8-2 moved over to approach the 
passenger. Phi-8-2 spoke to the passenger to keep him distracted, and also to prevent him from 
being able to hear Phi-8-4 walking up behind him with a steel cable in hand, “Did you see the 
attack go down?” The CDI contractor nodded his head, “Yeah, I was the one who first saw the 
helicopters incoming.” Phi-8-2 replied, “Do we know who was behind it yet?” The contractor 
replied, “We have no idea. So far, the investigation into the wreckage hasn’t yielded anything 
significant yet. We don’t have any leads, but we haven’t looked through all of the helicopters 
yet. I think right now, we’ve only searched one of them, but we couldn’t find anything. Maybe 
that flight recording box you guys found would have something interesting on it.” 

Phi-8-2 looked through his ESS goggles, and he could see that Phi-8-4 was now standing 
directly behind the CDI contractor with the steel cable at the ready. Phi-8-2 asked one last 
question to the contractor, “Hmmm. What do you think they were after? Why attack a CDI base 
in the middle of Canada?” The contractor began talking again, “No idea. Perhaps they may be 
after the MAV-29, but that vehicle can’t be too special since it’s not even something that’s 
directly supposed to be used in a straight conflict. Maybe they like the laser technology we’ve 
developed for it...”” While the contractor spoke, Phi-8-2 nodded for his colleague to attack, “That 


laser was developed by CDI, and it’s pretty efficient for what it is. That middle compartment 


contains the power supply for it, and it’s able to --” The CDI contractor was immediately 
silenced as the steel cable was quickly wrapped around his neck. As Phi-8-4 pulled the table 
tighter to prevent the CDI contractor from speaking, Phi-8-2 turned around to see that Phi-8-3 
was currently in the process of strangling the other CDI contractor. It did not take long for the 
two CDI members to lose consciousness, but the MTG operatives continued to strangle the two 
men even after they lost consciousness to ensure that they were dead. 

After a good few minutes of strangulation, the MTG members finally released the steel 
cables from the necks of the deceased CDI contractors, and they checked their pulses to make 
sure that they were dead. With both of the men dead, the Phi-8-3 and Phi-8-4 dragged their 
deceased bodies out of the road, and they continued to drag them until they were a fair bit away 
from the sightlines of anybody who needed to use the road. Besides, the grass was tall enough to 
hide the bodies of the two contractors, so it provided decent cover for hiding the bodies. Before 
abandoning the bodies, Phi-8-3 and Phi-8-4 looked over the former contractors to see if they had 
anything worth taking; However, they were not carrying any equipment that would be of use to 
them. After all, they were wearing the same uniform and carrying the same weapons as they 
were. Though the two MTG members debated on picking up magazines held in the pouches of 
the contractors’ plate carriers, they decided against doing so. After all, they were not planning for 
a direct assault on the CDI base. Rather, they would not engage the CDI contractors within the 
base at all until they were in control of the MAV-29. 

Phi-8-3 and Phi-8-4 returned to the VPK-3927, and they could see that their colleagues 
were already in the vehicle and starting the engine back up. Phi-8-1 was in the driver’s seat and 
Phi-8-2 was in the passenger seat, so the two remaining MTG members walked around to the 


rear of the 4x4 vehicle in order to board it. After walking to the rear of the vehicle, Phi-8-3 


attempted to see if the rear door was locked, but to his surprise, the door opened right up. The 
two remaining MTG units boarded the vehicle, closed the door, and Phi-8-4 spoke on the radio to 
the fireteam leader, “We’re in the truck. We’re ready to go.” Though Phi-8-1 did not reply via 
the radio, he did reply by shifting the transmission out of park and accelerating the vehicle into 
motion. Phi-8-1 proceeded to perform a three-point turn, and he was able to turn the vehicle 
around to proceed back in the direction of the base. With a vehicle now commandeered, all they 
had to do was get inside of the base and locate the MAV-29. Finding the MAV-29 and driving it 
out would be the hard part. At the very least, the Mobile Task Group knew that CDI often would 
simply let vehicles inside without much scrutiny. The men monitoring the gates were primarily 
paying attention to see whether or not the vehicle was indeed a CDI vehicle or not. Not much 
attention was given to the actual occupants of the CDI vehicle, and the disguise the MTG unit 
wore was more than decent enough to fool CDI members. 

Phi-8-1 could see the CDI base as he was driving on one of the lesser used paths which 
led to the base. Phi-8-2 looked outside of the reinforced window, and he tried to get a good look 
at the defenses set up by CDI around their own base. From what he could see, however, there did 
not appear to be many defensive batteries set up. Though there were a few guard towers with 
contractors walking back and forth here and there, there did not seem to be any batteries set up 
with the notion of an impending aerial attack in mind. However, Phi-8-2 was still on the outside 
of the base, so he still figured that he may not be able to see too much of the base without driving 
on the inside of it. The Majestic 12 did at least take a survey of the base from a higher 
perspective to find the different routes in and out of the base, and the entrance which seemed to 


be guarded the least was where the MTG was currently approaching. 


A CDI contractor stood in front of the gate controls and watched as the hijacked VPK- 
3927 approached the rear entrance. The same contractor knew that he had let the same vehicle 
out of the gate earlier in the day, and he looked at the time he logged for the vehicle to leave to 
see how long it was gone for. Since the vehicle was out for about an hour, the contractor felt that 
it was just about time for the vehicle to return to the base. The contractor pressed the button 
inside of the command post to raise the gate, and he stood aside as he watched the truck drive by 
the gate and into the base. The contractor did look inside of the truck as it passed, but did not see 
anything out of the ordinary. After all, the two visible occupants of the vehicle were wearing the 
same CDI uniform that most of the personnel on the base wore. After the VPK-3927 drove 
through the checkpoint, the contractor pressed the gate button again to lower the gate, and he did 
not think anything more of the vehicle which he had just let in. With the gate closed again, the 
contractor returned back into his guard post and logged the time the vehicle returned. For all the 
entrance guard knew, everything was proceeding normally. 

“And we’re in,” Phi-8-1 said as he gained some ground on the contractor who let them 
into the base. Phi-8-2 looked at the base again, and it looked much larger when viewing it on the 
inside due to all of the infrastructure built, “Shit. This place is bigger than I thought it would be.” 
Phi-8-1 took a left turn once he reached the end of the straight road he was travelling on, and he 
started proceeding forwards again, “There's no telling which building our vehicle’s in.” All Phi- 
8-2 could see were hangars and more infrastructure, “Maybe it’s in one of these hangars?” Phi-8- 
1 shrugged, “It could be, but at the same time, CDI has a runway at this base. There could be 
fighter jets in those hangars.” Phi-8-2 was not too happy knowing that CDI had a strong air 
force, especially since the Majestic 12 did not possess nearly as much air power, “How do we 


stop those jets from taking down the vehicle once we take it?” Phi-8-1 shook his head and 


replied, “You know, that depends on if we can figure out how to use the weapons or not. If we 
can, we can try and shoot them down, but if we can’t...” Phi-8-2 finished the sentence for his 
colleague, “Then I suppose we’re going to have to outrun them, and they’re jets.” 

As the VPK-3927 slowly drove down the road behind the several hangars, Phi-8-2 looked 
at the various CDI personnel going about their business. The human commented on the other 
humans he was looking at, “Most of these guys aren’t even armed. You think we’d be able to go 
loud if we blow our cover?” Phi-8-1 saw a few armed CDI contractors as he drove, and he 
started considering the situation in his head before delivering his opinion, “It may be doable, but 
we wouldn’t be able to waste any time at that point. We’re already going to likely be going up 
against their aircraft, and going up against their ground forces won’t help us. Don’t forget that 
we’re outnumbered and outgunned. However, if we get that vehicle and get the weapons 
working, then they’re gonna be the ones who are outgunned.” Phi-8-2 saw that their vehicle had 
almost arrived at the east side of the base, “I don’t think they’re going to like it when they see 
this vehicle aimlessly roaming around out in the open.” Phi-8-1 agreed, and he turned right once 
he arrived at the east wall, “Yeah, but I’m still just checking things out.” Phi-8-2 was not 
comfortable with staying out in the open for long, ““We should get this car off of their roads. 
They’ ll eventually get suspicious if they’re not already. We’re just driving around aimlessly at 
this point.” Phi-8-1 turned the vehicle one more time, and they were now proceeding back in the 
direction of the aircraft hangars, ““We’ll probably stop at that first hangar. We’ll go on foot from 
there.” 

Phi-8-2 thought of a problem, “How are we going to get in the hangars? I don’t think 
they’re just open for anybody to walk inside.” Phi-8-1 did consider the objection, but he also 


remembered how relaxed the security was when they entered the base in the first place, “Maybe 


they’ ll let us in like they did back at the entrance.” Phi-8-2 disagreed with the driver, “I’m pretty 
sure the security wasn’t as stringent there because there’s really nothing special in plain view 
within the base. We still have to get inside of the hangar, and we don’t even know which one is 
the correct hangar.” With both the driver and the passenger still in disagreement as to how they 
would approach the situation, Phi-8-2 made a suggestion, “Why don’t we stop the car 
somewhere before they do notice we’re just driving around in circles?” Phi-8-1 looked around, 
but he could not find anywhere that would not be too suspicious for them to park, “Park where? I 
haven’t seen another car like ours driving around in the base. They’! know something’s up if we 
just stop in a random spot.” Phi-8-2 pointed to the nearest aircraft hangar, “Just park there, and 
we'll figure it out.” 

Phi-8-1 did not like the idea of parking next to the hangar, but he did not have any better 
ideas. Though he was very hesitant, Phi-8-1 pulled the VPK-3927 over, and he stopped directly 
beside the hangar sitting almost in the middle of the base. Once the vehicle came to a stop, Phi-8- 
1 spoke over the radio to his colleagues riding in the rear, “We’re not getting out yet. Wait for 
my signal. Standby.” When the operative released the PTT button, Phi-8-2 spoke to the driver, 
“Did they not tell you the way inside the hangars during the briefing?” Phi-8-1 shook his head, 
“Of course not. You know, I don’t even think they know themselves if this prototype is still even 
here at this point.” Phi-8-2 did remember seeing the photograph of the MAV-29, “Well, it was 
definitely here a few days ago, and you’d think our UAVs would be able to see something that 
large leaving the area.” Phi-8-1 scoffed, “Yeah? And you’d think it would be better for the UAV 
to get a better image of the base?” Phi-8-2 remembered what happened to the last time MJ12 


aircraft tried to fly close to the base, “They were still able to see those Stealth Hawks. It would 


be too risky to get closer shots of the base. Besides, if we don’t act now, they'd likely just move 
the vehicle out themselves, and then we wouldn’t really be able to know where they’re taking it.” 

Phi-8-1 had an objection, “If that’s so, then why not just wait for them to move it, and 
then we can take it during transit?” Phi-8-2 replied to the objection, “I doubt they’d move it as 
one big vehicle. It would be a lot easier for them to disassemble it and move each part separately. 
That would also make it harder for us to get it since we’d have to locate each segment of this 
damned vehicle.” Phi-8-1 sighed, “And here we are practically kicking the hornet’s nest. Whose 
idea was it to send us here? This is CDI’s fucking base. They have practically every advantage 
under the damn sun here.” Phi-8-2 shook his head, “Beats me. I don’t even know what the big 
deal with this vehicle is, either. They don’t tell us jack shit.” Phi-8-1 replied, “Perhaps that’s 
what you should expect when you’re working for a group that doesn’t technically exist.” Phi-8-2 
was about ready to proceed with the mission, “Yeah? Well, how about we get what we’re 
supposed to get before they decide that we no longer exist.” Phi-8-1 nodded, “Sure. We’re not 
getting into the base talking shit out here.” 

Before the operatives could discuss their next move, Phi-8-1 heard a knock outside of the 
VPK-3927’s door. Both of the humans raised their eyebrows behind their goggles upon hearing 
the knock, and Phi-8-1 immediately looked to his left to see who knocked on their door. When 
the human looked out of the window, he could see a uniformed CDI member wearing combat 
fatigues. The contractor was not wearing a helmet or plate carrier, but he was wearing a tactical 
belt which even included a holstered PL-15 handgun. Phi-8-1 knew that he had to answer the 
door, so he tried to act as clueless and unsuspecting as possible. When Phi-8-1 regained his 
composure, he opened the door and waited for the contractor to speak. After a second of silence, 


the contractor spoke, “Are you guys waiting on someone inside of the hangar?” Phi-8-1 began 


bluffing, “Yeah, we’re actually waiting to go inside.” The contractor replied, “Oh? You guys are 
the test crew for today’s MAV-29 trial?” Phi-8-1 had no idea what a MAV-29 was, but he 
decided to play along with what the contractor was saying, “Yeah. Can you let us in?” The 
contractor replied, “Sure thing. Are you waiting for your relief driver?” 

Phi-8-1 still decided to go along with the situation, even though he did not know what the 
contractor was talking about, “I guess he’s running late today. Can you get someone to take the 
car?” The contractor nodded, “Of course. Here, I’ll let you guys in first.” Phi-8-1 exited the 
vehicle, and Phi-8-2 did as well. Phi-8-1 followed the contractor as he led them to the hangar, but 
Phi-8-2 went around to the rear of the truck and spoke over the radio, “We’re ready to exit the 
vehicle now. Let’s go. We’re going in the hanger.” Within the next few seconds, the rear door 
opened and the remaining two occupants exited the vehicle. After regrouping with the contractor 
who was waiting at the side entrance to the hangar, the contractor inputted a code into a keypad, 
and he held the door open once the electronic lock disengaged. Each of the four MTG operatives 
entered the hangar, and they looked at the only vehicle inside of the hangar. Immediately upon 
viewing the MAV-29, the MTG knew that they had just found the vehicle they were looking for. 

After the door closed behind the four of them, another contractor who was already in the 
hangar approached the group, “You guys are just in time. I know you guys did the first few 
phases of the test last time, but we’re going to have to do them again. I know it’s tedious, but 
CDI demanded that the test should be completed in one uninterrupted session. I’m sure we all 
remember what happened during the previous test. Yes?” Phi-8-1 took a shot in the dark, and he 
hoped that he was correct, “I guess it’s a good thing we were ready to stop those helicopters.” To 
the human’s surprise, he gave the correct answer, “In my opinion, that gave better results than 


the actual test which we had lined up, but CDI still wanted the entire first session to be thrown 


out because of that incident. We’re restarting again from the very beginning, so you guys are 
going to have to go through the pre-mission checklist. I know, it’s tedious as hell, but all you 
need to do is just get it done this time. If we don’t have any more interruptions, then you guys 
shouldn’t have to do this again.” 

Phi-8-1 pretended as if checking over the controls of the MAV-29 was a bad thing, 
“Damn. The pre-mission checklist? That took forever last time.” The contractor smiled and 
shook his head in a sort of mutual understanding, “I know, right? I wish I could speed it up or at 
least skip some of it, but that would invalidate the test again. Think of it this way: If you guys get 
it done now, then you won’t have to do it again.” Phi-8-1 nodded, and he looked up at the 
massive Articulated Tracked Armored Combat Vehicle, “Do we have a full armament inside of 
that thing ready to go?” The contractor replied, “Yep. We even decided to replace the rear 
compartment with a model that has a VLS system. The good thing about the MAV-29 is that the 
compartments are pretty modular. It makes it easy for us to swap out loadouts for different 
operations, and it also makes it a helluva lot easier to transport the damn thing. We can just 
disassemble it into compartments and ship them separately. It doesn’t even take that long to 
reassemble it.” Phi-8-1 looked over to his colleague once he remembered a similar conversation 
occurring from earlier, and he asked the contractor another question, “Will we still have room for 
us four?” The contractor nodded, “Yeah, of course. The crew compartment has room for six 
operatives, but you only really need two to operate the thing.” 

Phi-8-1 was surprised with how good the mission was already going. He was not 
expecting for CDI to simply let him inside of the vehicle without having to use force. The 
Mobile Task Group operative felt that he was ready to proceed with the mission, “Well, if you’re 


ready for the test, then I guess we’re ready too.” The contractor gave a quick jerk of the head 


while his eyes continued to track Phi-8-1, “The sooner we get this over with, the better it is for 
all of us. I see that you guys came in full kit as well.” Phi-8-1 briefly looked down at his person 
and tried to play along yet again, “Yeah. We figured that it would be better to prepare as if you’d 
actually be going into a combat scenario with this. It'll prepare us for when we actually get to 
use this thing for real. Do you know how long that’ll be until we start deploying these?” The 
contractor replied, “We have this model, the Arvak, combat operational, but CDI isn’t ready to 
start mass-producing them until we clear it with the test. I guess you could say the sooner you 
guys get the test done, the sooner we’ll see these things rolling out during security and 
peacekeeping operations. These things don’t come cheap, so that’s why CDI wasn’t really ready 
to invest in a whole fleet of them yet. It could be that the laser just costs a shit ton of cash, or 
maybe if we didn’t lose sixteen aircraft during that one operation from two years ago, then we’d 
have some more money to spend on building these MAV-29s.” 

Phi-8-1 decided that it would be best for him to proceed with the mission instead of 
sitting around and talking with the people who were not technically on his side. After all, Phi-8-1 
was not sure when the actual test pilots would show up. The operative spoke, “If there is nothing 
left to be said, then I guess we should get going with the test.” The contractor nodded, “Of 
course. You guys can go and climb inside. I’Il be the one to run the script with you. I have a car 
that should be waiting outside to drive me to the control tower where Ill be observing you from. 
When everything is ready, we can start the pre-mission checklist. This whole session might take 
a while, so you guys should probably take off your helmets plate carriers once you get in there. 
The ventilation system in there is pretty decent, but it’s not perfect.” Phi-8-1 still played along 
with the contractor, “Sounds good. Do I need to do anything specific today before we officially 


begin the pre-mission checklist?” The contractor shook his head, “Nope. All you need to do is 


just get on the radio and let me know when you’re ready. Do you remember your callsign?” Phi- 
8-1 did not know the callsign, but he continued his tactical deception which seemed to have been 
working so far, “Did we get a new callsign?” The contractor said, “Nope. Your callsign is still 
Softshell. That should be everything you need to know, right?” Phi-8-1 nodded, “Yeah. I think 
so. How about we just get this over with?” The contractor began to turn around, “Sounds good. 
Let me know over the radio when you’re ready.” 

Mobile Task Group Phi-8 began proceeding towards the MAV-29, and they used the 
integrated ladder that had already deployed from a hidden panel to climb up to the cockpit of the 
Arvak. When the unit reached the door of the crew compartment, Phi-8-1 opened the door, and 
he let all of his men inside of the vehicle before entering himself and closing the door behind 
him. Phi-8-2 spoke as he looked over the control panel of the Arvak, “Shit. That went a helluva 
lot better than I thought.” Phi-8-1 began to remove his CDI disguise, and he started by depositing 
his Colt Canada C8 on the rifle rack positioned in the rear of the cockpit. The operative spoke as 
he removed his helmet, goggles, balaclava, and plate carrier, “I know, right? I really hope we 
don’t get interrupted by the actual people that are supposed to test this thing.” Little did the MTG 
know, they killed the test crew in order to commandeer the vehicle they used to enter the base in 
the first place. Phi-8-2 worked on removing the unnecessary equipment from his own person as 
he replied, “Do you think those two guys we killed outside of the base were the people who were 
actually supposed to test this thing?” Phi-8-1 took the left seat of the MAV-29 as he waited for 
his colleagues to remove their disguises, “If that was the case, then I’d be fucking blown out of 
the damn water. There’s no way they’re making it this easy for us.” Phi-8-2 took the right seat in 
the cockpit as he studied at the control panel of the Arvak, “Well, we did the hard part. All we 


need to do now is just ride this thing on out of here and get to the rendezvous point. The Majestic 


12 will take care of anything we can’t handle. After all, look how fucking decent this vehicle is: 
This thing is like a fucking Mercedes-Benz if they made combat vehicles. Most of the other stuff 
is fucking shit, like that car we drove on the way here. Hell, even the Stealth Hawks that we use 
don’t have the most comfortable interiors. This thing is a fucking luxury vehicle.” 

Phi-8-1 chuckled, “Heh. We’ll play along until they give us control of the weapons 
systems, and then we’ll go ahead and ride it out of here. If we’re quick enough, they won’t even 
have time to scramble their aircraft, and I doubt they’d be willing to take any sort of armored 
vehicle outside of their property and try to pursue us with. After all, does CDI really want an 
armored vehicle chase in broad daylight?” Phi-8-2 was a bit skeptical, “I’m not sure. I mean, this 
thing is supposed to be their top secret special vehicle. They probably wouldn’t be too happy 
with us taking it.” Before the conversation could proceed any further, a voice was heard over the 
radio, “Softshell, are you ready to begin the pre-mission checklist? Over.” Phi-8-1 looked on the 
control panel, and he was able to spot the radio’s PTT button. The operative held down the 
button and replied, “Copy. This is Softshell. We are ready to begin the pre-mission checklist. 
Over.” The controller replied, “To start the checklist, turn to page five of the vehicle’s manual. 
Over.” Phi-8-3 spotted the manual, and he handed it over to Phi-8-1. When Phi-8-1 looked over 
the manual, he was surprised that he would actually receive full instruction on the vehicle’s 
operations right before he would use it to drive out of the base. The Mobile Task Group did not 
think the mission could get any easier. 

After a rather lengthy briefing involving the basic controls and operations of the vehicle, 
the actual testing session was now ready to begin. The mission controller spoke over the radio 
once the hangar doors opened to their fullest extent, “Softshell, the hangar doors are open, and 


there’s nothing blocking your way. Accelerate slowly and proceed forward about fifty meters 


before stopping on the taxiway. Over.” Since Phi-8-1 was sitting in the driver’s seat of the 
Arvak, he was the one who was responsible for moving the vehicle. Phi-8-1 replied to the 
mission controller as he moved the vehicle out of the hangar, “This is Softshell: We are moving 
to the designated location. Standby.” Noise from the MAV-29’s engine was audible from inside 
of the cabin, but it was not too loud. Phi-8-4 commented on the vehicle as it drove forwards, 
“This thing’s a bit more agile than I thought it would be.” Phi-8-1 chuckled, “Hah. We’ll be out 
of here in no time with this sort of pace. They won’t even have a chance to stop us.” 

Once the MAV-29 arrived at the waypoint, Phi-8-1 spoke over the radio again, “This is 
Softshell. I have arrived at the designated location. Awaiting further instructions. Over.” The 
mission controller replied seconds later, “Affirmative, Softshell. Confirm that your ACLS is 
operational. Standby.” Phi-8-1 spoke, “Shit. Is that the laser he’s talking about?” Luckily, Phi-8- 
2 was already in the process of cycling the laser weapons system, “Yeah, that’s right. Don’t 
worry, I remember from the manual what to do.” All four humans sat in silence as they waited 
for the mission controller to reply to them and for the laser system to finish checking itself. After 
a couple minutes, Phi-8-2 spotted a tan Northrop Grumman MQ-8B Fire Scout entering his field 
of vision. The operative commented on the aircraft, “Shit. Do you see that helicopter?” Phi-8-1 
replied as he heard a beeping sound suggesting that the laser calibration sequence had completed 
without encountering any errors, “Yeah. Don’t worry, we’re about done playing along.” 

The control tower spoke to Phi-8-1 again, “Softshell, we are ready for the first phase of 
the test operation. Your first task is to track the unmanned aircraft with your laser operating 
under a low power output. Do not shoot down the UAV. Proceed with the test when ready. You 
are weapons free.” Phi-8-2 looked over to the driver, “Well... Is this where we’re ending our 


charade? Are you ready to get this thing out of here?” Phi-8-1 nodded at the helicopter hovering 


ahead, “Yep. Take it down first and then fire on the control tower with the laser. We’ ll save our 
gun and SAM launcher for later. Let’s see what this laser can do. Take that bitch down, and we’ll 
get this shitshow on the road.” Phi-8-2 powered up the laser, and he set the power output to its 
maximum setting. After targeting the MQ-8B, the operative fired the laser, and the helicopter 
had a hole quickly burned through it that caused enough damage for it to crash into the ground 
and burst into flames. 

Immediately, the mission controller spoke over the radio, “Softshell, cease engagements! 
You have shot down the training UAV!” Phi-8-1 gestured over to the control tower, “Take that 
fucker down. Fuck him up!” Phi-8-2 turned the ACLS-2 towards the control tower, and he fired 
once it was within his sights. The Mobile Task Group listened to the penultimate transmission by 
the control tower, “Softshell, terminate all engagements, and disable your laser weapons system! 
I say again: Disengage at once!” Once the mission controller realized that he was being directly 
targeted by the laser, he spoke his final transmission over the radio, “Shit! Softshell, you’re 
targeting the tower! Dammit! Fuck! What the fuck are you --” It took only a few seconds before 
the invisible laser was able to destroy the booth of the control tower, and Phi-8-2 brought the 
laser downwards in order to cut the control tower itself. Unfortunately for the crew of the control 
tower, the laser was powerful enough to slice directly through the walls, and the control tower 
began to collapse in the opposite direction of the rogue MAV-29 after a rather short moment of 
cutting with the laser capable of burning through reinforced steel. The control tower landed on 
the ground, and it collapsed into a great plume of smoke. 

As the carnage began, Phi-8-1 drove the vehicle forwards as he began to congratulate his 
crew, “Fuck yeah, that’s what I like to see! That bitch got fucked up! Let’s get this shit out of 


here.” As Phi-8-1 drove the vehicle directly across the airfield, Phi-8-2 was already using the 


laser to target CDI personnel fleeing the scene. Even armed personnel were also fleeing; they 
knew that their handheld weapons would be unable to damage the Arvak. The laser cut through 
several of the men, and they had no way of telling if the laser was targeting them or not. Since 
none of the men were using infrared imaging equipment, they were unable to see the beam, but 
they were definitely able to feel the beam as it penetrated their bodies and burned them alive. 
Though the MAV-29 was slower than an armored personnel carrier, it was still able to proceed at 
a pace that was fast enough for the purposes of the Mobile Task Group. So far, there were no 
CDI vehicles out on the tarmac to engage the MAV-29, but The MTG knew that if they did not 
quickly hurry to the nearest exit, then they would have to fight likely a few vehicles at the very 
least. At least it would take any aircraft about fifteen minutes to scramble and get airborne, and 
that would give the MTG at least a bit of a head start if they did not stick around to engage the 
aircraft as they came out on the rather damaged runway. 

The vehicle proceeded towards the exit which they came out of, and there was absolutely 
no resistance. Even though there were no hostile vehicles to target quite yet, the emergency siren 
was already sounding, and there were still plenty of infantrymen trying to return fire in the vain 
hope that they would be able to do something to stop the rogue MAV-29. Little did they know 
that the crew inside of the MAV-29 were not even CDI personnel in the first place. It took only a 
few minutes for the hijacked Arvak to arrive at the rear entrance to the base, and it easily drove 
directly through the checkpoint, taking a piece of the wall with it. As the vehicle proceeded out 
of the CDI base, Phi-8-3 commented on the damage the vehicle was able to cause, “Shit, son. 
You just ran straight through that checkpoint. They don’t even have anybody out to chase us 
yet.” Mere seconds after speaking, two CDI Iveco LMVs exited the base, and they began to 


follow the fleeing MAV-29. Phi-8-1 spoke to Phi-8-2, “Get rid of those two cars behind us.” 


Though the gunner on the LMV began to fire upon the MAV-29, its rounds did little to actually 
damage the hull of the Arvak, Phi-8-2 rotated the laser system around, and he fired upon the 
vehicles once they were within his sights. The LMVs quickly succumbed to the laser weapon, 
and they burst into flames due to their fuel cells igniting upon overpenetration from the laser. 
With their pursuants disabled again, all the Mobile Task Group now had to do was just get their 
ill-gotten vehicle to the rendezvous point they had arranged before the mission began. 

It took about fifteen minutes for the first aircraft to deploy, a Mil Mi-35 Super Hind Mk. 
VII. The pilot of the Super Hind spoke over the radio, “This is Rattlesnake transmitting in the 
blind: We have made it in the air. To anybody on this channel, do we have a visual on the 
Arvak? Over.” Nobody answered the pilot over the radio, but thankfully, the pilot was not alone. 
The gunner spoke to the pilot, “I don’t think anybody else is up yet. We’re the only aircraft that’s 
here right now.” The pilot gained altitude, and he tried to get as much context as he could, “Did 
you see what took down the control tower?” The gunner toggled the different viewfinders on the 
Super Hind, and he was trying to spot the MAV-29 by cycling through different settings and 
toggles. The gunner did reply once he realized that the pilot had asked him a question, “I think 
the Arvak shot it down with the laser.” The pilot’s eyes widened, “Shit, the laser? I didn’t know 
it was that powerful.” 

The sky was mostly clear, but there were at least a few clouds that were out in the sky. 
The pilot of Rattlesnake considered flying into a cloud to avoid taking significant damage from 
the laser if the MAV-29 decided to target the helicopter he was flying, but he knew that the 
clouds would be unable to shield the helicopter from the Shipunov 2A42 which the MAV-29 was 
equipped with. The pilot spoke to the gunner again, “Can you see where it’s at?” The gunner 


shook his head, “Not right now. [Il see it when it fires its laser, though; I have infrared turned 


on. I hope it doesn’t point that thing at us. We won’t be able to avoid that, especially given how 
precise it is. I mean, it is a laser after all.” The pilot gained more altitude, and he tried to get into 
a position that would enable him to locate the MAV-29, “We need to keep our distance from the 
thing. If they can’t see us, then we’ll last longer.” Seconds later, a voice sounded over the radio, 
“This is Mi-28 callsign Adder, we have just taken off, and we are proceeding to seek and destroy 
the rogue vehicle. Are there any other aircraft on this channel? Over.” 

The pilot of Rattlesnake spoke over the radio, “Adder, this is Super Hind bearing callsign 
Rattlesnake. We currently do not have a visual on the Arvak. Are there any other friendly aircraft 
airborne at this time? Over.” The pilot of the Havoc replied, “Rattlesnake, this is Adder. 
Negative on those friendly reinforcements. We believe that the crew of the Arvak are utilizing 
laser weaponry. Has this been confirmed yet? Over.” As the Super Hind yawed to the right to get 
a better view of the surrounding areas, the pilot spoke over the radio, “Adder, this is Rattlesnake. 
Judging by the damage to the control tower, I’m thinking that they’re using laser weaponry. It’s 
better to assume that they are using it. Proceed with caution.” The gunner of the Super Hind 
looked to his left, and he could see the tan Mi-28MN Havoc gaining altitude and attempting to 
create a formation with the Super Hind. The pilot of the Havoc announced his intention to join 
the Mi-35’s flight, “Rattlesnake, this is Adder. We are joining your formation. Over.” The pilot 
of Rattlesnake looked to his left, and he could see that the Havoc was now flying about forty 
meters off the port side of his helicopter. The pilot acknowledged the friendly aircraft that joined 
him, “Sold copy, Adder. Let’s find the Arvak.” 

Phi-8-1 spoke to the other three humans inside of the MAV-29, “We’ll get to the 
rendezvous point in about ten minutes at this speed. We’ ll be far enough away that any AA 


defenses won’t shoot down our allies. All we’d have to worry about would be any aircraft that 


they send our way. Thankfully, we’ll still be able to use our armament to take them down. We 
should focus on using the laser; we should save the ammunition for the missile launcher and the 
turret for later. After all, we have only 900 rounds loaded in our front cannon.” Phi-8-2 
continued to survey the skies to see if there were any CDI aircraft pursuing their vehicle. Ever 
since they shot the last pursuing ground vehicles with the laser, they were not faced with any 
more enemy ground vehicles. Though a vehicle like a BTR-90 would be able to catch up with the 
MAV-29, it would not have the offensive or defensive capabilities to feasibly take on the MAV- 
29. Though both vehicles were armed with the same weapon, the Shipunov 2A42, the MAV-29’s 
laser would make short work of the BTR-90’s armor and likely fry the engine if it did not already 
burn the crew alive. 

There were a few CDI MiG-35E Super Fulcrums out on the runway, but the pilots 
decided that it would not be a wise decision to take off. After all, the runway was blocked by the 
collapsed control tower, and it was also considerably damaged by the Stealth Hawks which had 
crashed into the runway just a couple days ago. A takeoff may have been possible, but it would 
be just too difficult to reliably pull off. It would also make landing significantly more difficult; 
these planes still cost money, and CDI did not need to lose more assets and resources than they 
already had lost. A few BTR-90s were now driving around the base, waiting to see if there were 
any rogue personnel left within the base itself, and there were even a couple T-14 Armatas now 
patrolling the base as well. The Armatas would definitely not be able to catch up with the MAV- 
29 given how far the Arvak had traveled out of the base, but they were still patrolling just in case 
there were any immediate attacks planned for the base itself. The Super Fulcrums were quickly 
abandoned by their pilots once they found the runway too damaged to be used, and the main 


focus was now shifted to getting as many helicopters airborne as possible. With the launch of the 


first two helicopters, other pilots began starting up their aircraft with the hopes of joining the 
fight. There were a few more Mi-35 Super Hinds that were already preparing to launch, and CDI 
even had a couple Kamov Ka-52s that were already just getting airborne. 

Within the next few minutes, Phi-8-2 could see aircraft blips appear on the radar. The 
operative spoke to his superior sitting in the driver’s seat of the MAV-29 after looking through 
the targeting system and spotting the aircraft, “They’re sending helicopters after us.” Phi-8-1 
continued to drive the Arvak forwards, not letting off of the vehicle’s throttle, “Damn. Shoot as 
many of them down as you can. We can’t afford to have them shoot down our own aircraft that 
are supposed to pick us up.” Phi-8-2 immediately went to work, and he started by targeting the 
closest aircraft relative to their current location. The human spoke before he pulled the trigger to 
shoot down the Mil Mi-28MN Havoc he was aiming at, “Do you know if we’ ll make it to the RV 
point before they get there?” Phi-8-1 assumed his colleague was talking about the helicopters 
that would arrive there to hoist up the MAV-29 and extract it from the combat zone, “I’d better 
hope so. We did radio them as we were on our way out of the base, and they said they were on 
their way.” 

“This is Adder. Target is in sight. We’re going in for a strafing run,” the pilot of the 
Havoc said as he pushed the stick forward and gave the helicopter more throttle. The aircraft 
shifted its angle of attack downwards, and it began increasing its speed as it flew towards the 
Arvak. The pilot of Rattlesnake spoke on the radio to advise the Havoc against attacking the 
MAV-29, “Negative, Adder. This is Rattlesnake. You’re vulnerable to the Arvak’s laser. Abort 
your current engagement. Over.” Only seconds after the Super Hind’s pilot spoke to the Havoc, 
the pilot of the Havoc could see the tan ACLS-2 laser module rotate and direct itself upwards to 


face the helicopter attempting a strafing run. The Havoc’s gunner began to immediately fire its 


own Shipunov 2A42 at the MAV-29, but the pilot yanked the stick to the left and aft to hopefully 
avoid the laser. The gunner landed a few shots of high-explosive rounds on the Arvak, but the 
MAV-29’s reactive armor prevented damage to the vehicle’s hull. Though the Havoc aborted its 
strafing run, it was still struck in the tail by the laser fired by the MAV-29. The laser made short 
work of the tail, and it detached itself from the rest of the Havoc. 

Now spiraling out of control due to loss of a tail, the pilot of the Havoc broadcasted his 
distress signal to the rest of the CDI personnel using the same frequency, “This is Adder, we’ve 
been hit! We’ve lost control of the aircraft, and we are going down!” Since the Havoc was 
already traveling fairly quickly as it attempted its strafing run, it did not really have much of a 
chance to lower its airspeed. As a result, the Havoc did not take long before it lost enough 
altitude that a violent crash was all but mere seconds away from occurring. The pilot still pulled 
the stick and tried to fight against the loss of the tail, but his efforts at saving the helicopter were 
futile. The pilot spoke his last words over the radio as the ground quickly approached, “I say 
again, we are going down! We are going --” The pilot was immediately silenced when his 
helicopter pancaked directly into the ground and burst into a fiery explosion. 

The gunner of Rattlesnake witnessed the tail break off of the Havoc, “Shit. Was that the 
laser that did that?” The pilot began flying towards the nearest cloud to use it for cover; After all, 
the cloud would absorb a great deal of the laser’s power, and the emerging light would not be as 
dangerous to the aircraft or to the crew piloting it. The pilot replied to the gunner, “Yep. The 
beam’s not visible, and the only sound it makes is the buzzing of the power supply operating the 
laser. We'd better stay clear of it. We’re not going to be able to take the Arvak on ourselves 
while that laser is still operational.” The gunner considered the Super Hind’s armament, “Do we 


have anything we can use against it?” The pilot shook his head, but he was seated behind the 


gunner, so the gunner was unable to see the pilot’s gesture. The pilot spoke aloud, “Nope. The 
best we have on our aircraft are our unguided rockets. Even if we had a guided missile on this 
aircraft, we wouldn’t be able to get close enough to use it. Besides, the Arvak has a trophy 
system if I remember correctly. Even if the laser wasn’t our biggest issue, the trophy system 
would destroy our missile before it could do damage to the hull, and it would only do damage if 
the missile didn’t hit a place covered by reactive armor. The hull’s pretty thick, as well. It would 
take a well-placed shot by a Javelin to damage the hull, and that’s only if the Javelin doesn’t get 
shot down before it gets there. The laser’s good for more than just shooting down aircraft: It can 
shoot down missiles as well. I guess it can be used in case the trophy system depletes itself.” 

The gunner looked out the window of the Super Hind, and he could see several other CDI 
aircraft all moving in to attack the MAV-29. The pilot spoke over the radio to warn the outbound 
aircraft, “To all allied aircraft, this is Rattlesnake. Be advised, the crew of the Arvak has control 
of laser weaponry. We advise against attacking the Arvak at this time. I say again: We advise all 
allied aircraft to not engage the Arvak at this time.” Though the pilot of Rattlesnake warned 
against attacking the MAV-29, two more CDI Mi-35 Super Hind Mk. VIIs began to descend and 
open fire on the MAV-29. It did not take long for the MAV-29 to use its own laser against the 
attacking aircraft, and the gunner spoud aloud to the pilot as he could see fiery explosions go off 
in the distance, “I guess they didn’t listen...” After witnessing the demise of more allied 
helicopters, the pilot of Rattlesnake spoke on the radio again, “Attention all allied aircraft: Do 
not engage the MAV-29. Cease all current engagements and retreat to a safe distance. I say 
again: Do not engage the Arvak!” 

Phi-8-2 readjusted the ACLS after shooting down the second Mi-35, and he went on to 


target an approaching Kamov Ka-52, “Another helicopter’s approaching.” Before Phi-8-1 could 


say anything else, the gunner already fired upon the aircraft. The Hokum was struck in the 
middle of the fuselage, and it was struck in such an angle that the laser penetrated the 
helicopter’s hull all the way to the engine. The engines burst into flames, and the Hokum was 
sent into a spiral as the engines lost control of the coaxial rotors. A few missiles were fired from 
the rest of the helicopters that were engaging the MAV-29, and Phi-8-2 went on to target the 
missiles with the laser before they would be able to reach their stolen vehicle. The laser 
combined with the trophy system were quickly able to dispatch the incoming missiles, and once 
the skies were clear of missiles, Phi-8-2 targeted the incoming Havocs, Super Hinds, and 
Hokums before they could get any closer to the vehicle. The closest aircraft, another Super Hind, 
was struck first, and the laser was actually able to strike the helicopter’s crew directly. With no 
viable pilot left to pilot the aircraft, the Super Hind quickly slammed into the ground and erupted 
into yet another fiery explosion. 

It was at this point when the remaining helicopter pilots finally decided that it would 
probably be best to disengage from the fight. Their efforts were clearly not effective against the 
MAV-29, and they were only losing more and more vehicles to the Arvak’s laser. The next 
closest aircraft, another Mil Mi-28MN, diverted from its flight path, and it went to disengage 
from the battle. Unfortunately for the crew of the Havoc, the aircraft was still within range of the 
Arvak’s laser, and the fuselage was directly struck by the laser. With significant damage done to 
the hull of the helicopter, it began to lose altitude, and another beam fired by the laser was 
enough to destroy the control surfaces of the helicopter. The out-of-control Havoc almost fell 
directly out of the sky, and it impacted directly into the ground and burst into flames. By the time 
the Havoc was destroyed, the only other CDI aircraft that were still airborne kept their distance 


from the MAV-29, and they were only loosely pursuing it at this point. Phi-8-2 watched the 


radar, and he commented on the blips as they moved away from their current location, “They’re 
giving up, it looks like.” 

After only a few more minutes of driving, Phi-8-1 made another announcement to his 
crew, “We’re just about there. We should be seeing those friendly helicopters anytime, now.” 
Phi-8-2 looked back at his radar, and it only took a few moments for another group of blips to 
appear. However, the new blips were approaching from a different bearing when compared to the 
last group.” Since all the radar provided was just blips to represent aircraft with no further 
information as to who operated the aircraft, Phi-8-2 said, “I see some more aircraft approaching.” 
Phi-8-1 glanced at the radar, but he could not exactly tell which direction the radar was reporting 
the aircraft from, “Where?” Phi-8-2 looked away from his radar, and he looked out the cockpit 
window of the MAV-29. After looking for a few seconds, the human was able to spot a group of 
four Sikorsky CH-53K King Stallions with two Bell AH-280 Valors acting as escorts. All six of 
the approaching helicopters were painted entirely black, and they lacked any markings. 

“That’s them,” Phi-8-1 spoke as he drove forwards to arrive at the rendezvous point 
where the helicopters would be able to stop and attach their carrying cables to the MAV-29. The 
CDI helicopters still were following the Arvak, but they were keeping their distance since they 
knew that the laser would still be a major threat to them if they decided to approach the Arvak in 
an attempt to attack it. Though some of the pilots were considering attacking the unmarked 
helicopters that were currently approaching, they still knew that the crew inside of the Arvak 
would likely not hesitate to fire upon the CDI aircraft with the laser. There were simply too many 
CDI vehicles lost at this point, and it would be better for the pilots to hang back and only see the 
direction in which the MAV-29 would go. They likely would not be able to follow the 


helicopters back to their destination; After all, they still had to make sure that nobody else was 


trying to attack the base itself. For all they knew, stealing the MAV-29 could potentially be just a 
distraction to draw defenses away from the base and leave it vulnerable to an air attack set on 
leveling the base. A group of T-14s and BTR-90s would likely not be able to do much about a 
group of aircraft dropping their payloads on the base. 

The pilot of Rattlesnake spoke, “This is Rattlesnake, we should hang back. It might be 
time to cut our losses. I don’t recommend firing upon the approaching helicopters: Two of them 
appear to be armed, and we still have to be wary about the Arvak’s laser.” One of the remaining 
CDI Havocs replied, “This is Serpent. We copy all. We are going to return to base.” The Mi- 
28MN diverted its course, and it began to fly away from the MAV-29’s location. Though one 
helicopter had already turned around, Rattlesnake was still maintaining its course and was 
watching the Arvak from afar. The gunner looked to the left after the Super Hind yawed again, 
and he watched as about four other Super Hinds began to follow the Havoc that was leaving the 
combat zone. Even though more and more CDI aircraft were retreating, the pilot of Rattlesnake 
stayed to watch the extraction of the MAV-29. Since he did not want to get shot down by the 
AH-280 or the laser, he made sure that the Super Hind was kept at a high altitude and close to 
the clouds so it hopefully would not be easily spotted by either of the two threats. 

One of the AH-280s lowered its altitude until it was close enough to the ground, and 
several uniformed MTG operatives leaped from the tiltrotor helicopter once it had stopped flying 
forwards. The Mobile Task Group members were wearing Kryptek Obskura Transitional 
uniforms with Kryptek Mandrake equipment just like the members who were involved with the 
failed raid from the previous day. Immediately upon landing on the ground, the operatives 
cleared the vicinity by scanning the surrounding area with their rifles and then stowing them 


away once they were finished. The AH-280 which deployed the operatives raised itself to a 


greater altitude, and it joined the second AH-280 which was already on standby and ready to fire 
upon any CDI personnel that would dare to challenge the Mobile Task Group. The CH-53Ks 
deployed their lift cables, and the men immediately climbed upon the MAV-29 in order to find a 
place to attach each hook. Conveniently for the MTG, the MAV-29 already had attachment 
points for lift by crane on each compartment, so it did not take the men too long to affix the 
cables to the Arvak. All the while, Phi-8-2 was still manning the laser just in case a CDI attacker 
would try and make one last attempt to destroy the MAV-29. 

When the MAV-29 was fully hooked up, one King Stallion was latched to the front 
compartment, two were hooked on to the middle compartment, and one was attached to the rear 
compartment. Since the MTG Phi-8 did not use any of the other weapons beyond the ACLS, they 
would be able to keep the remaining ammunition loaded in the MAV-29 for the Majestic 12 to 
study and use in the future. Though it would be a great deal of time before the Illuminati would 
be able to muster the means of production to the likes of the former Omega Foundation, reverse- 
engineering the MAV-29 would be a great place to start. With all four King Stallions 
successfully latched to the Arvak, all that needed to happen now was just for the aircraft to leave 
with the captured Arvak. One of the ground units radioed for the AH-280 pilot to pick up the 
operatives, and the Valor soon decreased its altitude once more for the Mobile Task Group units 
to board the helicopter. The helicopter opened the side door, and all twelve MTG operatives 
hopped inside the AH-280. 

“We’re good, let’s get out of here,” Phi-8-1 spoke over the radio to the MJ12 helicopters. 
One of the pilots replied, “Solid copy. Hold on to something.” The AH-280s flew away from the 
King Stallions to give them more room to maneuver, and the CH-53Ks soon lifted the MAV-29 


as they all simultaneously increased throttle. A crew member spoke as he witnessed the 


successful lift, “All looks good. We got it.” Phi-8-1 smiled and nodded, “I think we did it.” The 
human turned around in the vehicle’s seat, and he looked over to his three colleagues, “We got 
it!” Phi-8-4 gave a solid nod, “Mission accomplished, then.” As the cargo helicopters stabilized, 
the two AH-280s took their positions in the formation to proceed with the escort. All the while, 
Phi-8-2 was looking at the radar and watching the viewfinder to see if there were any CDI 
vehicles approaching the convoy. As the group moved further and further away from the CDI 
base, there did not seem to be any further vehicles on their way to engage the convoy. The MJ12 
black site was quite far from the group’s current location, and they would even have to land and 
refuel a few times before arriving at their destination. They planned on disassembling the MAV- 
29 as much as they could and hooking up each compartment to an individual helicopter to make 
the flight more efficient, but they would have to gain enough ground on CDI before they would 
be able to do so. CDI would surely be looking for their vehicle. 

“There they go... It’s a shame we couldn’t stop them,” the gunner of Rattlesnake spoke 
as he watched the convoy fade into the distance as they flew through a few faraway clouds. The 
pilot sighed, ““We just had that thing combat operational as well. At least CDI still has the 
schematics. We would be able to make another, but it would probably be a while until that 
happens. Besides, the whole point of testing it was to make sure it was ready for real combat 
operations.” The gunner replied when he could no longer see the stolen vehicle anymore, “Well, 
it made short work of our aircraft. I’m pretty sure that the thing’s combat operational enough.” 
The pilot looked at the fuel gauge; the helicopter still had plenty of fuel to spare since it was not 
flying for terribly long. The pilot debated on following the convoy, but he did not want to risk 
getting shot down himself. After all, it would be hard to take down two AH-280 Valors and one 


MAV-29 using only a Mi-35 Super Hind Mk. VIL. 


“T’d say we'd better come on back home,” the pilot spoke to the gunner. The gunner did 
not have any disagreement towards the pilot’s suggestion, “Yeah, I’m with you. Let’s see how 
the base looks now.” Before the pilot yawed the aircraft to turn it back around, he looked at the 
last known direction the convoy flew in. They were heading northwest, but the pilot had no way 
to know if that was the true direction of the convoy’s intended destination. After all, CDI still 
had no idea who their mysterious attackers were. The pilot turned the Super Hind back around 
after mentally noting the bearing traveled by the convoy, and he proceeded to fly back towards 
the base. While the pilot flew and lowered the altitude of the aircraft, the gunner was beginning 
to see the wreckage of the downed helicopters still burning on the ground, “I guess it’s better that 
we don’t join them, right?” The pilot replied, “Yeah. These things don’t have ejection seats. We 
would’ve been fucked if they shot us down. I don’t think those guys made it out alive. Bunch of 
poor sons of bitches they are.” 

The gunner had a question, “Do you think we would’ve been able to take on the Arvak if 
it didn’t have a laser weapon system on it?” The pilot considered the thought, but he still knew 
that it would not have been the easiest task in the world, “That would be a maybe. It would also 
not really be best for a helicopter to do that. After all, I saw the third compartment, and they 
swapped out the troop carrying capacity for a vertically-mounted surface-to-air missile launching 
system. I’m not sure what guidance system those use, but we’d be going up against that as well 
as the same gun that those Havocs have. I tell ya, they’Il put a 2A42 cannon on just about 
anything. We’ve got those on helicopters, APCs, and now the MAV-29.” The gunner questioned 
the Arvak, “Why did CDI even bother making the thing in the first place? What’s the point of 
it?” The pilot spoke, “If I remember correctly, it’s supposed to be a heavier duty troop carrier. 


Being split into compartments, it allows for each segment of the thing to have a specific function. 


Only the third compartment has space to carry troops. The first compartment is just for the crew, 
and the second compartment has that laser system on it.” 

The gunner continued to look at the black smoke rising from the downed helicopters as 
he continued the conversation, “But that one didn’t have that rear compartment like you said. 
What is that variant supposed to be used for instead?” The pilot said, “Well, it doesn’t always 
have to be a troop carrier. It can also be a combat vehicle as well. That’s why its official name is 
the Articulated Tracked Armored Combat Vehicle. I’d say Arvak is a bit easier to say when 
compared to ATACV.” The gunner thought about the design of the vehicle, “Why is it split into 
compartments?” The pilot replied, “Two reasons: It makes it more modular, and it also makes it 
so that it can traverse more terrain. There were some similar designs in the past that were 
smaller, but they weren’t really made for combat purposes. I’d say the reason why we had that 
one is because of CDI’s developments into laser technology. In the past, those lasers would’ ve 
only been found on ships. Nowadays, they’re small enough to be mounted on something like the 
Arvak, but they’ re still too big for a tank or an APC. Those lasers eat up a lot of power, and you 
have to have a power supply that’s big enough for it. That’s why the entire middle compartment 
is dedicated to the laser.” 

By the time the pilot finished his brief lecture on the MAV-29, he had just about returned 
to the CDI base. The gunner looked at the damage caused by the collapsed control tower, and he 
also saw just how bad the runway looked from the attack, “Do you think those guys will be 
back? They did quite the number on the base.” The pilot decreased the helicopter’s altitude, and 
he checked his surroundings to make sure that he would not have an aerial collision with any 
other airborne vehicles on his way down. CDI definitely did not need anymore damage to their 


infrastructure or vehicles. The MiG-35Es were still sitting outside of the hangars where the 


ground crew left them, and there were plenty of ground vehicles still driving around the base. 
Even from an elevated position, multiple tanks and APCs were seen driving around the base 
looking for more potential hostiles. Some trucks were even already being used to try and move 
larger pieces of control tower rubble so it would not continue to block the runway, but it was too 
late for the Super Fulcrums to scramble . The pilot spoke as he looked at the runway, “I don’t 
think they’re going to be launching any jets for the time being. I hope we won’t need the runway 
in the near future.” The gunner examined the runway for himself and gave his own verdict, “I 
mean, I’d say it’d be technically possible to launch a Super Fulcrum or a Super Flanker from 
there, but landing it would be the issue.” 

The pilot agreed, “Yeah. You’d have to either get a perfect landing, or you’d fuck up the 
landing gear at the very least. At the worst, you’d fuck up the whole plane trying to land that shit 
on that runway. Damn. The runway got fucked up this time. I don’t think I’ve seen it this bad 
from my time at this CDI base.” The gunner shook his head, “Me neither. Those guys who 
attacked us: They were human, right? They weren’t anthro?” The pilot had not seen the attackers 
for himself, “I didn’t get a chance to see them, but I don’t remember anybody saying they were 
anthros. I’m pretty sure they were human.” The gunner said, “I was about to ask as to why they 
would come here in the first place, but then again, I guess they wanted the Arvak, huh?” The 
pilot deployed the landing gear of the Mi-35, and he began lining up the aircraft to land on one of 
the helipads. Since there was no control tower directing air traffic, the pilot had to make sure that 
his surroundings were completely clear before attempting the landing. 

After concentrating on what he needed to make sure that he would be able to safely land 
the Super Hind, the pilot realized that the gunner had asked him a question he was not paying 


attention to, “What was that?” The gunner rephrased his earlier sentence, “I’m saying why would 


anthros not want to take that Arvak with them? Why were they human?” The pilot lowered the 
throttle of the Super Hind, and he prepared to make contact with the ground. While the helicopter 
descended, the pilot said, “Do you think a group of anthros would even have those types of 
helicopters? Besides, they wouldn’t have been able to even get in the Arvak in the first place. 
CDI doesn’t employ any anthros. We only hire humans.” The gunner felt the aircraft make 
contact with the ground, and he heard the pilot flip a couple switches in order to begin the 
process that would shut down the helicopter’s engines and controls. As the engines began 
shutting down, they started making less and less noise. The gunner removed his helmet, and he 
held it in front of him as he saw his reflection in the lens of the integrated visor, “So, who do you 
think was behind the attack?” The pilot removed his own helmet, but he did wait a good moment 
before speaking, “I think if anyone knew, then we’d probably know where to go and get the 
Arvak back, but until that happens, we’re kinda in the dark here.” The gunner looked out the 
window and watched as several CDI vehicles drove by to assist with the cleanup of the base. The 
gunner went to open the Super Hind’s cockpit, “Well... I guess we should go and see what we 
can do to help them out. The sooner we clean up this mess, the sooner we can resume normal 
operations, and you know I need my paycheck.” The pilot opened the cockpit of the Super Hind 


as well, “I’m with you. Let’s go.” 


Chapter 11 


Take Me Away 


Arcades opened his eyes, and he looked around the place he was in. The fox had just 
woken up, and he found himself in the same hotel room that he had been staying in for the past 
couple of days. Arcades blinked a few times, and he could see some morning light entering 
through the closed curtains. The fox laid in silence, yawned, and he looked to his left to see that 
Jason appeared to still be asleep, though he was not exactly sure if the wolf was really still 
sleeping or not. Not wanting to wake the wolf in case he was still sleeping, Arcades tried not to 
make any sudden movements as he tried to adjust himself to get into a more comfortable 
position. From his current position, Arcades was able to see the digital clock on the small table 
separating the two beds, and he could see that it was nine o’clock in the morning. Looking past 
the clock, the fox looked at the second bed, and he could see that Jackie was sleeping as well. 
The vixen was not facing the fox’s direction, but Arcades was able to see the orange-red fur on 
Jackie’s back. 

Before the fox could shift back around, he heard the familiar voice of Jason whispering in 
his ear, “Kurt?” Arcades rolled to his left, and he was met with the wolf looking directly at him. 
The fox whispered back, “Yes, Jason?” Jason replied while still keeping a quiet voice, “When’d 
you wake up, mate?” Arcades quietly said, “Just now. What about you?” The wolf yawned and 
spoke after he finished, “Ah, I think I’ve been awake for just a few minutes or so. How about 


Jackie? Is she up yet?” Arcades rolled to look back at the vixen, but she did not appear to be 


stirring. The fox replied to the wolf when he turned back around, “I don’t think so. We shouldn’t 
wake her.” The wolf became curious about the time, but he could not see the clock since all he 
could see was Arcades lying next to him, “What’s the time, mate?” The fox had already made a 
mental note of the time, so he did not need to turn back around to check again, “It’s nine in the 
morning.” 

The wolf wiped his eyes with his forearm before he said, “Well... What do we’ve for 
today?” Arcades replied, “We’ll try and take another one of those parts kits to a different gun 
store and see if they’ll buy it.” The wolf thought back to the Ford Mustang which still had all of 
the fox’s automatic firearms, “So, we’re going to go back to the car?” Arcades nodded, “Yep. 
We’ll stop by there after getting breakfast. Have any ideas in mind?” Jason thought for a quick 
moment, but he was unable to come up with a suggestion, “Uhh... I’m not quite sure, mate.” 
Arcades said, “We’ll ask Jackie when she wakes up.” The wolf commented on the vixen, “She 
seems to be doing fine with us so far; even though we had a bit of a rough start with the 
Foundation showing up and running us out. I think it scared her.” The fox sighed when he 
thought about his former home, “Yeah... At least Jackie’s been alright. She may have been a bit 
shaken, but she seems to be doing alright. I doubt they’d be looking for her, though.” The wolf 
shrugged, “Yeah, nah. I don’t think there’s a way to say that for sure. She was in the Foundation 
longer than we were.” 

Seconds after Jason finished his last statement, both anthros heard some movement 
coming from the next bed. Arcades rolled back over, and he could see that the vixen was now 
waking up. Jackie sat up in the bed, and she stretched her arms outwards while Arcades and 
Jason both laid in their bed in silence. When the vixen finished stretching, she pulled down her 


white t-shirt that had partially come up while she was sleeping. Arcades waited until Jackie 


looked in his direction before saying anything, “Did you have a good night?” The vixen yawned 

before replying to the fox, “Yes.” Arcades sat up in the bed, and he directed his head towards the 
wolf who was still lying in the bed with him, “How about you, Jason. Did you have a good night 
as well?” The wolf looked at the fox who was now looking down at him, “I’ve nothin’ bad to say 
about it.” 

Arcades pulled his tail from under his leg before he spoke, “That’s nice to hear. We 
should only be staying here for probably a few more days until we can find a better place for us 
to stay. The more parts kits we can sell, the faster that’1l come.” The fox removed the sheets 
from off of his body, and he stepped out of the bed. Arcades was only wearing his white 
nightshirt and his high-cut night shorts. The fox grabbed his tail and held it as he exited the bed. 
When the fox reached the point where the two beds ended, he turned around to face his 
companions and released his tail as well, “So, the plan for the morning is to go get breakfast, and 
then we’re going to go try and see if we can’t sell another parts kit or two to a different local 
dealer. After that, I suppose it won’t hurt us to look around and see if there’s a place we’d like to 
stay. For the time being, we’re probably going to live in this town. I can’t tell you how long 
that’ll be, but it’Il do as long as neither of you don’t have any issues with that.” Arcades gave 
Jackie and Jason a chance to speak, but neither of them had anything to add. 

“No problems?” Arcades asked. The fox assumed that neither of his companions did not 
feel as if he was asking for input. Jason finally sat up in the bed and replied first, “Nothin’ from 
me, mate.” Arcades then turned to Jackie and directed his next question for her, “How about 
you?” The vixen shook her head, “I’m fine, Kurt.” Arcades gave a slow nod in return, “Yeah? 
Well I guess it’s settled. We still have plenty of guns we can go through before we run out. You 


know, maybe we can still sell some of those full-auto lowers as well while Fox Armaments still 


exists as a legal entity. However, I’d rather wait a bit on that since it’s quite a bit of paperwork to 
make that happen. After all, those parts kits for those guns still rake us in enough cash. We 
should be fine for a good while just selling those to various dealers.” After the fox finished 
speaking, he simply stood in silence as both the wolf and the vixen looked at him. Arcades 
wondered if it was too early in the morning for a conversation, so he decided that it would be 
best for him to start getting ready for the day, “Well... If you guys don’t have any issues, then 
I'll go ahead and get ready for the day. Do you guys mind if I shower first?” Neither Jason nor 
Jackie said anything in response. Arcades gave one last nod before going to fetch the clothes he 
planned to wear for the day, “Alright. I’1l see you guys when I’m done.” 

Jason yawned again, and he turned to his right to view the vixen. Jackie was also looking 
at the wolf, and she spoke, “Hey, Jason.” The wolf finally sat up in the bed when he replied, 
“G’mornin’, mate.” Jackie shifted her body so that she would be facing the wolf a bit more than 
she already was, ““We’ve been doing good so far; haven’t seen anybody out to get us.” Jason took 
in a deep breath before speaking, “It would’ve still been better if they didn’t come for us in the 
first place.” Jackie looked around the hotel room, “This is still better than what my life would be 
like if I never came with you guys. I had nowhere to go.” Jason looked down at the sheets which 
still covered his lower torso and legs, “We’d prolly be in the same situation if Kurt didn’t bring 
all of those guns with us. Right now, that’s our only source of income.” Jackie said, “At least we 
have those guns. What do you think we’ll do once we find a more permanent place to stay?” 
Jason replied, “Well, Kurt and I will probably end up finding jobs. We’ve to pay the bills one 
way or ‘another, and we don’t have an infinite supply of guns.” Jackie remembered all of the 
weapons that she saw in the Mustang, and she wondered just how long they would be able to last 


selling the guns. 


Arcades looked at his face in the mirror when he stepped into the bathroom, and he 
looked at his face. The fox could not remember the last time he looked at himself, but he did not 
really look different when compared to the last time he viewed himself. The fox removed his 
nightshirt in front of the mirror, and he looked at bare torso. Arcades examined his thin body, 
and he was glad to see that he was not looking too rough given the circumstances over the past 
week. Fortunately, the fox’s body was not harmed during the entire ordeal so far, and Arcades 
preferred that he would not be harmed in the future. When the fox dropped his shorts, he looked 
down at his bare legs and thought about the last time they were locked in carbon steel. From 
what the fox remembered, the last time he was restrained was the night of the attack which 
forced him to leave his home. Though Arcades would not be getting rid of his bag of restraints, 
he was unsure of the next time he would use anything inside of that bag. Nothing was really 
stopping him from wearing them again, but he would rather wait for a better time. After all, there 
were plenty of more important things to do for the time being. Arcades turned on the water in the 
shower, and he waited for the water to heat up. While he waited, the fox continued to look at 
himself in the mirror, and he continued to think about what he needed to do. Brushing his hand 
through the water coming out of the shower, the fox could feel that it was now warm enough for 
him to get in. Arcades dropped his underwear and stepped into the shower. 

“We’re going back there pretty early today, aren’t we?” the passenger of the black Ford 
Explorer said as the vehicle proceeded down the road that would take them to the same place 
where they flew their drone the last time. The driver looked at the time and replied, “It is eleven 
in the morning, but do you have any better ideas? What else are we supposed to do out here?” 
The passenger sighed, “Well... I got nothin’. Is this day four or day three?” The driver had to 


stop and think for a moment; he was not prepared to give his answer immediately. The driver 


responded when he was ready, “Uhhh... I wanna say that it’s day four, but I’d have to count it 
out.” The passenger snickered, “Heh. I guess it’s a bit hard to count the days when they’re all 
practically the same.” The driver looked back at the clock in the vehicle, but it read the same 
time, “Perhaps us coming out earlier today will shake things up. Maybe we’ll actually be able to 
tell when our week is over.” The passenger looked at the window and viewed the surroundings; 
they weren’t really that interesting to look at, so he turned back to face the driver and said, “And 
once this week is over, we'll be back to doing what we were doing before they called us out for 
this. You know, I don’t even know why they wanted us to do this in the first place. I guess they 
couldn’t get anyone else.” The driver kept his eyes on the road, “I’m pretty sure most of the 
resources were put into the Foundation anyways. I’m glad we didn’t have to deal with that 
mess.” The passenger raised both of his eyebrows, “It was a mess in more ways than one.” The 
driver shook his head, “I would not be bummed out at all if we don’t find the guy we’re looking 
for.” The passenger nodded, “I know what you mean. Let’s just waste time and get this over 
with.” 

Arcades pulled into the clearing with his 4Runner, and he drove through the unkempt 
grass until he reached the Ford Mustang that was still covered with a green tarp. Stopping his 
vehicle, the fox turned to face his two companions and announced, “Looks like we’re here 
again.” The wolf was looking at the covered Mustang from the passenger seat, “And it looks 
exactly like it did from before.” Arcades shot a look at the covered vehicle and said, “Yep. I 
reckon not too many people come out here. Let’s see what we can get.” Jason was the first to 
undo his seatbelt and open the door. Arcades released his seatbelt as well, but he turned to see 
that Jackie did not seem to be in the process of releasing her own seatbelt. The fox paused before 


he opened the door, and Jason paused as well when he saw that Arcades had stopped. The wolf 


was about to ask the fox what the problem was, but Arcades spoke to the vixen first, “Are you 
planning on staying inside?” Jackie gave a reply, “Unless you guys need me for something.” The 
fox did not require the vixen’s assistance, but he did suggest that she still stepped out of the 
vehicle, “You don’t want to be cooped up in the car all day. Why don’t you come out and get 
some air?” Jackie proceeded to exit the vehicle without saying anything else. 

The fox reached into his pockets of his black Tru-Spec tactical shorts, but they were 
completely empty, “Oops. I forgot my EDC. It’s still in the 4Runner.” Jason turned around to 
face the fox and said, “Well that’s not so bad. At least you didn’t leave it back in the room.” The 
fox debated on going back to the 4Runner to retrieve the items he carried on a daily basis, but he 
decided that he would not really need it since he was standing right next to his SUV. If the fox 
truly needed something, all he needed to do was just retrieve it from the 4Runner. Arcades 
looked at the black cargo pants Jason wore and asked, “Do you have your EDC on you?” The 
wolf shook his head and smiled, “Nope. It’s in the sport ute as well.” Arcades shrugged, “Ah 
well. Let’s just get on with what we need to do.” Jason started pulling the tarp off of the 
Mustang, and he said, “Yeah, for sure. Do you know what guns we’re planning on breaking 
down today, mate?” 

The fox opened the trunk of the car with the keyfob he grabbed from the 4Runner, and he 
looked at the cache of guns which were still left behind, “Hmm... Last time we got rid of some 
HK guns. How about we go with FN Herstal products today? We have a SCAR or two in there. 
We'd be able to sell the uppers on those. We have a Minimi as well, but I think we should get rid 
of the SCARs first. I know we have a Five-seveN Mk2, but we don’t need to take that apart since 
it’s anon-NFA handgun.” Jason looked back towards the fox and asked, “Well, Kurt. Which 


guns are we going with today?” Arcades briefly looked up to Jackie who leaned against the side 


of the Mustang, and he replied to the wolf once he looked back down at the contents of the trunk, 
“We'll go with the two SCARs. We should get a couple thousand a piece for those, and that’ ll 
definitely hold us for the time being. The Minimi’s fully-automatic as well, but I think we should 
wait on that one since that’ ll be a harder sale. Not many people have SCARs, and I don’t think 
too many people have those semi-automatic Minimis. They do exist, but they’re pretty 
uncommon.” 

After some digging in the trunk, the wolf pulled out the FN SCAR-H which the fox had. 
Jason placed the rifle on the damaged roof of the Mustang, “This one, Kurt?” Arcades nodded, 
“Yep. The SCAR-16 should be in there as well. We’ll do both of those, and that’ be all for 
today.” The fox moved next to the wolf, and he reached into the trunk to remove the remaining 
FN SCAR-L before placing it on the roof of the Mustang directly next to the SCAR-H. Arcades 
looked down at his dark blue polo shirt to make sure it was not coming untucked from his shorts, 
and he went back to attend to his business once he saw that his shirt was not coming loose, 
“Alright. All we need to do is just detach the lower and strip it like we did with the HK guns 
from last time.” The wolf picked up the SCAR-H, and he pulled the charging handle back to 
make sure that the rifle was completely empty. Since the empty magazine was inserted into the 
rifle, the bolt locked back when it was pulled backwards. The wolf dropped the magazine from 
the rifle, and he looked into the chamber to see that it was definitely clear. Jason pressed the bolt 
release button, and the rifle made a loud metallic click when the bolt carrier returned to battery. 
The fox nodded towards the wolf after hearing the bolt close, “Ah, I’m gonna miss that sound... 
Right. Let’s get started.” 

“Ts this the right place?” the passenger asked as the Ford Explorer came up to the 


clearing. The driver nodded and slowed the vehicle down to be able to safely make the turn, 


“Yup. It sure is.” With the SUV at a slow speed, the driver made a right turn, and he entered the 
clearing. However, instead making another right and arriving at the place where Arcades 
currently was, the driver made a left instead. After driving for a few more meters, the driver 
stopped the SUV and said, “Yup. This is it. Let’s go and get the drone flying.” Both the driver 
and the passenger exited the SUV, and they went around to the back to open their trunk as well. 
Inside of the trunk was the same DJI Matrice that they used the last time. The passenger removed 
the UAV from the SUV while the driver located the radio controller for the aircraft. The 
passenger began to lament on his job once more, “You know what’s bullshit?” The driver 
toggled the power on the radio controller, and he waited for the device to start up, “What’s that?” 
The passenger briefly checked over the aircraft to make sure it was ready to fly while he spoke, 
“What the fuck would anybody even do with this drone footage anyways? Flying at the altitude 
we’re supposed to, you still can’t see shit. If this guy is down there, you’re definitely not going 
to see him.” The driver synced the controller up with the drone and said, “Beats me. Would you 
rather not get paid to do this?” The passenger stepped away from the drone once he finished 
checking it over and toggling its power, “I mean, most of the time, we already don’t do much, 
but this is just... Fuck me... This week is so boring.” 

Both humans watched the UAV as it came to life and started spinning its four rotors, and 
the drone took flight once it generated enough lift to do so. As the drone flew off into the sky, the 
driver looked at the screen attached to the controller in order to see where the aircraft was flying, 
and the passenger was left with practically nothing to look at for himself. The passenger 
lamented yet again, “And now for the part where I do fuck all for the next forty-five minutes.” 
The driver replied even though he kept his eyes on the drone’s camera feed, “Think of it as you 


getting paid to do nothing for the next forty-five minutes.” The passenger shook his head and 


sighed, “Damn. With that logic, I guess you could say that we both are getting paid to do nothing 
for the entire week.” The driver shrugged as he continued to fly the drone, “Something like that.” 
The passenger looked back at his colleague, but it was clear that the driver was not looking to 
have a conversation. 

Looking away from the driver, the passenger could see the same Ford Mustang he saw 
the previous time, but there was now a second vehicle parked next to it. The passenger 
commented on the additional vehicle, “I don’t remember seeing that SUV out there.” The driver 
was barely paying attention to what his colleague was saying, “The fuck are you on about?” The 
passenger pointed towards the gray 4Runner, but the driver did not pay him any mind, “Right 
there. Remember how last time we showed up there was a gray Ford Mustang? Now, there’s a 
gray Toyota 4Runner parked right next to it.” The driver still did not look up from his controller, 
“Don’t fuck with them, and they probably won’t fuck with us.” The passenger looked back to his 
colleague, “Are you sure this is a good place to be right now?” The driver was becoming 
annoyed, “Dammit. What the fuck does it look like we’re doing out here?” The passenger took a 
step back and said, “We’re flying a drone.” The driver gave a somewhat irritated nod of the head, 
“Yeah. That’s not fucking suspicious. Just don’t pay those fuckers any mind, and you won’t have 
anything to worry about.” The passenger looked back at the 4Runner, but he could not see 
anybody from where he was standing. He was not sure how long the SUV was parked there for, 
but he did not remember seeing the vehicle pull in during the short time they were parked in the 
clearing themselves. 

“That didn’t take so long,” Jason said as he looked down at the two FN SCARs that were 
now lacking their lower receivers. Arcades was curious as to how much time had passed, but he 


had neither a watch nor a phone on him. The fox caught himself trying to look for something to 


tell the time with, “I would tell you how long that took, but I literally have absolutely nothing on 
me.” The wolf smiled and said, “I don’t have anything on me either, mate.” Arcades turned 
towards the vixen who was silently watching the fox and the wolf, but Arcades could see that 
like Jason, Jackie did not seem to be carrying anything for herself. The fox looked back at the 
wolf and said, “I can’t tell you an official duration, but I guess we can both agree that it surely 
did not seem like it took that long.” Arcades looked back towards Jackie and asked, “How long 
do you reckon that took?” The vixen raised her right hand up to her torso to provide some sort of 
gesture for the two anthros she was with, “I’m going to guess we’ve been out here for ten 
minutes.” Arcades spoke to the wolf next in order to get his opinion, “Ten minutes. Jason, does 
that sound about right?” The wolf scratched his chin before speaking, “Hmm... I’m gonna say 
that’s a large probability.” Arcades nodded and said, “I guess it’s even quicker since there’s a 
rifle for each of us. If one of us did both of these, it would’ve probably taken longer.” 

The fox took a step back from his companions and said, “Well. We’re a bit ahead of 
schedule. I thought it would’ve taken us a bit longer to do this.” The wolf was already heading 
back to the SUV to retrieve the same bag they used to keep the previous parts kits in from before. 
Jason spoke once he arrived with the open bag, “Yeah? I guess you can thank the modular 
designs of these guns for that, mate.” Arcades began to load the stripped weapons into the bag, 
and he started speaking to both of the anthros while he did so, “Anyways. Did you guys like 
breakfast this morning?” Jason was the first to reply, “Yeah. It was pretty good.” The fox then 
looked up to the vixen while he neatly packed the parts kits into the bag, “How about you 
Jackie?” The vixen replied, “It was good.” Arcades replied to both of his companions, “That’s 


nice to hear. It feels pretty good out here today. It’s not too hot, and it’s not too cold.” 


The wolf looked towards the sky, and he could spot a small UAV flying pretty far out in 
the distance. Ignoring the drone, Jason commented on the weather, “A bit humid out here, but I 
guess that’s just about what you expect from living down here.” Arcades zipped up the bag once 
the two SCAR parts kits were loaded the way he wanted, “Yeah. You should be used to it by 
now, Jason. You’ve lived out in this general region for over a whole year with me.” The wolf 
made a mental note to view the UAV with the XMP-1’s scope, but he did not speak his thoughts 
aloud. Instead, Jason continued the conversation he was having with the fox, “I guess it’s just 
something that I notice.” Arcades grabbed the bag from off of the Mustang, and he closed the 
empty trunk of the car before carrying the bag back to the 4Runner and speaking, “It’s just about 
springtime, so I guess it makes sense that it would be humid out here.” 

The fox placed the bag in the trunk of the gray SUV, and he closed it once it was properly 
loaded into the vehicle. Arcades then turned around and saw two humans standing in the distance 
next to a black Ford Explorer. The fox looked at the rims of the Explorer, and he could see that 
they were the same rims that were featured on the police package variant for the vehicle. Arcades 
commented on the vehicle, “Hey, check this out. I wonder what these guys are here for.” Jason 
moved to meet with the fox, and Jackie came along as well. The wolf looked at the two humans, 
“Heh. Who are those blokes? Bloody bogan?” Arcades shook his head, “No idea. Maybe they’re 
policemen? They’re driving a police package Explorer.” Jason saw one of the humans holding a 
device of some sort, “They look like they’re controlling something. I think I saw a drone in the 
air.” The fox looked up to the sky, but he could not see the UAV that the wolf was talking about. 
Jason looked up in the air again and could not locate the unmanned aircraft for himself. The wolf 


said, “I don’t see it anymore. If I had to guess, they were controlling it.” Arcades looked at the 


two humans and started developing an idea in his head, “I wonder if they’re the guys looking for 
me. If they are, then we might be able to see who sent them.” 

The wolf was unsure what Arcades was suggesting, “What are you planning on doing, 
Kurt?” Arcades replied, “How about I go over there and see just what they’re up to?” The wolf 
dissented, “Are you sure about that? What if they’re the guys looking for you?” Arcades looked 
back at Jason, “We could use that to our advantage. We can figure out just how many more of 
them there are, and we can probably figure out the method they’re actually using to find us.” The 
wolf continued looking at the two humans and their vehicle, “How is that going to work? What if 
they take you away?” Arcades replied, “We’ve been taken away more than once. Besides, you’Il 
be able to follow us and see where we’re going if that does happen. These guys might not even 
be with the Foundation. They might just be regular people who bought a police package 
Explorer.” Jason took a deep breath, “I dunno, mate.” The fox turned back around to face the 
wolf, “Ill be alright. Keep your distance. If you see their car leaving and I’m not left here, 
follow the car, but I don’t want you to intervene, not yet. Besides, if anything, they want me, not 
you. I’ve dealt with worse. Maybe I’ll be able to finally end this whole runaround once and for 
all.” 

The wolf was very reluctant, but he decided to trust the fox, “Alright, Kurt... God be 
with you.” Arcades smiled, and he gave the wolf a hug, “I'll be fine, Jason. Here, I'll make it 
easy as well.” The fox let go of the wolf, and he opened the passenger door of his 4Runner. After 
a short moment spent searching, Arcades emerged with a double-bitted ASP handcuff key. Jason 
watched as the fox deposited the key into his back pocket. The key was very small, and Arcades 
commented on the key, “This key can open practically every American-made police restraint 


excluding the Smith & Wesson 104 and those models with BOA locksets. Alright Jason, I want 


you to stay out of sight for now. If they take me, I won’t resist them. We’ll find more 
information about them in the place they take me, anyways. I sincerely doubt we'd find anything 
notable out here.” Jackie stood by, and she was surprised she was seeing this situation go down. 
The fox briefly looked over to Jackie and then spoke to Jason, “I might not even need you guys 
to come and get me. I still know where we’re staying, and you have practically everything you 
need here. It’s not like I’m losing anything.” Jason watched as the fox walked towards the two 
men, and he was starting to question whether or not Arcades really knew what he was doing. 

“Shouldn’t we almost be done by now?” the passenger questioned as he was becoming 
impatient. The driver still used the drone controller as he replied, “It’d probably go by a bit faster 
if I didn’t have to hear your sorry ass.” Arcades walked up to the two humans and spoke first, 
“Hey guys. How’s it going?” The passenger looked towards the fox, but the driver practically 
ignored Arcades, opting to continue flying the UAV instead. The passenger was rather surprised 
to see somebody else in the clearing, “Shit. Is this your property?” Arcades shook his head, “No, 
it’s not. I dunno who owns it, but I guess we’re both here. Are you guys flying a drone?” The 
driver was the one to reply next, “Yup. We sure are...” The fox asked a question, “Are you guys 
photographers or something?” The passenger gave the next response, though it was quite 
falsified, “We’re just flying it for fun.” Arcades raised an eyebrow, “It didn’t sound like you 
guys were having fun when I came up.” The driver spoke next, and he gave a testimony which 
was slightly truthful but still falsified, “Maybe he’s having fun annoying the shit out of me. 
We’re supposed to get photos of the downtown area for our company. I guess they plan on using 
it for a documentary or something.” The fox looked around the general vicinity, “Downtown’s a 
bit far from here.” The driver said, “It doesn’t really matter. Our drone can go quite the 


distance.” 


The driver finally looked up from his UAV controller, and his eyes met with Arcades. 
The human blinked a few times as he examined the black and white red fox who was standing 
before him. Something about this particular fox seemed strangely familiar to the driver, but he 
also remembered that a black and white fox was precisely what they were looking for. However, 
it just did not make sense to the driver. Why would he simply approach them and start a 
conversation? Did he even know that people were sent to look for him? Why did the Illuminati 
want this individual in particular in the first place? Is this even the right person to begin with? 
Then again, how many other black and white red foxes lived in an area populated mostly by 
humans? Why is this fox out in the middle of this clearing, and why has the other human not 
done anything about him yet? Why does this fox look so very familiar? The driver’s brain was 
flooded with a ton of questions that he probably would not get the answers to just quite yet. 

“That’s the fucking guy,” the driver said to the passenger. The passenger had forgotten 
the objective, “What? What do you mean?” The driver pointed to Arcades and spoke with a 
voice that was a bit excessive, ““That’s the damn fox we were supposed to find!” The passenger 
still was not thinking about the reason they were sent to the town in the first place, “Wait, 
seriously? Are you sure he’s supposed to be this skinny?” The driver shrugged, “I don’t know. 
They didn’t fucking tell us.” The passenger was in disbelief, “How do you know this is even the 
right guy?” The entire time, Arcades was just standing in silence, and his face did not even 
communicate surprise. If anything, the fox was amazed by how sloppy the humans were doing 
their job. If everybody in the Foundation was this sloppy, then Arcades had absolutely nothing to 
worry about. The fox had every opportunity to run away at this point, but he still decided to stick 


around and see if these two humans were even capable of doing something to apprehend him. 


Arcades waited as the two humans continued to argue amongst themselves. The driver 
was the next to speak, “They told us he was just a black and white red fox, and that’s who’s 
here.” The passenger shook his head, “And how can you be sure this isn’t just your normal 
everyday black and red white fox?” The driver’s face contorted, “Black and red white fox? What 
the fuck? Are you a fucking retarded dumbass, you shithead?” The passenger realized he 
misspoke, “We get like fucking six hours of sleep. Come on, I’m doing the best I can.” The 
driver looked away from the UAV controller, “You’re a fucking moron, you retard. What the 
fuck is a black and red white fox? That isn’t even a fucking thing, dumbass. We’re looking for a 
white and black red fox.” The passenger noticed another discrepancy, “Which one is it? Are we 
looking for a black and white red fox, or are we looking for a white and black red fox?” As the 
argument continued, the fox was surprised by what he was seeing; he could not tell if what he 
was witnessing was actually unfolding in front of him. The fox had no idea why the Foundation 
would hire these two people, but Arcades figured that this sort of scenario is what happens when 
all of the proficient people no longer work for the Foundation. 

The passenger pointed at the UAV terminal, “Your drone’s gonna crash, shithead.” The 
driver quickly looked back at the screen and directed the drone to gain altitude, “Not anymore.” 
The passenger shook his head and gestured towards the controller, “Yeah, but it would’ ve if I 
didn’t tell you.” The driver took offense, “Listen here, fuckwit: You’re really getting on my 
fucking nerves out here. Why don’t you shut the fuck up and let me do my fucking job? I don’t 
need your dumbass fucking with me out here. All we need to do is --” The passenger interrupted 
his colleague, “Who the fuck are you calling a fuckwit, you imbecilic son of a bitch? You just 
said that we’re looking for a black and white red fox, and the bitch standing right next to us! 


Does your retarded ass even know what you’re supposed to be doing?” The driver took his hand 


off of the drone controller yet again to point at his coworker, “Yeah, and I’m the sorry fuck 
flying the damn drone.” The passenger continued the argument, “And what is the drone supposed 
to find out here? Why are we even supposed to fly the drone in the first place?” The driver 
finally began to put two and two together, “Because we’re supposed to find a black and white red 
fox?” The passenger nodded and pointed at Arcades, “Yeah? And who the fuck is that right 
there?” The driver looked up at the fox, “That’s -- uhh... A black and white red fox...” 

The passenger looked at the driver, and the driver looked at the passenger as well; they 
were finally beginning to figure it out. Arcades was trying his best not to break down laughing, 
for he simply could not believe what he was hearing. The driver looked back at his own hands, 
and he saw that he was still holding the UAV controller. He then looked over to Arcades, and he 
finally looked back to the passenger, who was still staring back at him, “What the fuck are you 
looking at me for? Go get his ass!” The passenger approached the fox and grabbed Arcades’ 
wrist, and the fox did not even attempt to resist. The human reached into his own pockets, but he 
found them to be empty, “Ah shit. Dammit.” The passenger walked beside the SUV while still 
holding the fox’s arm with his left hand, and he actually let go of Arcades entirely as he opened 
the front passenger door to look inside for the item he neglected to keep on his person. The fox 
looked to the other human, and he watched as the driver continued to use the drone controller. 
Both of the humans had their backs turned to Arcades, and the fox knew that he had yet another 
chance to flee, but he still decided to stay and see what would happen. Maybe the two humans 
would have another argument that would prove to be equally entertaining compared to the last. 
In a way, the things which the two humans said reminded Arcades of Bobby Bocchino. The fox 
was not even scared at all, for he knew that he would have absolutely nothing to fear from people 


who were this sloppy at their job. 


After a search of the vehicle’s interior which took probably longer than it should, the 
human emerged holding a pair of Smith & Wesson M-100-1 handcuffs. Arcades immediately 
recognized the restraints when the human pulled them out, and the fox did not have any fear in 
him. After all, Arcades knew that the specific model he was looking at was practically the bare 
minimum as far as restraints went: They were cheap enough, used by so many organizations, and 
there was absolutely nothing special about them. The fox even extended his right arm outwards 
to offer it for the human, but the passenger was unable to apply the restraints to the fox. Arcades 
was not even made to face the car, so he was practically watching the human fail over and over 
to apply the restraints to the fox’s wrist. After a couple more attempts ending in failure, the 
human finally grunted, “Fuck is this shit? Dammit.” Arcades looked over at the restraints, and he 
noticed that he could completely see through the slot that was used to double-lock the handcuffs. 
The fox realized that the human had neglected to undo the double-lock before attempting to 
apply the restraints. They would not be opening while double-locked. 

Though Arcades could have given the human a hint as to what the problem was, he 
decided to stay silent and see what they had in mind to rectify the issue. The passenger called out 
to the driver for assistance, “This shit’s not fucking working.” The driver did not bother to look 
and see what the problem was, “What the fuck are you on about?” The passenger snarled as he 
shook the restraints in his hand, “This shit, dammit!” The driver still did not actually bother to 
assist his colleague, so he decided to give even less attention to the human’s many laments and 
complaints. Though Arcades was carrying a key in his back pocket, he was not ready to present 
it yet, even though he knew that the human would be unable to proceed without one. 
Nevertheless, the fox decided to wait and see what the human would do. The passenger shoved 


the pair of restraints in his pocket, and he went back to the driver yet again and began becoming 


irritable, “You gonna put that shit down and fucking help me out?” The driver shook his head, 
“Nope.” The passenger raised his voice again, “Why the fuck are you even flying that thing 
anymore? We’ve got the damn fox right fucking here, you fucking idiot!” 

The driver had just about enough of his colleague, “If you don’t shut your fucking mouth, 
I'll shut it for you, asshole.” The passenger did not stop shouting, “Put that fucking thing down 


1»? 


and fucking help me get this bitch cuffed up! Bitchass piece of fucking shit!” The driver finally 
snapped, and he whacked his coworker over the head with the drone controller. The passenger 
was struck directly in the nose, and he grunted in pain, “Agh! What the fuck are you doing?!” 
After seeing that his nose was now bleeding, the passenger swung his fist but hit the drone 
controller which the driver held up to protect himself with. The passenger was not prepared to hit 
the controller, and his hand was now hurting from throwing the punch, “Shit! Fuck!” Arcades 
watched as a small brawl ensued between the two humans: The driver used his UAV controller 
as a weapon, and the passenger was not able to do much but try and defend against the rather 
violent bludgeoning he was enduring. The fox was still standing beside the SUV, and he found 
himself speechless. He could not believe that the very people sent to find him were literally in 
the process of defeating themselves in front of him. 

The passenger, having been overpowered by the driver, was now lying on his back, and 
he was being repeatedly hit in the face over and over with the drone controller. All the while, the 
driver continued to shout, “You fucking piece of shit! Son of a fucking bitch, you retarded 
motherfucker! Go fuck yourself, asshole! You fucking motherfucker! Dammit!” The fox was 
wondering if the human was running out of things to say to his colleague who was looking rather 
unconscious at this point. Arcades looked at the passenger, and he could see that there was now a 


small pool of blood accumulating on the ground surrounding the human’s head, and his face was 


now looking very bloodied and very beaten. Part of the fox wanted to intervene, but at the same 
time, he was not even sure what he would do if he did step in. After all, the fox was unarmed. 
Arcades was mainly just waiting for the driver to finish his colleague off, but the fox was not 
sure what the human would even do once he was done beating up his coworker. Arcades did not 
even remember the last thing he said to the humans, and most of the argument had nothing to do 
with the fox’s input. 

After a few more blows to the head, the driver finally stopped, and he found himself 
panting from wearing himself out during his violent attack. The human cleared his throat, stood 
up, and he examined the blood covering his clothes. He knew that the blood staining his clothes 
was the blood of another human, and he knew that the human was his coworker who he was 
supposed to work with to find Arcades in the first place. The driver looked at what was left of the 
drone controller, and he did not believe it was even capable of flying an unmanned aircraft 
anymore. The human heard a whirring noise, and he looked upwards to see the DJI Matrice 
flying overhead only to crash in a bunch of trees past the clearing. With the drone lost and with 
no feasible way to get it back, the flight was practically over. The driver had a very strange look 
on his face, and the fox mentally compared it to the thousand-yard stare that one would adopt 
after enduring a traumatic experience. The human blankly stared at the fox for a long moment, 
and he said absolutely nothing to the fox. Arcades remained silent as well, and he tried to keep 
his neutral body expression which he had been doing a rather decent job of keeping thus far. 

After a long moment of silence, the driver tossed the bloodied done controller off to the 
side, and he slowly raised his shaky arm until it was pointing directly at the fox. The human 
angrily snarled at the fox, “Y-you!” Arcades looked to the left and right before looking back at 


the human, “What?” The driver straightened his posture, and he stepped off of his injured 


colleague. The driver’s eye began to twitch, and he pointed back at the fox with a hand that 
began to uncontrollably shake. The human growled again, “You!” The fox could not understand 
what the human was trying to convey, “What?” The driver’s eyes bulged out, and it looked as if 
the human was about to pop a blood vessel. The human finally began to charge the fox, but 
Arcades was able to perform a quick side step to avoid the path of the human. The driver, 
without ample time to stop or change his direction, slammed his head directly into the rear 
window of the Ford Explorer, leaving a large crack on the glass. Arcades looked to his right, and 
he watched as the human fell backwards and landed on his colleague. The fox then looked back 
to the glass on the SUV and saw the large area of damage caused by the human ramming his 
head on the window. Arcades did not know what had happened, but he found that he had 
somehow evaded capture by doing absolutely nothing at all. 

Arcades stood still and looked at the aftermath, but he soon heard someone else coming 
up to the scene. When the fox looked up, he saw that the noise was coming from Jason. The wolf 
looked at the two incapaciated humans before looking up at the fox, “Woah. What did you do to 
them, Kurt? I thought you said you weren’t gonna resist them.” Arcades shrugged, “I didn’t 
resist them. They did this to themselves.” The wolf looked at the bloodied mess on the ground 
and said, “Wow -- I would like to know how this all started.” The fox raised his eyebrows, but he 
could not find the words to say, “Well... Let’s just say that they didn’t really seem to know what 
they’re supposed to be looking for.” Jason squatted down, and he tried to feel for a pulse on the 
passenger without getting the blood on his fur. After a few seconds of feeling for a pulse and 
visually examining the human, Jason delivered his verdict, “I think he’s dead.” Arcades was 
rather surprised to hear the verdict, “He’s dead? Really?” The wolf looked towards the fox, 


“Seems so. What did this bogan even get hit with?” The fox pointed to the broken drone 


controller that was lying on the ground, “It was that thing over there. I think it’s the remote for 
the UAV that went down in the trees.” 

Jason looked over to the trees and said, “Yeah. I brought out the XMP-1 scope so I could 
try and get a better view from the sport ute. I came when I saw the drone marked ‘ally’ go 
down.” The fox was surprised to hear the UAV was marked by the scope, “Really? That must 
mean the Foundation uses the same frequency for their drones. I guess this guy really was with 
the Foundation.” The wolf looked at the Ford Explorer which the fox was still standing in front 
of, “Did you bother to check that sport ute yet for anything interesting? These guys seem to be 
with the Foundation.” Arcades shook his head, “‘No, I haven’t had a chance to look. I kinda just 
sat back and watched the little -- fight happen between these guys.” Jason took a sigh of relief, 
“Well, at least I don’t have to worry about you getting taken away by these guys.” Arcades 
looked at the two humans practically stacked upon one another, “Too bad it had to go down this 
way. This could’ve ended with less bloodshed.” Jason shrugged in response, “Kurt, sometimes 
no matter what you do or don’t do, you just can’t change the outcome.” Arcades frowned as he 
looked at the humans, “I know. It’s just another thing that sucks.” 

The wolf made a suggestion to the fox, “How about we search the four-by-four? Maybe 
we'll be able to find something interesting inside. Perhaps we’ll find a place to check out for 
ourselves after we go and drop off those parts kits.” Arcades nodded in agreement with Jason, 
“Yeah. If they don’t have anything on them, then we’d still probably have to watch out. These 
guys were definitely looking for me. I can be all but sure about that.” Jason was not sure why the 
ordeal which led to the two humans ending up in a bloody mess occurred in the first place, “If 
they knew you were the guy, then how did we end up here? What was the problem?” Arcades 


said, “Well, I guess all they knew was that they’re supposed to be looking for a black and white 


red fox.” Jason was surprised by how rather undescriptive the description was, “Really? That 
was it?” Arcades looked back down at the two humans, “I mean, unless there was more to it that 
I’m not aware of, then yeah.” The situation did not make much sense to the wolf, but he still 
trusted that Arcades was telling the truth. Jason did not have a reason to not believe the fox, 
“Why do you suppose that happened?” Arcades did not have a definitive answer, “I wouldn’t 
know. Maybe if we can find an address or something inside of the car, then we’d be able to find 
out more information. Otherwise, perhaps the Foundation doesn’t really know who they’re 
supposed to be looking for.” 

Since Jason did not have any further objections for the time being, Arcades opened the 
door of the SUV, and he climbed inside of the passenger seat to begin his search. Jason looked 
back at the 4Runner, and he spoke to the fox right as he began searching the vehicle, “I’m going 
to go back to our four-by-four and tell Jackie that we’ve the situation under control.” Arcades 
quickly nodded back to the wolf, “Sure thing. Are you going to come back here?” Jason replied 
right before he began to walk off, “Yep. Jackie might even come... However, I’m not so sure if 
she’d really want to see the two -- bodies here.” Arcades turned to his right, and he was able to 
see the two bloodied humans sprawled out on the ground mere meters from the Ford Explorer, 
“Tt’d probably be best that she wait by the 4Runner. I shouldn’t take long. I don’t think there’s a 
lot of junk to search through in this car. After all, we’re only interested in seeing who sent these 
people and where they came from. I don’t plan on taking anything else here.” Jason nodded to 
the fox and began to walk off to let Jackie know that everything was going to be alright. Even 
though the wolf trusted the fox, he was still struck in disbelief when he saw the aftermath of the 
situation. Jason could not see anything happening from his perspective, but he trusted that 


Arcades was telling him the truth. He did not doubt the fox. 


After Jason walked away towards the 4Runner to fill Jackie in on the situation, Arcades 
began to search through the SUV. From a percusorary search of the front two seats, there did not 
seem to be any items that looked to be very important. Moreover, there were no items containing 
addresses or any sort of information that the fox would be able to use to help him figure out who 
was after him. Arcades knew that he still had much more of the vehicle to search, so he opened 
the center console to continue his search. The fox dug through some generic items that one 
would typically find in a center console: sunglasses, microfiber cloths, some unimportant 
paperwork, but the fox was somewhat surprised to find a Heckler & Koch P2000SK. Arcades 
held the handgun, dropped the magazine, and he pulled the slide back to clear the pistol. The fox 
locked the slide back once he removed the magazine, and he took the round that was ejected 
from the chamber and placed it back into the chamber where it came from. Arcades finally 
dropped the slide before inserting the magazine back into the pistol. 

The fox did not consider taking the handgun with him; he had plenty of weapons that he 
brought with him. Arcades placed the loaded pistol back into the center console where he got it, 
and he also returned everything he removed back in the center console as well. Arcades’ search 
of the center console turned up nothing, so he went to move on to search the glove compartment. 
When the fox opened the glove compartment, he was met with quite a few pieces of paper which 
immediately rolled out of the small storage box. Arcades picked up the papers, and he began to 
look them over. While most of them seemed to be about insurance and registration for the 
vehicle, Arcades found a sticky note with an address encircled on it. The fox took the sticky note 
aside, and he continued looking through the glove compartment to see if there was anything else 
he would be able to recover. After completing his search of the storage box, Arcades looked at 


all of the papers that were now on the floor of the SUV. He would have to pick them up and put 


them all back in the vehicle except for the sticky note he found. Before the fox got started, he 
looked at the two humans lying on the ground, and he was wondering if either of them had any 
notable information on them. He would have to take great care to avoid getting his hands bloody, 
but he knew that there was still a decent enough chance that they would be carrying some 
important information. 

The wolf arrived back at the 4Runner, and he found Jackie sitting patiently in the rear 
seat of the SUV. After tapping on the glass to get the vixen’s attention, Jason opened the rear 
door and began speaking, “Kurt has... Dealt with those two guys.” Jackie turned her body and 
viewed the Ford Explorer that was still sitting on the other side of the clearing. When the vixen 
turned back around, she asked, “What did he do?” Jason shook his head, “I have no idea, but 
those guys aren’t going to be a problem for us anymore.” Jackie remembered a certain perilous 
night which had occurred earlier in the week, “Did he kill them?” The wolf looked back to the 
SUV, but he decided to trust the fox’s word, “He told me he didn’t, and Kurt didn’t have any 
blood on him, either. I didn’t hear any gunshots. I don’t think he killed them,” The vixen did 
remember hearing some faint shouting from earlier, but she did not know who it was coming 
from. Still, Jackie was curious, “Do you know what happened there?” The wolf shrugged, 
“You'll have to ask Kurt about that. I didn’t see any of it.” 

The vixen looked back at the wolf, “So Kurt’s alright?” Jason nodded, “He sure is. Right 
now, he’s trying to look for information in that sport ute over there.” Jackie looked back at the 
SUV, but she was confused by the wolf’s words, “Sport -- ute?” The wolf let out a chuckle, “Oh, 
heh... Ute is short for the word ‘utility’, and back where I’m from, we’d call vehicles with cargo 
beds ‘utes’ since they’re utility vehicles. I know it’s not really standard, but I’ve taken up the 


phrase ‘sport ute’ to refer to what you’d guys call an ‘SUV’. Really, it’s just an abbreviated way 


to say ‘sport utility vehicle’. Where I’m from, we call those four-by-fours, but over here, you 
guys call more things four-by-fours than just SUVs. I say sport ute to avoid confusion, and Kurt 
knows what I mean by that. He’s familiar with my Australianisms.” The vixen did not say 
anything in response, but Jason could tell that Jackie had been listening to him while he talked. 
The wolf looked back over to the Ford Explorer one more time, and he spoke to the vixen, “TI 
should go and see what Kurt’s been able to dig up. You can come if ya want, but there are a 
couple of dead people over there.” Jackie declined Jason’s offer, “I think I'll stay here and wait 
for you guys to come back.” The wolf gave a nod, “For sure. If those guys weren’t here, we’d 
probably be on our way to go sell those parts kits, but I guess things don’t always go according 
to plan. It’s not like we’ve spent too much of our time out here.” The vixen did not say anything 
back to Jason, so the wolf began to make his way back to Arcades. 

When Jason met the fox again, Arcades had already searched practically the entire 
interior of the Ford Explorer except for the trunk. The wolf announced his return, “Hey, Kurt.” 
The fox stopped his current action and gave Jason his attention, “Oh, welcome back, Jason. I’ve 
been through the interior for the most part. I still have to check the boot.” The wolf noticed the 
fox’s use of the word he would use to refer to the ‘trunk’ of a vehicle, so he let out a small 
chuckle, “Hah. What’ve you found so far?” Arcades filled in the wolf on his findings, “I found a 
lot of unimportant paperwork, a handgun, some restraints they were probably going to use on me 
if they got that far, and something that’s maybe actually worth looking into.” Jason was intrigued 
to hear what Arcades had found, “What do you’ve?” Arcades reached into his pocket before 
removing a yellow sticky note. The fox handed it over to the wolf, and Jason took a look at the 
note before speaking, “An address? Do you reckon this is where their Foundation facility is?” 


Arcades shrugged after Jason returned the sticky note to him, “There’s really no way to know. 


We’ll check it on Google Maps first before we go, but there are other things it could be as well.” 
The wolf looked back at the two humans still sprawled out on the ground, “Hmm... Do you think 
it could be the place these guys stayed at?” The fox said, “It’s a possibility, but we likely won’t 
even know until we actually go for ourselves to check it out.” 

The wolf backed up until he was standing at the rear of the vehicle, “You’ve to check the 
boot next, right?” Arcades nodded as he proceeded to the rear of the vehicle as well, “Yep. 
That’s the only thing I have not checked yet.” The wolf pointed to the bodies, “What about 
them? Are you going to check them?” Arcades replied, “I checked whatever had no blood on it. 
There was nothing interesting to note.” Jason continued to question Arcades while the fox 
opened the trunk door of the Explorer, “What was that handgun you found?” The fox said, “It 
was a Heckler & Koch pistol. It was a P2000 if I remember correctly, but it was the smaller 
version. It was not full-sized.” Jason was expecting the fox to have brought it out to show him, 
“Where is it?” Arcades began his search of the trunk while he talked, “I didn’t bring it with me.” 
Jason was also surprised to hear that the fox did not keep the weapon, “Why not?” The fox 
explained to the wolf while he continued to look through the rear of the vehicle, “Mainly because 
of the serial number on it. I’m not sure where the Foundation got it from, and they would surely 
be alarmed if they discovered that someone took their handgun and sold it to a dealer. We don’t 
want more of those guys coming here. Thankfully, these two guys weren’t that adept at their 
profession.” 

The wolf thought of something else, “Uh, Kurt.” Arcades was now wrapping up his 
search of the vehicle; he did not find anything interesting, “What’s up?” Jason looked at the 
bodies, the cracked window, and he also looked to the distance in the general direction that the 


drone crashed, “Don’t you think there would be more of them coming here now?” Arcades did 


not initially catch on, “Hm?” The wolf pointed towards the bodies, “These guys are dead, and 
they’re obviously not going to be checking in whenever they’re supposed to. The Foundation 
will become suspicious, and they’ ll send more of them in our direction.” Arcades realized that 
even though he did not have anything to do with the two men killing each other, the Foundation 
would not not know that, “Oh... That could be a problem.” The fox turned around, and he looked 
at the 4Runner and the Mustang sitting on the other side of the clearing, ““We should probably 
move that Mustang then. They’I!l obviously see it once they find these two guys.” The wolf 
nodded, “Agreed. You didn’t kill them, right?” Arcades replied, “I didn’t lay a hand on them. 
They did all of this to themselves.” 

Jason was still astounded by how two humans working together to find the same fox 
would be able to end up dead without anybody else doing anything to them, “Why don’t you 
give me the story on the way to the gun store?” Arcades nodded, “I will. After we drop those two 
parts kits off, do you think we should go move the Mustang or go search that address first?” The 
wolf scratched the back of his head before speaking, “Ah, I dunno, mate. It all really comes 
down to how quickly the Foundation would get alerted to those to bogan being out of 
commission. I’m not sure where they’d go first. However, there’s also no telling how much of a 
head start we have. I guess it’s up to you from here, Kurt.” The fox closed the open trunk of the 
Explorer and said, ““We don’t really know of a good place we would be able to hide the Mustang 
for the time being right now. Maybe we can use that tarp to cover up the bullet holes on the roof, 
and we can park it somewhere.” The wolf began to walk with the fox back towards their two 
vehicles, “Keep in mind that we’ll also have to watch out for the coppers. If they find those guys 
here, they’Il probably get suspicious of the Mustang if we leave it out here.” Arcades knew that 


time was not on their side yet again, “I don’t want to miss our opportunity to get any intel that 


may be at that address, but at the same time, I don’t want to leave the Foundation clues that’ Il 
help them find us.” 

The wolf tried to think of a way to reach a resolution, “Alright, mate. If you want my 
opinion, I think that we should move the Mustang first. If we’re quick enough we’ ll be able to 
also go to the address as well and see what they’ve in there.” Arcades was starting to agree with 
Jason, “Perhaps you may be right.” The fox began to think of a solution that would get the most 
done in the least amount of time possible. By the time the two anthros almost returned back to 
the 4Runner, Arcades had an idea in mind, “I think I have an idea: I’ll go and drop the two parts 
kits off at the gun store. Meanwhile, do you think you’Il be able to find a place to keep the car? 
Maybe you can move it a bit closer to where we’re staying right now. It doesn’t have to be 
anywhere too secluded. We just need to find a place to keep it so your average guy on the road 
ain’t gonna get suspicious.” The wolf did not have any ideas in mind, but he was not sure if it 
was wise to get separated from the fox, “I’d rather not get separated from you, mate. We’d have 
a harder time trying to find one another if something were to go wrong.” 

Arcades gave a slow nod, “Yes, I guess you’re also right in that. It would be best for both 
of us to stick together.” The two anthros finally arrived back at their vehicle, and Jason was the 
first to comment on the walk, “I’ve been walking back and forth a few times now.” Arcades 
smiled and said, “I guess you’re getting some exercise today, aren’t you?” The wolf approached 
the passenger door of the 4Runner and replied to the fox, “A bit, yeah.” Arcades walked to the 
other side of the SUV, and he opened the door before getting inside of the vehicle. When Jason 
saw that the fox had entered the vehicle, he opened the passenger door and let himself in as well. 
Jackie sat in the rear seat, and she watched as Arcades put on his seatbelt; However, the vixen 


did not say anything to the fox. The wolf put on his own seatbelt as well, and he continued his 


conversation with the Arcades, “So, we’re going to go drop off the guns first?” The fox nodded, 
“Yup. After that, we’ll go and find a new spot to park our Mustang, and then we’ll go and check 
out the address. I mainly just don’t have any ideas as to where we’d keep the car for now. Keep 
your eyes open while we’re driving, and we may find a place that’ Il be worth it.” The wolf 
acknowledged the fox’s request, “Aye-aye, Kurt.” 

The fox started the 4Runner’s engine, but he noticed that the Mustang had not been 
covered back up yet. Arcades kept the vehicle in park, but he left the engine running, “Whoops. 
We should probably cover that up for the time being. Just in case someone comes this way, it 
won’t look too suspicious.” The wolf immediately detached his seatbelt and opened his door. 
The fox followed suit, and both anthros exited the vehicle to cover the Mustang back up with the 
tarp before finally leaving the area. Jackie moved to the small middle seat of the 4Runner, and 
she watched as the two anthros worked together to move the tarp back and cover up the SUV. 
The vixen could see that Arcades and Jason were indeed talking to one another, but she could not 
quite tell what they were saying since the noise of the engine was louder than the noise generated 
by the two anthros speaking outside of the vehicle. However, it did not take too long for the wolf 
and the fox to finish their task, and they promptly returned back to the 4Runner once they were 
done. Arcades spoke to both of his companions, “Alright. Now, this time we’re off for real. 
Buckle up, everyone.” Within the next minute, the 4Runner left the clearing, and the anthros 
were now on their way to another gun store. 

Back at the Ford Explorer, the driver slowly opened his eyes, and it did not take that long 
before he felt a sharp pain in his forehead, “Ah... Fuck...” The human blinked a few times, and 
he tried to get himself to stand up; However, his throbbing headache was disorienting him. Other 


than his bloodied face, he did not have any other significant injuries. When the human finally got 


to his feet, he looked at the cracked glass on the window of the SUV, but he found that he could 
not remember what had happened, “Shit. What the fuck happened?” The driver then looked 
down at his deceased colleague, but he also could not remember what happened to him, 
“Dammit! Fuck! Who the fuck did this?” The human looked around the ground, and it did not 
take him long until he found the destroyed UAV controller. The driver picked up the remains of 
the controller, and he saw that not only there was blood on his own hands, but there was a 
substantial amount of blood on the controller. Looking down at his own clothes, the human could 
see that he was covered in blood himself, but he did not know if the blood belonged to him or his 
dead coworker. The human sat down next to the SUV and his former partner, and he tried to 
remember what had happened, but the pain in his forehead was overwhelming his thoughts. The 
human figured that he would have to sit and wait for a little while until he would be able to think 
clearly about what he remembered. In fact, the human could not even remember what he was 
supposed to be doing out in this clearing in the first place. The human presumed that maybe he 


would be able to remember once his head stopped hurting. 


Chapter 12 


Re-Escalation 


Jason examined the check he was holding now that they had finished doing business at 
the gun store they visited, “I reckon this is a good amount for both of those SCARs. What d'ya 
think, mate?” Arcades continued driving back to the clearing, but he did comment on the amount 
of money, “Yeah, it’s a decent bit that’Il hold us for the time being. We’II cash that in later; 
Right now, we have to move that Mustang somewhere else.” The wolf looked back out the 
window and said, “I don’t think I saw any good place on the way there.” Arcades had not seen 
any potential spot to hide the car either, “Hmmm... Perhaps we just haven’t looked far enough. 
After all, we need a place that’s not out in the open. We don’t want anybody bugging us.” The 
wolf was beginning to recognize the surroundings, “Are we getting closer to where we left the 
car?” The fox nodded and replied, “We sure are. We haven’t been gone for too long, so 
everything should be exactly the way it was when we left.” 

After only a few more minutes of driving, the 4Runner pulled into the clearing, but the 
fox could not see that the human driver had awoken from being unconscious. The fox parked 
next to the Mustang, and he spoke to the wolf, “Alright, Jason. We’re gonna have to take the tarp 
off first. Let’s get to it.” Jason acknowledged Arcades by exiting the vehicle at the same time the 
fox did, and both anthros immediately began the process of removing the green tarp from the 
parked vehicle. When the tarp was just about entirely removed from the vehicle, the wolf noticed 


a figure in his peripheral vision. Jason looked directly at the figure which he caught a glimpse of, 


and he immediately alerted the fox of what he saw, “Kurt, it’s the bogan from earlier!” Arcades 
stopped in the middle of him compacting the tarp, and the fox looked directly at the human with 
a bloodied forehead. The fox knew that he was currently unarmed, but at the same time, the 
human did not appear to be hostile. 

The human spoke once he was close enough for the two anthros to hear him, “Do you 
guys know what this place is?” Jason stood up and prepared to say something in response to the 
human, but Arcades stepped in before the wolf could say anything, “This is Pensacola, Florida.” 
The human looked genuinely confused, “Really?” The fox nodded, “Yeah. Do you have any idea 
of where you are right now?” The human looked around at the trees surrounding the clearing, but 
his response was fairly far from the correct answer, “I want to say somewhere in Georgia.” The 
fox was trying to understand how the human arrived at the conclusion he told him, but he instead 
opted to see if the human remembered how he had gotten the gash on his forehead, “What 
happened to your head?” The human finally stopped walking when he arrived in front of the 
Mustang, and he placed his hand on his forehead to feel the injury he received when his head 
collided with the glass of the Ford Explorer he ran into, “I’m not sure. I woke up next to this 
dead guy and a car.” 

Both anthros were very confused from what they were hearing. Arcades was probably the 
most dumbfounded since he was the one who witnessed the event unfold in the first place. The 
fox was not too sure how the human was able to suffer from such an intense form of amnesia 
from hitting his head on the glass. After all, from what Arcades saw, the human did not seem to 
hit his head that hard when he ran into the vehicle, but the glass did still crack. Perhaps the 
impact was more severe than what Arcades initially thought when he witnessed it occur. The 


human placed his hand on his forehead again, “Shit... I’m pretty dizzy.” Arcades sat the tarp on 


top of the Mustang, and he went over to the human to assist him. The fox placed his arm behind 
the human’s back and reached underneath the human’s shoulder to support him, “Take it easy. 
Why don’t we sit down somewhere?” 

Arcades helped the human move over to the 4Runner, and he sat him down on the right 
side of the SUV. The human thanked the fox after Arcades was able to successfully escort him to 
the vehicle and sit him down, “Thanks.” Arcades squatted in front of the human and replied, “No 
problem. What’s your name?” The human took a few seconds before he was able to reply, but he 
finally was able to remember his name, “I’m Terry.” The fox held out his hand, “Hi Terry. My 
name’s Kurt -- Kurt Hofmeier.” The human reached out his own hand and shook the fox’s hand. 
Arcades could tell that Terry still looked fairly disoriented, “I’ll get you something to drink, and 
then I'll see what I can do about your head. Sound fair?” The human nodded, “Yeah. That'd be 
nice.” Arcades stood up, and Jason approached the fox, “Kurt, what are you doing? This is the 
bloke who was going to take you to the Foundation. How do you know this isn’t some kind of 
trick?” The fox placed his hand on the wolf’s shoulder and said, “If thine enemy be hungry, give 
him bread to eat; and if he be thirsty, give him water to drink.” 

Arcades opened the rear door of the 4Runner, and he pulled out a bottle of water that was 
kept in a small cooler. All the while, Jason stood by the human, and the wolf watched as the 
human continued to feel his injured forehead. Arcades returned to the human after retrieving the 
water bottle from his vehicle, and he unscrewed the cap before handing it to the human. Terry 
received the bottle, and he began to drink from it while he still sat against the rear passenger door 
of the 4Runner. Jason did not say anything or intervene, but he did stand back to watch as the fox 
shortly came back with a cloth which he dampened with some more water. Using some soap 


which he had in the car to rub on the damp cloth, Arcades wiped off the blood on Terry’s head 


while feeling for any shards of glass which may be left in the human’s head. Fortunately for the 
human, there were no shards of glass lodged in his head, so all the fox had to do was just clean 
the wounds. 

After cleaning the human’s head wounds, Arcades gave the human the cloth and said, 
“You should wipe your head with this if it continues to bleed, but you should be fine.” Terry 
nodded and said, “Yeah. Thanks.” Arcades decided to ask the human a question next, “Do you 
know where you’re supposed to be staying?” The human shook his head, “I can’t remember.” 
The fox asked a different question next, “No? What was the last thing you remember?” Terry 
looked at Arcades for a few seconds before speaking, “I think I was driving on the road 
somewhere.” The fox asked a follow-up question, “Do you know who was in the car with you?” 
The human looked towards the ground and said, “Um... There was someone in the car, I’m 
pretty sure, but I don’t quite remember who he was.” Arcades had a feeling he knew exactly who 
Terry was talking about, but he decided not to remind him about the dead body for the time 
being. The fox visually examined the human’s clothes, and he could see several blood stains. 
Arcades did not see the human hurt his torso and arms, so the fox figured that the blood was not 
his own. The fox pointed towards the damp cloth which Terry still held, “You should wipe that 
blood off from your arms. Ill get you another cloth.” 

The human began to wipe off the blood which he could see, and Arcades stood back up to 
move back to the 4Runner to retrieve another cloth which he would then dampen. While the fox 
stood behind the SUV, he peeked inside of the vehicle to get the vixen’s attention, “Don’t worry 
Jackie, we’ll be on our way soon. I just need to get this guy cleaned up.” Jackie did look at 
Arcades when she heard he was talking to her, but she did not say anything in response. Noticing 


her silence, the fox then asked, “Will you be alright in here for the time being?” The vixen 


finally spoke in response, “Yes.” Though Arcades wished that Jackie was more talkative, he 
decided that it would be best for him to accept her brief response and continue with his current 
objective. The fox often would think about why Jackie seemed to display rather unusual patterns 
of social behavior. Arcades knew that when he previously met the vixen, she did not have too 
much to say to him, but at the same time, he found it a bit odd when he met her once more at 
Destin and she was substantially more talkative. The fox was not sure what the Foundation did to 
her, but it was pretty clear that she was psychologically damaged to a significant degree. 

The fox moved back to where Terry was, and he briefly shot a look at the wolf who was 
standing in just about the same spot the fox last saw him in. Jason had nothing to say to the fox, 
but he did look at him for a quick moment before Arcades turned back around to give the human 
the second moist cloth. Upon receiving the cloth, the human wiped off a great deal of the rest of 
the blood that was on his person, and he spoke to Arcades once he had finished, “Okay. I think 
that’s all of the blood. Is this all my blood?” The fox remembered that the human had landed on 
his colleague when he was first knocked unconscious, but he decided to act as if he did not know 
such information, “Your blood was on your forehead, but that other blood could’ve come from 
anybody. Are you sure you don’t know what happened to you before you got knocked out?” 
Terry gave a rather unexpected reply, “I was knocked out?” Arcades nodded, “I’d have to 
believe so judging by how bloody your forehead looked. You must’ve hit your head pretty hard 
to forget what happened.” The human looked down towards the ground as he struggled to 
remember what happened, but he could not come up with anything. Before the human could say 
anything else, Arcades decided that it would be best for him to proceed with the primary 
objective before the human’s memory came back to him, “Here, how about we get going? I think 


I might know a place that you may be familiar with.” 


Though Arcades was referring to the address he found when he searched the Ford 
Explorer, Terry did not seem to make the connection, “You know a place? What are you doing 
out here, again?” Arcades replied, “I’m here to get this Mustang out of here. I don’t want it to 
stay here anymore.” The fox began to step away from the human, and he moved over to Jason. 
However, before Arcades moved out of speaking distance from Terry, he said, “Yeah, and we’re 
about to get going. Stay here real quick for me.” The fox then gestured for the wolf to follow 
him, and he walked a few paces until both of the anthros were out of speaking distance of the 
human. Arcades spoke to the wolf and said, “I think I know how to handle this: I’ll drive the 
Mustang alone, and you should take Terry with you in the 4Runner. Have him sit in the 
passenger seat so you can keep an eye on him. They were looking for me, so even if he 
remembers what his mission is, he won’t see me right away. After I find a place to park the 
Mustang, I want you to pick me up and drive to the address that was on that sticky note. We’ll 
take the guy there, and maybe we can convince him to help us out when he remembers what he 
was supposed to do. I’m expecting that memory loss should be only temporary.” The wolf did 
not have any objections, “Alright, Kurt. I’1l follow you.” Arcades nodded back to Jason and 
turned towards the Mustang, “If I happened to get pulled over for the bullet holes on the roof, I 
want you to park nearby, but don’t intervene with the police. However, I should be fine. I just 
need you to stay close enough to me with the 4Runner. I'll grab one of the radios just in case.” 
With nothing more needing to be discussed, both Arcades and Jason proceeded with their 
respective duties. 

“This is Rho-1, we are approaching the landing zone. Is the site clear? Over,” the pilot of 
one of the MJ12 King Stallions spoke to the control tower. The air traffic controller replied, 


“Copy, Rho-1. This is Tower, You are cleared to touch down with the cargo in the zone marked 


with the orange lights. The ground team will detach your cargo, and we’ll let you know when 
you’re cleared to land your aircraft. Over.” The pilot of the CH-53K replied to the air controller 
as he looked down and spotted the orange lights on the ground, “Affirmative, Tower. We’re 
coming in. Standby.” The air traffic controller then switched channels to speak to all incoming 
aircraft, “Attention all aircraft: Rho-1 will deliver the cargo first. Remain in a holding pattern 
until the cargo can be delivered. We’ll start clearing the helicopters carrying cargo to touch down 
first before granting regular clearance to land. The flight of AH-280s will be the last to land after 
all of the Rho aircraft land their King Stallions.” By the time the transmission completed, the 
first CH-53K was now just a few meters above the ground while still carrying the first 
compartment of the MAV-29. While the pilot worked on making sure that he did not touch down 
too hard with the covered vehicle, the traffic controller was still giving instructions for the pilot 
to make sure that the compartment would be deposited in an ideal spot on the ground, “Move 
forwards just a bit more.” 

The pilot pushed the stick forwards while giving the aircraft just a bit more power so that 
the MAV-29’s front compartment would not strike the ground. When the aircraft flew a few 
meters in the direction it was facing, the traffic controller amended his statement, “You’re right 
on the money. Bring it down here.” The pilot of the King Stallion finally lowered the throttle of 
the helicopter, but he only did so just enough that the MAV-29 would gently touch down with 
the ground. The traffic controller spoke once he saw that the treads of the MAV-29 met with the 
ground, “You’re good. Hold your current position, and the ground team will detach your cargo. 
Standby.” On the ground, several humans wearing Kryptek Obskura Transitional combat 


uniforms began to climb aboard the covered MAV-29 in order to detach the load-bearing hooks 


that connected the compartment to the King Stallion, and it did not take long for the first 
compartment to be successfully detached from the transport aircraft. 

“First compartment has touched down. Proceed out of the landing zone,” the traffic 
controller spoke to the pilot of the first King Stallion. The pilot, seeing that the aircraft was no 
longer carrying the first third of the MAV-29, pushed the stick forwards and increased the 
helicopter’s throttle to proceed out of the general vicinity. While the helicopter was flying out of 
the area, he spoke to the traffic controller, “Copy. Proceeding.” The traffic controller waited for 
the King Stallion to fly far enough away from the landing zone so there would be no possible 
way for it to collide with the other helicopters queuing up to deposit their cargo. With the first 
helicopter now completely out of the way, the traffic controller spoke to the helicopter carrying 
the second compartment, “Rho-2, you are up next. You are cleared to deposit your cargo in the 
landing zone. Over.” The pilot of the second CH-53K lowered his throttle and flew closer to the 
marked area. The traffic controller continued with his instructions as he watched the helicopter 
come down to deliver another third of the Arvak, “Maintain your current heading, and lower 
your airspeed.” All the while, the ground units were on standby waiting for their opportunity to 
detach the second part of the MAV-29 from the helicopter. Since the middle compartment 
housed the laser weapons system, the crew had to be careful so the weapon would not sustain 
any damage. 

An agent of the Majestic 12 spoke with his superior, “Sir, the prototype CDI vehicle has 
arrived. It is being delivered now.” The Majestic One nodded and sparked up a small smirk, 
“Excellent. Was the vehicle able to be extracted with minimal damage?” The MJ12 agent 
replied, “Yes sir. The Mobile Task Group inspected it before they disassembled it for transport. 


The hull does not seem to be damaged at all.” The Majestic One asked a different question, 


“What about the onboard armament? How much ammunition was able to be recovered?” The 
MJ12 agent relayed to his superior the information given to him by the MTG, “The Mobile Task 
Group reports that none of the armament was used. The front cannon and the missile launching 
system both still have a full payload.” 

The Majestic One still had one more important thing which he needed to ask, “Can we be 
sure that CDI won’t be able to track the prototype here?” The agent had already spoken to the 
MTG about whether or not the MAV-29 was being tracked, “The team which secured the vehicle 
in the first place disabled the vehicle’s electronic systems and radio equipment they were able to 
disable when they were picked up by our aircraft. When the MTG landed to disassemble the 
prototype, they looked for any internal GPS systems that they would be able to get access to. 
They were unable to locate anything, but we are confident that the search was thorough enough. 
CDI did not show up during transit, and we believe that they don’t know where the prototype is.” 
The Majestic One decided to take precautionary measures, “I want the prototype reassembled 
and combat-operational for the time being. If CDI finds us here, I want to make sure that they 
won’t take back the prototype.” The agent nodded and acknowledged his superior, “Yes, sir.” 
The Majestic One had one other thing he needed to ask, ““What has the response from CDI been 
so far?” The agent replied, “I’ve heard reports that they’re offering a bounty of one million 
dollars for whomever gives them information that leads to the retrieval of the prototype.” The 
Majestic One felt that there should be additional precautionary measures taken to ensure that 
they would not lose the MAV-29, “I want the facility on high alert until further notice. We need 
to keep this prototype, and I won’t let CDI take it back. Activate everything we have, and 
withdraw all of our field agents back here; we’re down enough men as it is, so we’re going to 


need all of the help we can get in case of an attack.” The agent had an objection, “What about the 


fox?” The Majestic One replied, “We have bigger issues right now, so forget about him. 
Withdraw all of our field agents and get everybody here to defend the facility. Get to it. You’re 
dismissed.” The MJ12 agent acknowledged his superior’s commands and proceeded to carry out 
his orders. 

It took a couple hours, but the MAV-29 had finally been successfully delivered at the 
Majestic 12’s headquarters. Though the prototype was still in three disconnected compartments, 
word had just reached the team moving the MAV-29 into a hangar to assemble it as quickly as 
possible in the event that a CDI attack would be carried out against the Majestic 12. After all, 
CDI had been ultimately responsible for the destruction of numerous Omega Foundation 
facilities. With the Omega Foundation gone, it’s parent organization, the Majestic 12, had to 
ensure that they would not lose another facility. If the Majestic 12 were to lose their primary 
facility, then the New World Order would be significantly behind on its efforts to establish their 
authority. Since the bioengineered anthros were destroyed with the fall of Facility Zero and with 
the loss of a large number of human individuals from the Internal Security Group as well as the 
Mobile Task Group, the Majestic 12 was practically operating with a skeleton crew. All that 
remained were a couple MJ12 Mobile Task Group units, field agents that would be recalled, and 
some Mobile Task Group units sent by the Knights Templar that would be coming to the facility. 
Though the Majestic 12 was not directly anticipating an immediate attack by CDI at the current 
moment, they still knew that it would take a few days for their forces to regroup. They wanted to 
be as prepared as possible. 

Without the MAV-29, it would be extremely difficult for the Majestic 12 to fend off a 
direct attack: CDI was definitely well-equipped enough to fight the Majestic 12. Even though the 


MJ12 and Knights Templar combined had more human units than the likes of the bioengineered 


anthros seen at Facility Zero, CDI still vastly outnumbered them. The MAV-29 would be 
instrumental in the defense of the facility, but it would only really be a matter of time before CDI 
would overrun their defenses. After all, the MAV-29 only had one laser and a limited number of 
conventional armaments. Luckily for the MJ12, CDI did not know where the location of the 
facility was, so the secret societies still had some time to regroup. However, there was no 
guarantee that the MJ12 and Knights Templar would be able to keep their location hidden 
indefinitely. After all, the Omega Foundation ended up becoming complacent, and their 
complacency was what helped lead to their downfall. 

After finally finding a spot to drop off the Ford Mustang, Arcades was riding in the 
4Runner with his companions. Terry still exhibited signs of amnesia, and he did not appear to 
remember anything related to his now-cancelled mission. Jason was still the driver of the SUV 
while Terry was sitting directly to the wolf’s right. Arcades and Jackie both occupied the rear 
seat, but neither of the two foxes had anything to say to one another. Jason did not have much to 
say either; he was mainly paying attention to the GPS on his phone directing him to the address 
which he typed in. Terry did ask the anthros a few general questions while in the SUV, “So, you 
guys have all known each other for a long time?” The fox was the one to answer the question, 
“Yeah. I’ve known Jason here since ‘27, and I also met Jackie in ‘27 as well. I met Jackie first, 
but I didn’t really get much of a chance to talk with her back then. I met her again for a little 
while in 2028, and now I met her yet again only a few days ago. I think it was interesting how it 
all played out.” 

Terry listened to the fox, and he started to become curious, “How did that happen? How 
did you meet her three times over?” Arcades tried to answer the best he could without giving out 


details which he probably did not need to divulge to someone working with a secret society 


looking for him, “Well, I guess you could say that it was kinda a big coincidence. When I 
worked at my last job, I happened to pass her by twice. I don’t work there anymore, so I just 
happened to run into her yet again just recently.” The human asked for more information, “What 
was your last job?” Arcades replied while still trying to remain somewhat discreet, “I used to 
work for a security firm until two years ago when it closed down for good.” Jason briefly looked 
to his right to see that the human was simply looking straight ahead at the road. The wolf 
directed his attention back at the road when he heard Terry speak again, “Why did the firm 
close?” Arcades gave an answer which he hoped did not have too much information bundled 
with it, “The firm ran into difficulties that made it unprofitable to continue operating. The firm 
was losing too much money, and there was not really a way to get that money back.” 

Even though Arcades did not explicitly tell the human about the specific reason Fox 
Security ceased to function, he was not lying to Terry. After all, Arcades did lose a significant 
amount of money during his original run-in with the Omega Foundation. He lost practically all of 
his employees as well, and he was really only left with Jason once the ordeal died down. 
However, an argument could be made that Jason was less of an employee and more like the fox’s 
family. Bobby Bocchino was probably the last true employee of the fox’s, but Arcades knew that 
the angry Italian cat did not want to keep in touch with him after the downfall of the Omega 
Foundation. The cat probably had enough of all of the secret societies and their plots to establish 
their totalitarian One World Government, and quite frankly, Arcades wanted it to end as well. 
The fox was tired of being on the run, and he just wanted to live without having to look over his 
shoulder to see if there was someone trying to capture him. 

After a moment of driving in silence, Terry asked another question to the fox after he 


turned around in his seat to view him clearly, “You know. There’s just something about you that 


looks familiar to me. I have a feeling that I’ve seen you from somewhere, but I’m not entirely 
sure if you’re even the guy I’m thinking about.” Arcades was beginning to feel a little uneasy, 
and he was starting to feel concerned that Terry’s amnesia was wearing off. If the human was 
starting to get his memory back, then it would only be a matter of time before he would know 
that he was riding in the same vehicle with the very fox he was tasked with capturing. Arcades 
decided to play a very risky maneuver by asking the human a question to jog his memory, 
“You’ve seen me before? From where?” After all, maybe Terry was genuinely confusing the fox 
for someone else. The human replied, “Ahh, maybe not. You see, I remember seeing this one 
guy on the news a long time ago. It had to have been like ten years at least or something like that. 
You’re a black and white red fox, and I haven’t seen many of those around before.” 

Jason looked to his right again to view the human, and the wolf had an expression on his 
face that communicated a mixture between astonishment and guilt. Arcades, on the other hand, 
did not entirely piece together what Jason seemed to already figure out on his own. Arcades was 
curious, so he asked the human for more details, “When and where did you see this?” Terry went 
back to face the road again and spoke, “Oh, it was a good ten or so years ago when I used to live 
in Crestview. On the evening news one night, there was a story about the cops catching a bunch 
of anthros for drinking on the beach in Destin. There was this one black and white fox that they 
kept focusing the camera on for a good while. He kinda looked like you, but he was a bit skinnier 
than you. Pretty weird, huh?” The fox was dumbfounded; he could not believe that he found yet 
another person who had seen him humiliated live on the news. For a local news story, it sure 
seemed to go further than just the locality it was originally supposed to air on. Arcades’ bound 


body had been displayed on an international level for many people to witness. 


Arcades looked towards the left to view Jason, and he could see that the wolf seemed 
visibly embarrassed by the topic the human brought up. Though Arcades initially did not know 
why Jason would be the one to seem embarrassed, he remembered that the wolf said that he did 
indeed pleasure himself to the images of Arcades that were spread on the Internet back when the 
incident initially occurred. Terry did not seem to realize that he was sitting in the same car with 
the same fox he had seen back in 2018, but Arcades did not really feel like telling the human that 
he was indeed the same fox from that very news story. Terry would assume that he had seen 
someone else, and Arcades did not really mind the human maintaining his current conclusion. 
Jackie did not seem to realize this fact either, and she merely took what the human said at face 
value. The vixen did not meet back up with Arcades and Jason until after the fox had already 
explained the story to the wolf. She did see the two anthros appear slightly upset by the human’s 
mention of the news story, but she disregarded this observation and did not decide to think about 
it to any further extent. 

The human tried to make some more smalltalk with the fox he was riding with, “So, 
where do you work right now?” Arcades replied, “Funny you should mention that. I’ve just 
recently become unemployed.” Terry raised an eyebrow and directed his head slightly to the left 
until he could partially see the fox in his peripheral vision, ““How’d that happen?” The fox said, 
“There was an event that basically destroyed the company. The company wasn’t able to operate 
as it did before after that event, so it went defunct.” The human decided to guess as to what the 
incident was, but the context he was referring to was different from what the fox had in mind, 
“What, was there some sort of hostile takeover?” Arcades’ eyes widened, but he had to give the 
human the benefit of the doubt that he still did not know what happened to Fox Armaments, 


“Yeah, you could say that.” The human finally looked back away from Arcades, “I see. I mean, I 


guess it’s hard when there’s suddenly a bunch of new owners. They want to replace the old staff 
with new staff.” The fox finally realized that the human was referring to a completely different 
type of hostile takeover than the one he had in mind, so he decided to just play along, “Things 
get rough.” Terry gave a nod from where he was sitting, “Oh yeah.” 

Terry still continued to speak with the fox, “Are you looking for a new job? How long 
have you been unemployed?” Arcades said, “It’s actually only been like a week. We haven’t 
found a new job yet.” The human was confused, “We?” Arcades alleviated the human’s 
confusion, “Yeah, Jason here lost his job the same time I did. We tend to stick together, and 
that’s been going well for us.” The human looked in the rear view mirror, and he could partially 
see Jackie in the backseat, ““What about the other fox? What brings her out here with you guys?” 
Arcades said, “She’s down on her luck right now, and we’re helping her out. She’s staying with 
us.” The human sighed, “Damn, that sucks. All three of you guys seem to be down on your luck. 
I hope it all works out for you three.” Arcades nodded, and he found it ironic that one of the guys 
sent to capture him was wishing him the best of luck, “Thanks. We think it should all work out 
sooner or later.” The human took a deep breath before looking back at the road once more. 
Arcades was wishing that Terry would not come to remember what he was sent to do; he did not 
really mind having this conversation with the human. 

Within the next ten minutes, the 4Runner had arrived at the address. Jason pulled into the 
driveway of what appeared to be a regular house which was relatively secluded from any other 
neighboring buildings. While there were no other houses that were imminently adjacent to the 
house the group arrived at, the house was not too far out of the way from the town. Jason looked 
up at the house, checked that the number on the mailbox matched with the number on the sticky 


note, and spoke to the fox once he confirmed that the numbers all matched up, “Looks like we’ve 


made it, mate.” Arcades looked out of the window and viewed the house, “This is it?” The wolf 
nodded and said, “It sure is. This is the house where the address leads to.” Terry was silent, but 
his face began to look as if he was in a slight state of distress. The wolf looked to his right, and 
he noticed the expression on the human’s face. Terry looked to his left, and he saw the curious 
expression on Jason’s face morph into an expression which communicated suspicion. Terry’s 
eyes drifted to the left, and he looked Arcades in the eye. 

After a rather awkward moment spent sitting in the SUV in complete silence, Arcades 
was the one to speak, “Is there something wrong?” The human stood still, and he looked at the 
fox while he replied, “You’re the fox I was supposed to get. My memory just came back.” When 
the wolf realized that the human’s amnesia had worn off, he reached down to his waistband to 
retrieve a weapon, but he found that he was still unarmed. Arcades noticed that Jason was 
looking for a weapon, so he spoke up in order to stop him, “Jason, stop that.” Upon hearing the 
fox, the wolf almost immediately aborted his search for a weapon, and he brought his hands 
away from his waistband as he looked back at the fox sitting in the backseat. Arcades looked at 
the human and spoke, “I know you’re looking for me.” Terry paused for a moment as he looked 
at Jason; he was not sure if the wolf was planning to attack him. The human knew that he likely 
did not stand much of a chance taking on two anthros by himself. He did not see Jackie as a 
threat, but he did see Jason as being a particularly imminent threat given how close the wolf was 
to him. Terry was rather surprised that he had not been attacked yet, and he was also surprised 
that Arcades had even ordered the wolf to stand down. 

The human slowly shook his head and spoke to the fox, “I don’t want to have to deal with 
this.” The fox spoke calmly and slowly as to not agitate the human; he wanted to de-escalate the 


situation as much as he could, “I don’t want to have to deal with this either. I want everybody to 


walk away from this with no harm done. How about we lower the tensions and calm down?” 
When the fox said the word harm, the human was instantly reminded of what he did to his 
assigned partner, and he spoke under his breath, “Shit... Did I really kill him?” Arcades heard 
what the human had said and answered his question, “I’m afraid so. I was there to watch it, 
remember?” Terry cursed to himself again, “Dammit. Fuck...” Arcades made a new suggestion 
for the human, “How about we go inside and talk about it? Maybe you can tell us what all has 
been going on.” The human was a bit weary when he considered trusting a fox, but at the same 
time, he did not really have any other choice. Terry looked at the wolf, but Jason did not have 
anything to say. The human looked back at Arcades, and he briefly looked to the vixen sitting 
directly to the fox’s right. After some hesitation, the human finally decided to agree with the 
fox’s suggestion, “Alright. Let’s go inside.” Arcades gave a nod and perked up a slight smile, 
“That’s good. I’m willing to de-escalate if you’re willing to do so as well.” All four occupants of 
the vehicle opened their respective doors and proceeded to enter the house. 

When the three anthros followed the human into the house, they did not see anything that 
looked too out of the ordinary. From what they could see, the house looked about as generic as 
any other dormacile would be. Arcades was the first to ask a question, “Is this your house?” 
Terry shook his head, ““No, it’s one of the houses provided to me by my employers.” The fox 
watched as the human took a seat on the couch in the middle of the main room, and Arcades sat 
on the floor in front of the human. Jason and Jackie remained standing, and they looked at the 
fox while he asked the human, “The Foundation provided you this place?” Terry looked at 
Arcades with a bit of confusion on his face, “The Foundation? There is no Foundation. Not 
anymore.” The fox was a bit surprised to hear this specific detail, but at the same time, he was in 


disbelief, “What? The Foundation didn’t send you? Who did?” The human replied, “I’m not with 


the Foundation. I was sent by the Knights Templar, but I’m not really a Templar myself. They 
started outsourcing people from different organizations because they’re apparently short on 
personnel.” Arcades found the human’s story a bit suspicious, “How do you know about the 
Foundation?” Terry explained himself, “I’ve heard about it from some of the other people that 
the Templars hired.” Arcades was not entirely convinced, for he knew the secretive nature of the 
Knights Templar, “How did you get involved with the Knights Templar in the first place?” Terry 
said, “I knew some people who were.” Arcades’ face indicated that he was not believing the 
human’s story, ““Why would they take you in, and what organization were you from before that?” 
Terry was beginning to catch on that Arcades was not buying his story, “Damn...” 

Arcades still sat on the floor, but he was beginning to think that the floor in front of the 
human who killed his partner was probably not the safest place to currently be. By the time the 
fox stood up, Terry finally found the words he wanted to speak next, “It was you, wasn’t it? You 
were the fox who led to the downfall of the Foundation that everybody’s been talking about.” 
Arcades did not want to confirm nor deny the human’s statement. Arcades stood in silence, and 
he took a couple steps back away from the human. The fox was beginning to realize that he 
probably was not getting truthful responses from the human he was talking to. Terry spoke again, 
“They didn’t tell me that I’d be looking for you specifically. They just told us that we’d be 
looking for a fox, and I heard that the fox who took down the Foundation wasn’t your regular 
fox. I saw those guns in your car, and you sure don’t /ook like a regular fox, either.” The fox was 
now maintaining a decent distance away from the human, and Jason began to approach Arcades 
in order to give him some support if needed. Neither of the anthros were armed, so they would 
have to fight the human together if they had to. Terry looked up directly at the fox, completely 


disregarding the wolf standing directly to the right of Arcades. The human’s eyes began to 


appear agitated, and his face soon morphed into the same sort of angry expression. Arcades 
shook his head as he attempted to diffuse the situation, ““We don’t need to do this. All I want to 
know is who is trying to come after me. I’m sick of running and hiding from these people.” 
Terry, on the other hand, was just about done listening to what Arcades had to say. Jason turned 
in such a way that he would be able to get to a fighting stance easier, but the fox remained 
standing in a posture with his body straight and directly facing the human. 

The human spoke his final phrase before lunging out at the fox, “It was you. Jt was you!” 
Terry sprang off of his seat and began to charge directly at Arcades. Jason, almost anticipating 
this action occurring, moved in front of the fox to allow for Arcades to move out of the path of 
the human. The fox reacted instantly, and he quickly sidestepped to avoid the hostile human 
from directly running into him. Jason clashed with the human as he tried to readjust himself so 
that he would be able to catch the fox. The wolf pulled on the human, but Terry seemed to not 
even care about Jason; his only target was the fox. Arcades leapt over a counter, and the fox 
pushed his tail out of the way to prevent the human from reaching out to grab it. Jason grabbed 
the human’s shoulders from behind, and he pulled Terry until he collided with a wall. When 
Terry turned back around to face the wolf, his face seemed completely different from what it 
appeared when they were in the vehicle. Gone was the human’s peaceful expression; it was 
replaced with a face of pure hostility. The human struggled against the wolf, but it was clear to 
Jason that Terry would not be giving up without a fight. 

When Terry realized that he would not be able to catch the fox with the wolf interfering, 
he decided that he would take him on in a fight. Jason backed up, and he assumed a fighting 
stance that would provide himself with the most balance. The wolf moved his arms in front of his 


face so that he would be able to block if needed, but his arms were still low enough that he was 


able to see his opponent. Terry threw the first punch, but it was blocked by Jason. The wolf 
responded by throwing his own punch at the human, and his fist impacted directly in the head of 
his attacker. Terry was struck off his balance, but he quickly regained it enough to throw a kick 
at the wolf. Jason was not prepared for the sudden attack, so he was struck in the chest by the 
human’s kick. Arcades, seeing that Jason was in need of help, jumped off of the counter he was 
standing on, and he proceeded to assist the wolf. Right before the fox jumped off, he had looked 
to see if Jackie was alright, but he did not see the vixen. Arcades was a bit concerned that he did 
not know where Jackie was, but at the same time, he knew that he had bigger issues to address at 
the moment. 

When Terry saw that Arcades was moving in to engage him, he almost immediately 
disregarded the wolf who was staggering back from the wind being kicked out of his chest. 
Arcades saw the human throw a punch his way, and he blocked the attack with his forearm 
before using his right foot to kick the human’s left leg in. The human did not anticipate the 
attack, and he was knocked off-balance by the fox. While the human was briefly stunned, Jason 
had finally regained his composure, and he moved back into the battle once more. The wolf 
shoved the human to keep him off-balance, and the fox gave a kick of his own to the human’s 
torso to push him backwards as well as to stun him. Arcades was not really the type of person to 
effectively fight with his fists, but he still ended up trying. The fox threw a punch at the human’s 
face, but it was blocked by the human raising his arm to take the hit instead. Jason moved back 
in and threw a harder punch at Terry, and he was successful at doing so; the human was now up 
against the wall and receiving blows from both of the anthros. 

Just as Arcades and Jason thought that they were winning the fight, Terry suddenly 


lashed out and grabbed both of the anthros by curling his arms around each of their necks. 


Arcades was caught completely off-guard, and the fox found himself unable to escape the grasp 
of the human. Terry was significantly more built than the fox was, but he was only a bit more 
built than the wolf. Using the fox he was holding in his bent arm, the human swung Arcades into 
Jason and knocked the wolf over. Jason hit the ground, but he immediately went to spring back 
into action, his adrenaline giving him some extra energy to continue the fight. By the time the 
wolf scrambled to his feet, he could see that Terry had Arcades pinned against the wall and was 
preparing to pummel the fox’s face. The wolf elbowed the human in the back of the head, 
causing Terry to finally release his grasp of the fox’s neck. The blow to the human’s head was 
pretty strong, but it was not enough to knock him unconscious. Terry spun back around and 
immediately began to engage the wolf once again. 

Arcades dropped to the ground, and he gasped for air; the fox had not been able to 
breathe for the past twenty seconds as his neck was squeezed by the human. Adrenaline was 
definitely going through the fox’s blood as well, but being deprived of oxygen for a third of a 
minute was enough to practically render unable to continue the fight. Jason was still holding his 
own against the human, but the wolf was not sure how long he would be able to continue the 
battle. Things seemed to be going better for him when he had the fox’s assistance simply because 
Arcades was another target for Terry to worry about. The human’s fighting style seemed rather 
unpredictable, and the wolf was seeing plenty of techniques and maneuvers which he had rarely 
seen before. The human was behaving in a sporadic manner: Terry threw plenty of punches and 
kicks in unusual ways, and Jason was focusing more on just defending himself rather than being 
on the offense. The wolf had taken a few blows to his torso, and he could feel himself beginning 


to lose the energy to keep up with the fight. 


Arcades was still on the ground while trying to get air going through his body again, and 
the fox also was trying to distance himself from the fight as much as he could. Arcades did not 
want to be seen by the human if he were to defeat Jason. Though the fox did want to go and 
assist the wolf, he was not sure how long he needed to recover enough to be able to fight again. 
In any case, Arcades was not even sure what he would be able to do for the wolf at this point. 
The fox had mainly prepared himself to defend himself, and he was not sure how long he would 
be able to last against an opponent which seemed to be so unpredictable. The fox was still on the 
ground, and he knew that he would not be able to stay on the ground if the human got the best of 
the wolf. Arcades tried to get to his feet, but he found that he lacked strength in his legs to stand 
him up. As a result, the fox scooted away from the human while still on the ground. Arcades was 
hoping that the noise made from him gasping for air would not unduly give away his position. 

Terry pinned Jason against the wall and used his right hand to hold the wolf’s neck on the 
wall. Meanwhile, with his left hand, the human delivered several blows to the wolf’s right torso 
before trying to strangle him with both hands. Jason’s arms flailed around in panic as he tried to 
do whatever he could to make the human stop his attack, but all of his efforts seemed to be futile. 
Finding himself losing consciousness from a lack of oxygen, Jason’s arms began moving slower 
and slower, and the wolf’s head began rolling around as his eyes began looking up towards the 
ceiling. After a few more seconds, the wolf seemed to go limp, and the human finally released 
Jason to fall flat on the floor. Arcades had witnessed the defeat of his brother, and he tried to 
hold in his panic the best he could. The fox desperately tried to stand up again, and he was able 
to get to one knee before he saw that the human was now coming directly at him. Arcades knew 
that there would not be a way for him to avoid the human now approaching at quite a rapid pace, 


so the fox tried to do what he could to brace for an immediate impact. 


That was when Arcades heard a gunshot sound from his right. The fox’s eyes shot to the 
right, and he saw Jackie was now standing inside of the house holding the SIG Sauer P365 that 
had been given to Jason just a few days ago. The vixen fired a second shot, and the human was 
struck by the handgun in the torso. The human lost balance and fell down before he was able to 
get to the fox, and Arcades began scooting himself away again to try and distance himself from 
his attacker. To the surprise of the fox, at least one round of 9x19mm was unable to stop Terry; 
the human stood up, turned towards the vixen, and lunged out at her. Jackie fired three shots in a 
panic, but only one of them struck her target. As the bleeding human grappled the dainty vixen, 
Jackie fired one last stray shot before she dropped the handgun in a panic. Arcades heard the 
vixen shriek in terror as she was grabbed, and he also heard the handgun fall to the floor. 

Using all of the strength he still had, Arcades finally got to his feet, and he was able to 
spot the handgun on the floor. The fox wasted no time limping towards the handgun, his body 
hurting all over from the treatment he received from Terry. Arcades found himself unable to look 
away from the vixen being senselessly beaten by the human. Right before the fox made it to the 
handgun, his legs finally gave up, and Arcades fell forwards, landing on his stomach. The fox 
began to crawl to the weapon using his arms, and he finally was able to reach out and grab the 
handgun. Arcades’ hands trembled as he aimed the handgun at the human, but he pulled the 
trigger with little hesitation. The fox heard a noise he would not forget: The handgun only 
emitted a click. Immediately, Arcades reached the slide with his left hand, and he racked it to 
eject a round which had not been struck properly. The round landed on the floor, and a new 
round was instead chambered into the pistol. Arcades pulled the trigger once more when he was 


finally aiming at the human. 


Terry was struck in the back, and he immediately stood up and let the screaming vixen 
go. The human turned around to face the fox, but Arcades shot another round at the human. The 
second round impacted the human in the upper torso, but he was still standing. Arcades fired one 
more round that impacted the human’s chest, and the human was now on approach to the fox. 
Arcades let out a desperate primal yell as the human descended upon the fox, and he fired his last 
round. The final round that was in the handgun landed directly in the human’s forehead, and it 
was enough to make the human collapse just inches away from the fox. A pool of blood was now 
accumulating around the deceased human, and all of the occupants in the room were practically 
motionless. Arcades’ breathing was uneasy, his hands were trembling, his ears were ringing, and 
his pistol’s slide was locked back as the fox looked at the aftermath of the brawl. The fox, still 
holding on to the empty handgun, scooted backwards again as he saw the human’s blood 
converging on his position. Even though the handgun was completely empty, the fox still tightly 
grasped it in his right hand as he realized that he had just had to directly kill somebody with it. 
When the fox was a safe distance away from the deceased human, he finally sat still to regain his 
strength and calm himself down. 

The fox had been so overwhelmed by the sudden situation that he almost forgot about 
Jackie and Jason. It was not until Arcades heard a faint whimper that he remembered that his two 
companions needed immediate attention. The whimpering caused by the vixen caught the fox’s 
attention, and Arcades finally discarded his empty P365 to attend to Jackie. Arcades was not 
confident in using his legs just yet, so he scooted towards the place where Jackie was lying. 
When the fox arrived at the vixen, he immediately placed his hands on Jackie’s chest to at least 
let her know that he was still breathing. Upon a quick visual inspection, there was blood around 


the vixen’s mouth, but Arcades did not know if the blood belonged to Jackie or Terry. Jackie’s 


eyes were closed, and there were definitely plenty of tears rolling down from her eyes. Arcades 
placed his hands on Jackie’s shoulders, and he repeated the first two words which came to his 
mind, ““He’s done. He’s done. He’s done.” 

Arcades’ hands were still trembling as he held on to the vixen, and he tried to lift her 
upper body from off of the ground. Jackie did not resist, but she also did not put any effort in to 
sit up, either. However, the fox was still able to lift Jackie’s upper body from the ground, and he 
continued to hold her up as she refused to open up her eyes. Arcades did not know if Jackie was 
too injured to open her eyes, or if she really did not want to see what had just unfolded in front of 
her. Arcades briefly looked the vixen over to the best of his ability, but he was unable to 
determine the exact extent of her injuries. After all, the fur covering the body of an anthro was 
thick enough that it was often difficult to spot injuries. Most people had to look for fur stained 
with blood before locating any injuries. Arcades asked Jackie a couple of questions, “Can you 
walk? How bad are you hurting?” The vixen did not respond with words, but she did respond by 
reaching out and tightly embracing the fox while beginning to sob into his shoulder. Arcades 
returned the embrace, and he mutually embraced the vixen just as she held him. While Jackie 
was holding on to the fox, Arcades started speaking again, “I took care of him. He’s done.” 
Jackie tried to speak in response, but she could not get anything coherent out past saying 
Arcades’ name, “K-Kurt!” 

“We’re going to be alright,” the fox said to the distressed vixen while trying to calm her 
down. Arcades spoke again after a second of silence on his part, “That man isn’t going to hurt 
you anymore.” The vixen still clung to Arcades. Even though the actual action was done and 
over with, Jackie was still caught up in the moment. The fox had been in numerous conflicts 


before, so he was not as affected by the situation like Jackie was; However, the fox was still not 


really prepared for the situation to go as it did. Arcades did everything he could to keep tensions 
low, but the situation still got out of hand. The fox then remembered that he and Jackie were not 
the only anthros harmed by the human. Arcades spoke the wolf’s name aloud, “Jason. I need to 
go and help Jason.” Jackie replied while still gripping the fox, “D-Don’t leave me here, Kurt!” 
Arcades then said, “I’m still here. I just need to know if Jason’s alright.” Even though the fox 
would not be abandoning the vixen, Jackie did not want to let go of Arcades. 

Arcades finally decided that he could not spare any more time: The fox lightly pushed 
himself away from the vixen, but he did so in a way that he did not violently remove himself 
from Jackie. The vixen still grasped the fox’s shoulders, but she was now at a distance that she 
opened her teary eyes to view Arcades. Jackie now looked eye-to-eye with Arcades, and the 
vixen could very well see the look of concern on the fox’s face. The fox removed his hands from 
the vixen’s back, and he used them to lightly grab Jackie’s hands before removing them from his 
own body. Though Jackie was rather hesitant at first, she was beginning to realize that she was 
not the only one who was injured, so she eventually complied with Arcades and let go of him. 
Arcades reassured the vixen that he would return, “Don’t worry. I’m not going anywhere. I just 
need to make sure that Jason is alright.” Though Jackie was not touching the fox, she held her 
hands out in the air towards Arcades, and she still looked up at the fox, “Don’t leave me here, 
Kurt.” The fox reached out to grab the vixen’s forearms for additional reassurance, “You’re 
alright. You’re safe now. I’ll be back once I get Jason.” Arcades released his grip on the vixen, 
and he attempted to stand up. Though he was hurting and still weak from losing air, he was 
starting to regain his strength. 

Arcades did not lose consciousness like the wolf did, so the fox figured that it would 


probably be a little while until Jason would be able to walk again. For the time being, the fox 


would have to basically make sure that the wolf was still breathing. Jason did fall unconscious 
from hypoxia, but he should not have any long-term effects if he did not lack air for too long 
after passing out. Arcades tried to recount what had happened as he limped over to the wolf: 
From what he could remember, the fox saw the human release Jason not long after he appeared 
to fall unconscious. If the wolf was not profusely bleeding, then he probably should not have 
anything too wrong with him. However, Arcades was not sure if Jason received any internal 
injuries during the fight. There were definitely a few moments where Jason could have broken 
some of his ribs at the very least. 

After limping to where the wolf was, Arcades got down on his knees, and he rolled Jason 
over to see if he was still breathing. The fox put his hand on the wolf’s chest to feel his body, and 
he could definitely tell that Jason was indeed breathing. Arcades also decided to check the wolf's 
pulse for good measure, and he also was able to confirm that Jason was at least alive. The fox 
picked up the wolf’s limbs as he tried to look for any signs of bleeding, but he could not find 
anything. Jason was wearing a short-sleeved polo shirt and shorts, so it did not take long for 
Arcades to check the wolf’s limbs over. The wolf was wearing combat boots, so Arcades felt that 
he did not need to check and see if Jason’s feet were hurt. After all, the wolf’s boots appeared to 
be in decent shape. Arcades was still not wearing any footwear, and the fox was starting to feel 
that he was pretty lucky not hurting his own feet in the scuffle. Arcades untucked the wolf’s 
shirt, and he lifted it up to reveal the fur on the wolf’s torso. The fox felt the wolf’s stomach and 
chest lightly to check for damage, but he was not sure if he would be able to identify any internal 
issues if they were present. 

While the fox was still checking the wolf over, Jason began to wake up, and he opened 


his eyes to see Arcades with his hands on the wolf’s chest. Arcades thought he saw a head move 


in his peripheral vision, so when the fox looked over to check his suspicion, he saw Jason staring 
back at him. The fox immediately tried to speak with the wolf, “Jason, are you alright?” The 
wolf was slow to respond, but he was able to talk, “Eugh. I feel like crap, mate.” Arcades still 
knelt over the wolf as he talked with him, “What hurts?” Jason looked up at the ceiling before 
responding, “I can’t even tell right now.” When the wolf remembered what had happened to him 
before he fell unconscious, he tried to prop himself up to look around, “Where’d the human go?” 
Arcades looked towards the ground before directing his vision back at the wolf and replying 
quite nonchalantly, “I killed him.” Jason looked a tad surprised, “You killed him?” Arcades gave 
a nod and replied, “That’s right. If I didn’t, he was going to kill you and Jackie.” 

The wolf could not see the human’s body, so he still had unanswered questions, “How’d 
you kill him?” Arcades said, “Jackie went back to the truck to get a gun. If it wasn’t for her... I 
probably would not have won that encounter.” Jason was reminded of the vixen who was in their 
care, “Jackie? Is she alright? What happened to her?” Arcades answered the wolf’s question, 
“She’s alright, but she’s shaken up. The human started beating her up, but I put him down before 
that got too bad. It’s you I’m more worried about.” Jason gave a smile to the fox, laid his head 
flat on the floor, and he said, “I’ve been through worse. I'll be fine, mate.” Arcades placed his 
hand underneath the wolf’s head to give him some sort of cushioning so that his head would not 
be on the hard tile floor, “Anything broken in you?” Jason gave a small chuckle, “Hah. I think 
it’1l take a bit more than that to break me.” Arcades smiled in response and looked down at the 
wolf, “You sure about that? You passed out.” Jason took a deep breath before replying, still 
keeping his smile, “Good thing I have you here, then.” Since Arcades saw that Jason was alright, 
he decided that it would be best for him to return to Jackie, “I'll go back to Jackie if you don’t 


mind. Are you gonna be alright here on your own? Jackie’s a little shaken up still.” Jason nodded 


his head while it was in the fox’s hand and said, “Yeah, sure mate. I’ll be fine.” Arcades had one 
more question for the wolf, “Are you going to be able to walk on your own?” The wolf replied 
with a smile, “He didn’t get me that bad, mate.” The fox nodded one last time before releasing 
the wolf and saying, “Glad to see you’re alright.” Jason spoke as Arcades stood up to walk away, 
“T’ll catch up to you in a minute.” 

When the fox returned to the vixen, he could see that Jackie was still sitting on the floor, 
almost assuming a fetal position. Arcades got down on his knees behind the vixen, and he 
reached out to grab her shoulders. When Jackie saw that the fox had returned, she grabbed him 
again, and she clung to him once more. The fox spoke to Jackie, “I’m back.” Jackie held on 
tightly to the fox, but she did not have anything immediate she needed to say. For the next few 
moments, Arcades continued to allow Jackie to embrace him, and he returned the favor by 
holding his arms around her body to comfort her. The fox began to speak to the vixen to break 
the silence, “I wanted to thank you for coming back to get that handgun. If it wasn’t for you 
doing that... I don’t think any of us would have made it out of that situation alive.” Jackie did 
not have any reply, but she still held onto the fox. Arcades felt that he would likely not get to 
have a conversation with the vixen coming out of the situation, so he decided that it would 
probably be best for him to simply remain silent and continue to hold Jackie until she calmed 
down. 

As the fox remained with the vixen, he heard the voice of a familiar wolf approach from 
behind him, “Crikey. You messed ‘em up real good, mate.” Arcades looked at Jason, and he 
could see that the wolf was examining the body which was still in the same spot it was when the 
human keeled over. The fox asked Jason a question regarding his well-being since the wolf did 


not seem to be having too much trouble standing on his own, “How are you feeling now, Jason?” 


The wolf directed his attention at the fox and replied, “I’m a bit sore, but I'll be fine. Got a bit of 
a headache right now as well. It’s nothing that I can’t handle. How about y’self?” Arcades said, 
“T got roughed up a little bit, but it’s not as bad as what happened to us two years ago.” The wolf 
watched as the fox held the vixen in his arms, and he also saw that Jackie was holding Arcades 
back, “Are you sure she’s alright?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah. Just a bit shaken up, and maybe a 
little roughed up. I didn’t see anything major, and she hasn’t really complained about anything 
specific. I think she’Il be alright.” The fox quieted himself to see if Jackie did have anything to 
say about her sustained injuries, but since she stayed silent, Arcades took the vixen’s silence as a 
sign that she did not have anything urgent that was in dire need to report to him. 

Jason was now looking around the house, and he did speak to the fox while he did so, 
“Say, isn’t this the place where our human here was staying?” Arcades remembered why they 
came to the house in the first place, “Yeah. That’s right. It is.” The wolf looked back down at the 
fox, “Well, don’t you suppose that there may be some hidden secrets scattered ‘round here that 
we don’t quite know about?” The fox glanced around the room which the three of them were 
currently in, but Arcades could not see anything too interesting, “It’s a possibility. We might as 
well check things out while we’re here. Maybe we’ll find some information that’ll let us in on 
who sent these guys to come and get me.” The wolf looked back at the lifeless corpse on the 
ground, “Do you think the Foundation is still out there to get you, or do you think some other 
group sent these guys?” Arcades shrugged, ““We don’t have anything too conclusive right now. I 
know that this guy said the Foundation isn’t around anymore, but I’m a little hesitant to believe 
that. I’m not thinking he was being too truthful when talking with us.” Jason agreed with the fox, 
“Yeah, I’m with you on that one, mate.” Arcades concluded with a remark, “It’s kinda hard to 


know if you’re telling the truth or not when your whole career revolves around an organization 


shrouded in lies and deception.” The wolf gave a nod to agree with the fox. If there were answers 


within the house, they were determined to find them. 


Chapter 13 


Mystery Contribution 


“Do you think that’s deep enough?” Jason asked the fox as he rammed the blade of his 
shovel into the ground. Arcades looked into the hole and looked back at the deceased human 
who was wrapped up in a blue tarp which they found inside of the house, “Maybe we can make it 
a little more deeper. I don’t want anybody finding him anytime soon.” The wolf picked the 
shovel back up and then asked, “Do you reckon the Foundation’s already on their way to look for 
him? What about the other guy who’s dead out in that clearing we came from?” Arcades took his 
own shovel and assisted Jason in digging the grave they were going to bury the human in, 
“There’s really no telling for whether or not that’s going to happen. To be safe, though, we 
shouldn’t waste any time out here. The faster we can get this scene cleaned up, the more time 
we’re going to have to evade the Foundation when they do become suspicious.” Arcades was 
standing in the hole with the wolf while they continued to dig. Jackie was sitting on the ground 
outside of the hole, but she was watching the two anthros dig in silence. The vixen also was 
sitting as far away from the body as she could; she did not want to sit near the human who 
attempted to kill her, even if he was deceased. 

The fox paused from his digging, stood up straight, and he looked to the left to see how 
deep the hole currently was. Since Arcades stood at six feet tall, he was using himself as a 
reference point to judge the depth of the hole as it was. Jason noticed that Arcades had stopped 


digging, so the wolf stopped digging to look up at the fox. “What’s up, mate?” Jason asked as he 


planted the blade of the shovel back into the ground once more. Arcades answered the wolf’s 
question when he finished judging the depth of the hole, “Just checking how deep we are right 
now.” Jason looked at the fox’s head and looked at the sides of the hole, “Well, it's about coming 
up to your neck right now.” The fox nodded in response and said, “Yep. I'd like for it to be just a 
bit over my head. I’m pretty sure these graves are supposed to be six feet deep anyways. I don’t 
want to put him in a shallow grave and have him be found later.” Jason looked at the length of 
the hole and said, “Well, he’d be lying down in it. That’s why we dug this hole to be this long.” 
Arcades nodded as he proceeded to dig again, “Yep, but we still need to have the hole be six feet 
deep.” Jason looked up at the sky right as he got back to digging, and he could see that some 
time had noticeably passed since they began digging the grave in the first place, “How long do 
you reckon we’ve been out here, Kurt?” Arcades replied, but he did not look up at the sky to 
judge the time for himself, “Well, if I had to guess... I’d say it’s been a good hour and some 
change, but I could be wrong. I don’t have a watch on me.” 

As the two anthros continued to dig the hole deeper, Arcades began to speak again, 
“When we finish this up out here, we still need to go back inside the house and clean up the 
blood that was left behind.” The wolf thought back to the aftermath of the human’s demise, and 
he knew that there was indeed a decent amount of cleaning that needed to be done, “How long is 
that gonna take?” Arcades replied while still digging, “I want to say probably the same amount 
of time this has been taking. If you’d like, one of us could search the house for anything 
interesting while you or I take care of the cleaning. Otherwise, we can both clean and we’ll be 
able to look around for clues after we’re done with that. Which do you want to do?” The wolf’s 
eyes moved upwards and fixated on a random point in the hole as he considered the options 


which the fox had just given to him. After a couple seconds, Jason made his decision, “How 


about us two do it together?” Arcades gave a nod to the wolf without pausing his digging, “Sure 
thing. Who knows what kind of stuff they have hidden in there about the Foundation?” Jason 
returned a comment, “That is, if they have stuff in there to begin with.” Arcades replied once 
more, “That’s what we’re going to find out.” 

“The prototype is now combat-operational again,” an MJ12 agent reported to his 
superior. The Majestic One replied, “Excellent. Do we have a unit that will be able to pilot it if 
we need it?” The agent nodded, “Yessir. The same Mobile Task Group unit who took it from 
CDI in the first place is on station and ready to pilot it.” The Majestic One took in a deep breath 
before speaking again, “Any word on CDI? Any reason to believe they have found the location 
of this facility?” The agent shook his head, “No sir. However, we do not have insider 
information on CDI to begin with. After a more extensive search of the vehicle was performed, 
we were unable to find anything related to remote tracking. As far as we know, CDI has no idea 
where the prototype currently is.” The Majestic One now was interested in the security status of 
the facility, “Are our railguns operational?” The agent nodded, “Yes sir. They are operational 
and ready to deploy when we need them.” The Majestic One remembered that he did recall all 
field agents to return back to the main facility, “Have our agents made it back yet?” The agent 
reported, “For the most part, they have. The last remaining group should arrive here in the next 
couple of hours. The only agents which have not responded were these two that we sent to find 
the fox Florida. They’ll probably reply sooner or later.” 

The Majestic One shook his head when he heard the fox mentioned again, “That damn 
fox. So much effort was put into trying to get him, and it didn’t even work. We couldn’t find 
him. I’m trying to figure out how a fox like that is able to evade the units we sent his way.” The 


agent was unsure of what his superior was implying, “Do you want us to send more units back 


out there?” The Majestic One shook his head, “No. We still need them here to defend the facility 
if CDI attacks. They’ll have to stay here for a week or two, and then we’ll send them back into 
the field again.” The agent was wondering what his superior had in mind for the field agents 
once the heightened state of alert expired, “Are we going to try and look for the fox again after 
that?” The Majestic One quickly replied, “No. He’ll definitely be long gone at that point. It was 
probably already too late when he abandoned the place he lived at. I sincerely doubt he’d return. 
Besides, if it wasn’t us who got him, I’m sure the police force composed of mostly humans 
would be wondering why there are dead gunmen inside of his residence. It would simply be too 
hard for us to find him at this point. The most we can do now is just suppress any information 
about us that arises from him, but I don’t think that any leaks will be happening since most of the 
leaks in the first place were about the Omega Foundation.” 

Once The Majestic One finished speaking, he sat in silence while his subordinate 
continued to stand and wait for his orders. The Majestic One spoke again, “It was probably a 
mistake for us to even bother with that whole ordeal again. I’m pretty sure he only knew about 
the Foundation. But at the same time, it’s still all fucked because we were so close with the 
Foundation. We had almost everything we needed to proceed with Agenda 2030, but now... It’s 
2030, and we’re nowhere near where we were supposed to be at. You do remember what the 
Omega Foundation was supposed to be for, right?” The agent replied, “Yes sir. The Omega 
Foundation was supposed to develop an army that would be completely loyal to us.” The 
Majestic One shrugged, “Well, that was part of it. They were also developing things like the 
XMP-1 and the XVP-1 that we were going to use to push through with a massive takeover after 
the Great Reset played out, but I’m sure you know that got delayed as well. And without the 


Foundation, it’ll take us decades before we’ll be ready to commence with something on the scale 


of Agenda 2030 again. CDI’s only making it more difficult for us as well. We don’t have any 
share in their organization anymore. That all went to shit just around the same time the 
Foundation went to shit.” 

The Majestic One stopped speaking once again, and he thought about all of the assets and 
infrastructure they had lost during the course of the Invisible War. The human gave out a long 
sigh and asked his subordinate a question, “Do you know how much we’ve lost?” The agent was 
not exactly familiar with all of the dealings of the Omega Foundation, “I cannot say I know the 
full extent of that, sir.” The Majestic One began to continue his rant, “Well... One of the most 
important things we lost was Facility Eleven. Facility Eleven was the way we were able to get 
those anthro subjects to us in the first place. You see, it all seemed to go to shit once we started 
to try and branch out to get anthros that did not sign up for this. Now, the Attack on Berlin from 
‘28 served more purposes than just to get anthros for the Foundation, but it was with that event 
which directly preceded Facility Eleven’s infiltration. For decades, we have been influencing the 
mainstream media to corrupt the core social psychology and mindsets of people at large. We’ve 
turned humans against anthros, and we have all but made anthros into one repulsive group 
despised by both humans as well as their own kind. It actually became relatively easy for anthros 
to simply volunteer to show up at Facility Eleven. To them, they believed it to be some kind of 
exciting sexual retreat, but of course, they didn’t know that they’d end up at the Foundation.” 

The Majestic One paused, and the agent stood by trying to decide whether or not his 
superior was waiting for some type of response. After a moment of silence, the agent gave his 
input in the form of a comment, “The media sure is a great weapon.” The Majestic One gave a 
firm nod, “Absolutely. Media influence was one of our greatest assets. We were able to morph a 


society into one which has no moral boundaries and little regard for one another. All the while, 


we kept people scared with constant threats of international affairs and events which we threw 
into the mix to really drive it home. I mean, the Attack on Berlin was one of the major events 
which we had for that purpose. I say it would’ve been better if information didn’t get leaked, but 
I guess we shouldn’t have had as many Foundation personnel mixed into the NSS. The 
Foundation was already quite understaffed as it was, and we did not think that it would get out of 
hand after that. We practically had no chance of fighting CDI in a direct battle: They have plenty 
more men and weapons than the Foundation did. That’s why we ended up just giving the order to 
kill as many of the anthros as we could once we knew that a facility was compromised. I think 
we got most of them, but maybe a few got out. At least the silver lining is that some of the more 
trained anthros wouldn’t last as long on their own. I mean, shit... Some of those anthros were so 
obedient that they wouldn’t even eat unless we told them they could do that. If those guys got 
out, they’d just starve to death after a while.” 

The agent nodded to assure The Majestic One that he was indeed listening to what he was 
telling him, “Sounds like we were pretty close to that super-obedient army.” The Majestic One 
replied, “Definitely. We eventually got to the point where the Foundation was able to breed them 
all inhouse at Facility Zero. They would’ve been ready for Agenda 2030 if it wasn’t for the 
sudden attack. However, at that point, CDI was basically looking for new facilities anyways. 
Even though I don’t think anybody really paid them to attack our facilities, they were still ready 
to get rid of the Foundation with little hesitation.” The agent was wondering why a company of 
the likes of CDI would go after the Foundation on their own discretion, “Who do you think told 
them to do that?” The Majestic One did not have a definite answer, but he did try to answer the 
question to the best of his ability, “I don’t think they were hired by anyone. They might’ve seen 


us as competition, and they wanted to get us out of the picture. After all, there wouldn’t really be 


too much we would have even been able to do in order to stop them. CDI has become too large 
of a force for us to deal with, and without the Foundation, we’d definitely be vulnerable to an 
attack. If we had the anthro army finished in time, then maybe we’d have more of a fighting 
chance.” The agent gave a slow nod and spoke in response, “At least with that prototype, we’re 
not starting entirely from scratch.” The Majestic One sighed, “That still doesn’t change the fact 
that we’re still very far behind schedule. CDI’s strength will only continue to increase. We’ Il 
have to find a way to work at them in the coming years.” The agent tried to reassure his superior 
that the Illuminati would rebuild all that was lost, “I’m sure we’ll catch up sooner or later.” The 
Majestic One felt confident that the agent was correct. 

“T suppose it’s good that there were enough cleaning supplies here. Made our job a whole 
lot easier. Isn’t that right, Kurt?” Jason asked the fox once the two of them had just finished 
cleaning up the mess that remained after the human’s death. Arcades agreed with the wolf, 
“Always nice. Do you think they had this stuff in here for a reason?” The wolf looked back 
towards the floor, and he could hardly see the spot where the human had died, “Well... These 
guys were from the Foundation. They probably were expecting to have to rough somebody up, or 
maybe even kill someone.” Arcades began to shrug, but he stopped himself halfway through the 
motion, “You know, it doesn’t really add up in my opinion. These guys weren’t like the 
Foundation we encountered two years ago. The Foundation seemed way more organized than 
these guys were. Besides, the Foundation took us alive, and that’s not what this guy seemed to 
plan on doing.” 

Jackie sat on the couch as she silently watched Jason and Arcades discuss the situation. 
The wolf said, “But don’t you remember what that bogan said? He said that the Foundation 


wasn’t a thing anymore.” Arcades did remember hearing the late human proclaim as such, but he 


was skeptical as to whether or not the human was telling the truth, “Yeah, I remember that, but 
can we really take his word for it? I don’t think he was being honest with us, and quite frankly, I 
don’t think we heard any truth out of him. When your whole job revolves around working for a 
secret society shrouded in a huge lie, I’m not sure how much you should take as factual.” Jason 
looked directly at the fox, “How about we begin our search now and see what all we can dig up? 
We’ ve ought to find something in here, hopefully. If we don’t, at least we can breathe a bit easier 
knowing that there’s one less guy who’s out trying to get us.” Arcades was not as optimistic as 
Jason was, “Either that, or we just gave away our location. I don’t think that’s really a battle we 
have a great chance of winning. We barely made it out of Alabama in one piece. We were very 
fortunate to not run into anything which significantly hindered our escape.” 

The wolf canted his head to the right slightly, and he reached out his right hand before 
placing it on the fox’s shoulder, “Kurt... Are you forgetting what you spent so much time telling 
me about?” Arcades was beginning to quickly realize what Jason was talking about, but he 
remained silent in order to let the wolf speak, “You always would tell me that all we need to do 
is to trust in the Lord to help us get through our trials and troubles. If God wants us to make it 
out of this without the likes of the Foundation or whoever chasing our tails, then He’ Il make it 
happen. Have you forgotten that?” Arcades’ face turned into a frown as his eyes began to trail 
downwards. The wolf kept his hand on the fox’s shoulder, and he waited for Arcades to say what 
he wanted to say. After a bit of a pause, Arcades said, “I know, Jason, and I’m sorry. This week 
has just been so much of a rush. We went from just carrying on like we had been for the past 
year, and now -- we’re practically homeless with nowhere to really go. We even have these guys 
who were out here to find us --” Arcades was interrupted by the wolf tugging on his shoulder, 


“Come on Kurt. Let’s have a seat.” 


The fox went silent as the wolf brought him to sit on the couch that was next to the one 
which Jackie occupied. The vixen did not have anything to add, so she just simply sat in silence 
as she continued watching. After the two anthros sat themselves down on the couch, Jason broke 
the silence, “Kurt, doesn’t it not even really matter what happens to us here? I mean, at the worst, 
they kill us, yes, but what does that do to us? Since we’re both saved, we’ll just be resurrected 
and come back to live forever. We shouldn’t forget that the best is still yet to come. Eternity is 
definitely going to last a lot longer than our lives on this Earth.” Arcades still had a frown on his 
face, but he knew that what the wolf said was true, “You’re right, Jason. I should’ve kept that in 
mind.” Jason placed his hand on the fox’s shoulder again, “But Kurt, I’m glad that you’ve still 
been here with me for all this time. Like I’ve said, you’re the brother I wish I had in the first 
place.” Arcades frown finally morphed into a small smile, and the fox turned his head ever so 
slightly to the left so that he would be able to see the wolf with a bit more than his peripheral 
vision, “Thanks, Jason.” 

The wolf continued to speak to the fox, “I’m very thankful that you were willing to be as 
patient with me as you were. I know I’m far from perfect, and that I’ve definitely done some 
things in my life which I definitely should not have done.” Arcades replied, “The good thing is 
that we can be forgiven for whatever we’ve done. That’s why I don’t discriminate if someone 
does something perceived as being minor or major. In God’s eyes, one small sin is just as worthy 
for damnation as something we’d consider to be more severe.” Jason then said, “Of course. If we 
could be good enough for ourselves, then we wouldn’t need a Savior. You know, that’s 
something that I haven’t heard before I met you. I used to think that all you had to do was just be 
a ‘good person’ to get to a position where you’d be deserving of salvation. However, after 


hearing your perspective and reading the Bible for myself, I know that’s plainly false.” 


Arcades gave a small nod and said, “Unfortunately, a lot of people also think the more 
popular view is the correct one. It’Il truly be sad when they come to find out that their good 
deeds are worthless in the eyes of a Perfect Judge.” Jason brought the conversation back to the 
reason why he started it in the first place, “That’s right. Kurt, I know you’re not perfect either, 
and I’m not expecting you to be perfect. I just want you to take it easy. I know that all three of us 
have been out on the move for this week and that we’re in a bit of a rut right now, but thinking 
about what could happen won’t make it any better for us. We should be focusing on what we can 
do right now. If we happen to run into any more interesting people, then we'll deal with them as 
we need to. Otherwise, we should be worried about what we’re able to do right now. Kurt, we 
made it through the Foundation before, and I’m sure that we’d be able to do it again if we really 
needed to do so.” Arcades straightened his back and turned his head towards Jason, “You’re 
right.” Jason said, “I know it’s been stressful for us. Mate, I’ve been here with ya practically this 
entire time. I just think that we’ll all have an easier time of reaching the best possible outcome if 
we don’t get bogged down thinking about what could happen. I know that the Foundation is very 
real, but what can we really do about them? They’ ve plenty more personnel and resources than 
we'll probably ever know, but even with all of the odds stacked up against us those two years 
ago, we were still able to come out of it.” 

The fox nodded his head, “Sometimes, it’s just these situations that just make me feel a 
bit... What’s the word? Demoralized? You know that I don’t like feeling helpless.” Jason patted 
Arcades on his back, “Yeah, I know what you mean, mate. But I’ve always reminded myself that 
even if the worst possible scenario were to occur, then we’d still be alright in the end. We 
shouldn’t fear the man who can destroy the body, but the God who can destroy the body and the 


soul.” Arcades perked up a slightly larger smile when he heard the wolf make the Biblical 


reference, “Too true...” Jason still continued speaking, “Technically, aren’t we all helpless since 
we can’t save ourselves? We still have to rely on the Blood of Jesus to atone for all of our many 
sins. Without that trust in God, then there’s really no hope for us at all. At least God’s perfect, 
and that He’ll always be there to save us. I know it’s tough for us to remember that when times 
get rough, but it’ll make things easier for us if we remember that we still have a Savior who is 
going to let us live for eternity. An eternity free from evil, free from sin, free from hardship, and 
everything else that we have to deal with while we’re here on Earth. We were not made for this 
world.” 

Arcades was rather happy that Jason was the one to give him this reminder which he felt 
he needed at this point and time, “I’m glad you’re the one telling me this, Jason.” The wolf drew 
himself closer to the fox, “Don’t mention it, mate. I know that we all need a good talk like this 
every once in a while. Even the best of us still need it at one point or another. One thing you’ve 
taught me was to always be patient, and after I realized the truth of the Gospel, I don’t think 
anybody can be as patient as the Lord Himself.” Arcades placed his left arm around the wolf’s 
shoulders, and he said, “I’m glad to hear that, Jason.” The wolf smiled at the fox and said, “So, 
are you feeling better now, Kurt?” Arcades gave a confident nod, “Yeah.” The fox fell silent for 
a few seconds, but he spoke once more, “I think you did a pretty good job giving us this little 
session of church right here, don’t you think?” The wolf brought the fox in for a hug, “There’s a 
time the responsibility comes around, don’t you think? I still don’t forget that one night when 
you held that little church session two years ago in that motel.” After the two anthros embraced 
for a good moment, Jason gave one more suggestion, “So, how about we go and see what we can 
find in this house now?” Arcades, now feeling better, gave another confident nod, “I’m with you. 


Let’s go for it.” 


The two anthros set out to search the house for anything that they found notable. Arcades 
and Jason checked every room within the house, the general vicinity surrounding the house, and 
they even checked the attic. All the while, Jackie was following the two anthros to most of the 
places they went to check, but she still did not have much to say. The vixen mainly just wanted 
to stay close enough to the fox and the wolf just in case they needed to do something to help her 
out again. Fortunately for the three anthros, nobody else arrived at the house, and since the house 
was secluded enough from outsiders, Arcades and Jason were free to search the house without 
needing to worry about being caught by anybody. For a great deal of their search, the anthros 
found nothing too out of the ordinary. Though they did find a few firearms and other tactical 
equipment, Arcades did not consider the items he found to be very special. After all, the fox 
practically lived his entire life around weapons and tactical gear, so he was fairly used to the 
sight. 

The fox even made an effort to express his complaint for a lack of weapon variety to the 
wolf as they started wrapping up their search towards the end, “Man, it’s just an HK45. I was 
expecting something better like a Mark 23 or a USP .45. Y’know, if you’re gonna get an HK 
product, why not get something that’s a bit more -- unique?” The wolf shrugged, “Well, I don’t 
reckon they spent too much time trying to decide which product’s the more unique one. I’m 
pretty sure they were more concerned with what they could get at all. Besides, didn’t you say 
that HK stuff was pretty good off in terms of quality?” Arcades knew that he did tell Jason about 
how he liked firearms products by Heckler & Koch, “Yeah, I did. The HK45 isn’t any bad, but I 
was just wishing that I’d see something a bit more unique here. Heck, why not have something 


completely off the wall like a CZ or something? A CZ isn’t really too special when you think 


about it, but I’d say they wouldn’t be something I could picture the Foundation supplying their 
guys with.” 

The wolf decided that he should bring the conversation back to the topic at hand, 
“Besides these guns, we didn’t find anything actually useful, did we?” Arcades shook his head as 
the two anthros proceeded to move back into the main room. Jackie was still following the two 
anthros, but she kept a couple feet of distance and also kept her mouth shut. The fox said, “No, 
we didn’t. It sucks.” Jason recalled passing by a laptop a few times during their search, “Did you 
ever check the laptop?” Arcades remembered the computer which the wolf was mentioning, “No, 
did you?” The wolf shook his head, “I thought you were going to search it.” The fox gave the 
wolf the reason as to why he neglected to check the computer, “Probably password protected 
anyways. If you’re going to have this place be absolutely spotless and without evidence, then I’m 
pretty sure that you’d have the common sense to log out of your computer when you get up.” 
Jason and Arcades both came into the room which contained the laptop in question. Jackie 
followed her companions, and she kept her gaze fixated on the computer: It was a black 
computer with the Acer logo directly underneath the display. 

The laptop’s display was off, and Arcades was now looming over the computer, “Well... 
I suppose we should at least give it a try at this point.” The wolf agreed, “Yeah. It’s still worth a 
shot. After all, many of the most important things are often first overlooked.” Arcades placed his 
fingers on the trackpad, and he pressed the integrated mouse buttons on the computer’s case. 
Within seconds, the computer came to life, and it displayed a screen which did not ask the user to 
input a password. Instead, the laptop was actually displaying the standard Windows desktop. 
Arcades’ eyes widened slightly in astonishment, “Wow...” Jason smiled and chuckled, “Haha... 


What did I tell ya, Kurt? I bet that computer has plenty of stuff worth checking out on it.” The 


fox moved his mouse around the desktop, and he began to wonder why it was not prompting him 
to enter a password, “Why do you think it went straight to the desktop like that?” Jason gave his 
best guess, “D’ya think someone forgot to log off?” Arcades did not find any other reason he 
could think of as to why the computer immediately displayed the Windows desktop, “I suppose 
so. I wasn’t expecting that at all.” 

Jason came closer to the fox, and he briefly scanned the display with his eyes, “Quite the 
oversight. You didn’t even have to do anything to get in.” Arcades gave a nod as he tried to think 
about where he should begin his search on the computer, “I know. I guess whoever last used this 
computer didn’t bother to take the two or three seconds that it takes to just log off.” The wolf 
thought of something else, “Do ya reckon they’d a password on it in the first place?” Arcades 
opened a folder on the desktop and began to visually scan the contents of it for a brief second 
before minimizing it and replying to the wolf, “I don’t really want to find out.” The wolf smiled, 
and he looked over his shoulder to see that Jackie was still following them around during their 
search. Jason looked back at the fox and asked, “You plan on looking through this computer, 
don’t you?” Arcades moved away from the laptop for a moment, and he looked back at the wolf 
to give him his answer, “Yeah. How long have we been here today?” Jason was not wearing a 
watch, but he was able to look at the time displayed by the computer’s clock, “Wow. We’ve 
spent quite the time here. It’s already five in the evening.” Arcades realized that he could have 
checked the computer’s clock for himself, but he was not exactly thinking with the entirety of his 
brain. After all, his mind was a bit more occupied with why such a secret society would forget 
such fundamental aspects of computer security. 

Arcades made a suggestion, “Are you two hungry? It’s been a while since we’ve had 


anything to eat. How about you and Jackie go and get something to eat? I'll find what’s on this 


computer likely by the time you get back.” Jason crossed his arms, “Are you sure, Kurt? Even 
with these bogan out of the picture, we should stick together. If that computer didn’t time out in 
the time that we spent turning this house down under, then I doubt anything would happen to it 
in the time it would take for all of us to get something to eat and come back here. We’d likely be 
back to the hotel in due time; unless you’d rather spend the night here instead, that is.” The fox 
considered the options which Jason suggested, “Well... I guess it would be best for us to stick 
together. I was just thinking about what would get the most done while making sure that neither 
of you guys go hungry.” The wolf raised an eyebrow, “So why should you go hungry instead? 
Come on, mate. I sincerely doubt this computer’s going anywhere anytime soon. It’ ll still be here 
by the time we get our meal and come back.” Jackie finally spoke up providing a suggestion, 
“Erm... Why not take the computer with us?” Arcades and Jason both heard the vixen speak for 
the first time in what felt like a long while, and they immediately provided her their undivided 
attention. The fox replied to Jackie’s suggestion, “I would, but the problem with that is that these 
computers are supposed to automatically log out and go into sleep mode when the lid is closed. 
Also, if we were to unplug it from the wall, I’m not sure how long the battery would last when 
unplugged. Since we would have to make sure the computer doesn’t turn off or go into sleep 
mode, it would likely get run down before we would be able to find anything.” 

After the fox finished talking, Jackie did not have anything to say in response, but Jason 
spoke to the fox instead, “Mate, I’m sure it’ll be fine just where it is right now. Aren’t you 
feeling hungry at all?” Arcades did not realize it before, but he was feeling quite hungry, “Gosh, 
I guess I am pretty hungry.” Jason reiterated his suggestion once more, “Yeah? How about we all 
go and get some food together? It won’t take us that long, and the computer won’t log itself out 


if we spent all that time searching the house and it didn’t do that before.” Arcades was accepting 


the wolf’s logic, “Alright, I suppose this can wait.” Jason nodded, “Of course. By the way, didn’t 
you say that getting evidence was the secondary objective? I mean, if we didn’t run into these 
Foundation guys in the first place, then wouldn’t we still be on the way to go try and find a more 
permanent place to live?” Arcades knew that the wolf was correct, so he nodded his head, 
“Yeah...” Jason patted the fox on the back, “Then how about we go and take care of ourselves? 
Let’s go and eat. We all need food.” Arcades rose to stand straight; he had been sitting on his 
knees while he was using the laptop since the seat for the computer was not really in immediate 
reach. The fox began to walk with the wolf as Jackie joined the two of them, “So, what are you 
guys hungry for?” 

An hour and a half later, the 4Runner pulled back into the driveway of the house. From 
the view the three anthros had from their SUV, they could not see anything pointing to activity at 
the house during the time they had been gone. Arcades put the SUV in park; he was the one who 
drove to the restaurant and back. After turning the key to disable the vehicle’s engine, the fox 
looked to his right to see that Jason was in the process of undoing his seatbelt. The wolf noticed 
that the house looked exactly the way they left it, so he said, ““What did I tell ya, mate? Doesn’t 
look like anybody’s been here.” Arcades acknowledged the wolf’s preliminary verdict of the 
house, but he was not ready to confirm Jason’s early victory until he got a look inside of the 
house, “Yeah. Let’s see if the laptop’s still there.” Jason exited the vehicle first, but Arcades 
waited for just a moment to allow for Jackie to disembark from the vehicle as well. The vixen 
remained silent, but she did follow the fox as the group entered the house yet again. This time, 
however, the sky looked a good bit darker than it was a mere hour and a half ago. 

The wolf entered the house first, going through the unlocked door, and he looked around 


the main room he entered. Jason did not speak until Arcades and Jackie both entered behind him, 


“Would ya look at that? Nothing happened here while we were out.” The fox looked around the 
main room for himself as well, and he did not see any items that happened to be displaced since 
they were last in the house. Arcades did not say anything until he checked the room with the 
computer for himself. Once the fox laid eyes upon the laptop resting in the exact same place as it 
was left, he finally confirmed the wolf’s verdict, “Looks like you were right, Jason.” The wolf 
entered the room behind the fox and patted him on the back, “See mate? I told you that it’d still 
be here.” Arcades replied to the wolf, “I was just wanting to play it safe.” Jason said, “I’d say 
there’s a difference between being complacent and not taking things too seriously. Didn’t it feel 
better to go and grab a meal before getting to this? We’ve been basically running around all day, 
and we didn’t even get much of a break. We dealt with the problem we had when it came up, and 
now it’s all over.” 

Arcades gave a silent nod to the wolf, and he brought the computer chair over in front of 
the desk before sitting down to access the computer. When the fox moved the cursor via the 
trackpad, the laptop’s display immediately turned on and showed the desktop. Arcades gave a 
slight sigh of relief, “Good thing this is still going.” The wolf loomed directly over the fox, 
“Why wouldn’t it be, mate?” Arcades gave a reply, even though it may not have been factually 
correct, “I was thinking the computer may have gone into sleep mode, and we wouldn’t be able 
to get back in without the password.” Jason reminded the fox that the computer was not in sleep 
mode when they first accessed it, “That wasn’t the case before. All you had to do was just touch 
the keyboard and turn the display back on.” The fox finally began to go through the items on the 
computer’s desktop, “Well then... I guess if we’re not going to have any more things we need to 
take care of for the time being, I’ll be able to see what we’ll be able to dig up from this thing.” 


Jason gave a nod that the fox did not see, “Strewth. Right then, I guess we’ll have a go at it. Are 


you gonna let me know when you’ve something interesting that you found?” Arcades was in the 
process of reading a file he had opened, but he still heard the wolf’s question, “Yup.” 

Jason turned around to see what Jackie was doing: The vixen was standing in the corner 
of the room silently watching the two anthros. The wolf visually scanned the female fox: She 
seemed to be just as healthy as any other young adult anthro. The only difference was that Jackie 
just seemed to be withdrawn from just about everything. While they were at the restaurant 
getting dinner, Jackie did not have anything to say, and the only conversations that transpired 
were the ones between Arcades and Jason. The wolf was starting to wonder why the vixen 
seemed to be so socially withdrawn, but he did remember that she had been in the Foundation. 
At the same time, Jason remembered how the vixen behaved when she reunited with the two 
anthros a few days ago: Jackie seemed to have no problem approaching Arcades despite the fact 
that she really did not have an exact reason to believe that the fox she was talking to was indeed 
Kurt Hofmeier, but she still approached him in a way that sharply contrasted the way she seemed 
to be regularly behaving at this point. Jason was not present the very first time the fox and the 
vixen met, but he was present for the second time Jackie and Arcades met at one of the 
Foundation’s secret facilities. 

Though Jackie’s treatment by the Foundation was not explicitly known by either of the 
two anthros currently protecting her, Jason could imagine that whatever the vixen had to go 
through was not the most pleasant experience in the world. Jason did know what it felt like to be 
taken to the Foundation, but he did not know what it felt like to actually be at the Foundation for 
an extended period of time. From what the wolf knew about the Foundation from being forcibly 
taken to one of their facilities, he was rather convinced that staying in the Foundation probably 


was not any better of an overall experience. The wolf still thought back to the first time he had 


ever seen anybody who actually came out of the Foundation: Back in 2028, Arcades was 
successful at recovering two anthros which were being taken to another Foundation facility. 
Jason remembered the two anthros specifically since they did not seem to even behave like 
rational beings. Instead, they tended to behave as if they were mindless robots, robots with no 
thoughts and choices of their own. 

During the year that the wolf lived with the fox at Fox Armaments, Arcades talked a lot 
to Jason about Biblical principles, and one topic that had been brought up in the past was the 
concept of free will. Arcades had told the wolf that God allows for people to make their own 
choices, whether they be good or bad, because He loves them enough to give them the ability to 
do so. Without free will, then it would not be possible for somebody to love another person since 
love always required the two parties to choose such a disposition. Jason remembered hearing his 
brother from a long time ago always mention that if God were real, then He would not allow any 
evil to occur in the world. After hearing what Arcades had to say on the matter, however, Jason 
came to realize that if God were to intervene every single time something bad was about to 
happen, then people would not really have the ability to make their own decisions. Without their 
own decisions, then people might as well be just as good as the mindless anthros he had 
encountered from the Foundation. 

Jason still could not help but notice that Jackie seemed to be sort of an in-between the 
likes of a normal anthro and an anthro which had undergone extensive conditioning at the 
Foundation. The wolf knew that what the Foundation did was void of love, but at the same time, 
he was definitely made aware by the fox as to how the Foundation did allure people to 
practically sign themselves up in the first place: The Foundation made great efforts to lure in 


members of anthro communities which professed themselves as being involved with 


communities of ‘alternative forms of love’. Jason knew that he was somewhat of a member of 
such a community for himself before he met Arcades, back when he was still a homosexual. 
Though he did not understand what the issue was in his previous years before he was Born 
Again, he now understood the problem with such alternative lifestyles: Though they would 
constantly proclaim their mission statement of universal and unconditional love for all people, 
they did not really have any standards for what love actually was. According to a growing 
number of members in such anthro communities, love could mean physical and psychological 
abuse to another person, and the Foundation did exactly that to the anthros they enticed to 
volunteer themselves. To those same anthros, love also meant not ever telling anybody that there 
was danger in doing certain activities. 

Jason knew that if it wasn’t for Arcades, then he would have likely never even considered 
being Born Again. The wolf could not imagine where he would be if the fox did not treat him the 
way he did. Jason knew that Arcades genuinely loved him. Even though the fox did not let the 
wolf have everything he may have deeply desired, Jason began to understand why the fox upheld 
such boundaries. If Arcades were to let Jason do literally whatever he wanted, then would he 
really love him? After all, if Jason truly had his way with the fox without any intervention, then 
what would be of the wolf? If Arcades never told Jason that all sapient beings were corrupted by 
sin and needed a Savior, then would he really love him? After all, the mainstream opinion had 
always been the opposite: Sapient beings were always naturally good, and that people who do 
wrong were somehow different from the rest of the people who were somehow good people. The 
wolf began to question what really was a good person, but he could not really think of somebody 
who was entirely perfect. After all, everybody was guilty of doing one thing or another, and 


Jason knew that he was definitely not perfect himself. Jason remembered reading the Bible, and 


the message in the Bible almost directly contradicted the popular message repeated by almost 
every single person he had encountered in life. The Bible states that every sapient being is 
corrupted by sin and desires evil, and without Jesus as an eternal sacrifice, then it would be 
impossible for anybody to be good enough to earn a spot in heaven. Everybody deserves to go to 
hell, but God still put on human flesh and died on the Cross so that those who repent of their sins 
and trust in the eternal sacrifice of Jesus would be granted eternal life. 

“T think I may have found something,” Arcades spoke, and the wolf’s train of thought 
was interrupted. Jason realized that for practically the entire time, he was staring directly at 
Jackie, but the vixen did not seem to mind too much. Perhaps Jackie was used to people looking 
at her for extended periods of time. The wolf blinked a couple times and shook his head before 
turning around. As the wolf turned around to see what Arcades was preparing to tell him, he 
consciously thought about what the vixen was thinking while seeing a wolf staring directly at 
her. Jason was not even admiring her breasts or anything, he was merely looking directly at her 
face, but not even making eye contact with her. The wolf was also unsure of how long he was 
looking at Jackie, but he figured that it probably would be a good time to look at something else. 
After all, Jason was not intending to intimidate the vixen, even though he was a decent deal 
larger than she was in both height and width. Jason finally stood at attention to the fox, “What 
d’ya have, mate?” Arcades had a text file opened up with coordinates on then. Before the fox 
could tell the wolf that the numbers on his screen were coordinates, Jason already guessed for 
himself, “Oh, are those coordinates of something?” Arcades nodded his head, “I believe so. ’m 
going to go and put these into Google Maps to see where they put it. Before I do that, though, 


I’m going to need a VPN. Luckily, they already have one installed on this computer.” 


Jason did know some about computers, but he did not know what a VPN was, “What’s a 
VPN supposed to do?” Arcades opened the application to launch the VPN, and he explained the 
program’s functionality to the wolf while he began the process of enabling it, “VPN stands for 
Virtual Private Network. In layman’s terms, it makes it so that people trying to track you down 
on the Internet have a harder time at doing so; it masks your location.” The wolf knew that all 
three of the anthros did not plan on living at the house, “What’s so bad about them knowing 
where this computer is? We don’t live here, and we don’t have any intention of doing so.” 
Arcades watched the screen as the computer initialized the VPN, “Well, they’d still know that 
somebody in this town still sent the information out.” Jason returned with another objection, 
“Yeah? Well, somebody in this town who works for the Foundation died today.” Arcades knew 
that what the wolf was saying was indeed true, but he still replied by saying, “You are indeed 
right, Jason. However, I do not believe that the Foundation is completely sure as to who killed 
that guy. Sure, it probably would not be too hard for them to figure that out, but at the same time, 
I think me putting these coordinates on the Internet would be a bit more concrete. After all, we 
were kinda responsible for leaking the original locations of the Foundation facilities in the first 
place, and I’m pretty sure that they know that we were the ones behind that. Anybody could be to 
blame for killing somebody else for any reason, but I’d say it would be safe to say that less 
people would probably be to blame for leaking the location of a black site on the Internet.” 

With the VPN finally loaded, Arcades opened up the computer’s web browser, Mozilla 
Firefox, and he navigated to Google Maps. The fox also commented on the computer’s default 
browser, “Interesting. I’m surprised that this computer doesn’t have Tor on it, but I guess it's 
kinda pointless to do that if you don’t have Linux.” Jason could have sworn he heard the fox 


mention these two computer-related names in the past, but he was not entirely sure what the 


original context was. Regardless, the wolf was not really prepared to hear Arcades give a lecture 
on the software he was using on the computer, so he waited until the fox opened up the search 
bar on Google Maps to input the coordinates he had. The fox copied the coordinates into the 
search bar from the Windows clipboard, and he pressed the enter key. Within seconds, the virtual 
model of Earth moved and settled on what seemed to be a featureless plain in the middle of the 
United States. 

The fox was already a bit suspicious due to the lack of anything notable from his search 
on the map, “Hmmm.... You know what this reminds me of, Jason?” The wolf looked at the 
computer’s screen, and he only saw an empty plain, “What’s that? You think they’re hiding 
something?” Arcades nodded, “I sure do. This reminds me of back in ‘28 when I was originally 
on the search for the first Foundation facilities. You know what was special about them?” Jason 
thought the fox was going to answer his own question directly after asking it, but once he noticed 
that the fox was waiting for the wolf’s response, Jason said, “They’re all blank?” Arcades gave a 
confident nod, “Exactly. They were all blank just like this. They’re also secluded enough from 
anywhere major.” Arcades scrolled around the general area of the coordinate marker he had 
placed on the virtual map, and he once again confirmed yet another similarity, “Yep, and this 
one’s exactly the same as well. The coordinates lead to nothing, and there’s nothing for a good 
few miles in the surrounding areas.” Jason asked the fox a question, “How many coordinates did 
you find on the computer?” Arcades gave his answer, “This is the only one I could find. 
Surprisingly, the computer did not seem to have too much saved on it. I checked all of the usual 
locations one would save files, and I also looked through a few more folders just to see whether 


or not they were being used to save files. Y’ know, like system files used by the operating system. 


Not many people would decide to save their stuff there, but you kinda really don’t know that 
especially if your job is to keep something hidden.” 

Jason was surprised to hear that the fox had seemingly searched the computer in such a 
short period of time, “Goodness, mate. I didn’t think you’d be able to look it all over that fast. I 
was about to go on walkabout in the house for a little bit until you’d finish.” Arcades was rather 
surprised the search did not take an extensive time for himself as well, “Yeah, I know. Like I 
said, this computer did not even have too much on it to begin with. There were a few folders 
with basically just nothing inside of them, and then we just have this single text document that 
has these coordinates in them.” Jason nodded slowly, “Reckon that’s a good find? What are you 
going to do with it?” Arcades was unaware of the bounty CDI had on the people who took their 
MAV-29, “I’m going to do what happened in the past: I’m going to post these coordinates to as 
many sites as I can think of. I’m sure one person or another is going to check things out. I’d say 
there are two possibilities for this set of coordinates: We either found the location of a 
Foundation facility, or we found just a dummy set of coordinates that actually just lead to an 
empty field. However, knowing the Foundation, I’m going to say that we might have just found 
their coordinates.” 

The wolf briefly scratched his neck before speaking, “Why can’t we check it out for 
ourselves? Wouldn’t that be better closure for us?” Arcades let out a little sigh; the fox was not 
annoyed by the wolf’s question, but he did desire the same closure that the wolf was mentioning. 
Arcades spoke to the wolf to let him know why they would be unable to travel to the location for 
themselves, “It’s way too far for us to go. We already are not in a stable situation as it stands, 
and we would only be putting ourselves at more risk than we really need to if we were to go all 


the way out there. Besides, we’re supposed to protect Jackie, and I don’t think we’d be able to do 


that if something happens to us as a result of us two trying to take on the Foundation. We don’t 
even know what we’d be up against, and you remember those guys who attacked us back at 
home, don’t you?” Jason returned a sigh as well, for the wolf knew that there was not really 
anything he and the fox could personally do about the Foundation facility they potentially found. 
Jason also knew that it was not even confirmed that a facility did indeed exist where the 
coordinates pointed to in the first place. It would not be that good if the two of them went for 
broke and traveled such a distance only to find out that they literally went to the middle of 
nowhere. The wolf spoke, “Perhaps we can’t fight all of our battles.” Arcades nodded, “That’s 
right. All we can do is just post these coordinates to as many places as we can. I bet somebody 
will decide to check it out eventually. It’s the most we can do. We’re not even equipped to take 
down the Foundation even if they were right outside this house as well. You remember what they 
had last time, right? We barely made it out of that last facility we went to back in ‘28.” 

Jason slowly nodded, and he finally decided to let go of the thought of traveling to the 
suspected Foundation facility, “I guess we’ll leave this up to the Lord. If the Lord deems that 
people will know about this facility, then that’ll be up to Him. How about that? We post it about 
the Internet, and we let God decide the rest of it?” Arcades smiled, “There you go. That’s 
honestly the best thing we can do in this scenario. Sure, the Foundation isn’t good at all, but we 
can really only do so much. We can only do so much, but God is more powerful than all of us. If 
He wants whatever it is to be gone, then we’ll just have to leave it up to Him to do that.” Jason 
found that Arcades practically reiterated exactly what he just said, “Well then... I guess we don’t 
have any more objections. How about we go ahead and post those coordinates around, mate? 
Then we can get out of here and not have to think about it anymore.” Arcades nodded, and he 


felt that posting the coordinates was probably going to be the best closure that both of them were 


going to get. After all, they realized that even if someone were to go and visit the suspected 
Foundation facility and destroyed it, neither of them would likely hear about it. They would just 
simply have to trust that whatever God willed would inevitably occur. 

Arcades opened up a few public websites after making sure that the VPN was still 
enabled, and he began to copy-paste the coordinates with no context. The fox spent about fifteen 
minutes posting the coordinates to different websites while both Jason and Jackie did nothing but 
just watch as the fox clicked around and pressed the keyboard shortcut that would paste the 
coordinates saved in the computer’s clipboard. As Arcades continued to continually paste the 
link over and over again, Jason began to feel more and more relieved. The wolf did not exactly 
know why he was feeling relieved, but he figured that he was beginning to accept the closure that 
came accompanied with seeing perhaps the location of the last remaining Foundation facility 
posted all over the Internet. Jason, much like Arcades, was just about ready to finish thinking 
about the Foundation once and for all. Perhaps this time, their desire would become a reality, and 
they would finally be free from the Foundation and all of the Foundation’s associated 
organizations. Both anthros were sick of being on the run, and they were just about ready to 
settle down and see the end of this entire ordeal. 

When the fox finished, he moved his cursor around the screen one last time to make sure 
that he did not forget to post the coordinates to any website that he could think of, but he could 
not think of anywhere else he needed to upload the coordinates. Arcades closed the web browser, 
opened up the Windows start menu, and he clicked the button to turn off the computer. All three 
anthros were silent as they watched the computer power down, and once the screen went 
completely blank, the fox closed the lid. The room fell silent, but Jason broke the silence by 


patting the fox on the back and saying, “Welp Kurt, looks like you did it. I bet this is a bit 


different compared to what we’re used to when dealing with the Foundation, huh?” Arcades 
slowly turned his head and body to look up at the wolf, “I’d say it’s a bit easier than what we had 
to deal with before. I’d say it’s better than being taken to the Foundation ourselves.” Jason closed 
his eyes and shook his head, “At least we hopefully won’t have to deal with that again. But you 
know, something about this feels different to me. I can’t exactly describe it, but watching you 
send those coordinates out gave me some kind of relief I didn’t really feel before when we took 
down those other Foundation facilities. Can you say the same?” 

Arcades took a deep breath, and he did sort of notice the effect which Jason was 
describing, ““You know what? I kinda do feel it a little bit. If you’re like me though, you’re 
probably just hoping that this is the last thing we’re ever going to do in regards to the 
Foundation. I’m sick of running, and I just want it to be over with.” Jason grabbed the fox by the 
shoulders and lifted him up, “Well then, Kurt. How about we treat it as if we got what we 
wanted? We don’t even need to worry about the Foundation unless they come looking for us, and 
something about this, I just have a really good feeling about. We may not see it, but I really think 
that we’ll have our true victory here.” Arcades smiled, and he came in closer to the wolf and 
embraced him. As the two anthros hugged, the fox briefly looked towards the vixen and said, 
“Come on in, Jackie. You’re part of our family.” The vixen displayed a genuine smile on her 
face, and she joined the group hug. Arcades spoke aloud again once all three anthros were 
embracing one another, “Somebody’s going to see this. We’ve done our part. We’ve done 
everything we can, and we’ve done everything we needed to do. We don’t have to worry about 
this anymore.” Jason began to chuckle a bit, “Hehe... Pretty good, ain’t it, Kurt? Somebody 


indeed will see those coordinates. We don’t need to think about it anymore. We’re done.” 


The group embrace continued for a couple more minutes, but once they were done, 
Arcades made a suggestion, “How about we get going? Let’s go back to the hotel room, and 
we'll get some rest. It’s been quite the day today, hasn’t it?” Jason, still with a smile on his face, 
nodded his head, “Bloody oath, mate. Let’s just pray that this’Il be the last time we’ll ever have 
to deal with these people.” Arcades gave a confident nod in return, “You bet. I’Il be sure to pray 
about this tonight, but for now, let’s just get going.” The three anthros exited the house for the 
last time, and they looked up at the sky to see that it was now completely dark outside. The fox 
spoke as he opened up the driver’s door of the 4Runner, “Can you imagine what would’ve 
happened if we never found out about the Foundation in the first place?” Jason replied once he 
entered the vehicle for himself, “Well... For one, you may not have met me. After all, I think the 
Foundation had something to do with the reason why you were out in Alaska in the first place, 
wasn’t it?” Arcades sat in the driver’s seat, and he put his seatbelt on, “Hmmm... Perhaps, but I 
didn’t really know about the Foundation back then.” Before the fox could say anything else, 
Jackie spoke up from the rear seat, “Hey. We’re done with the Foundation, aren’t we? We don’t 
even need to talk about it anymore.” Arcades and Jason both paused at this point; they were not 
expecting Jackie to say anything. The fox looked directly at the vixen, and he had a smile on his 
face. When the fox turned back around to face the steering wheel, he turned the key, started the 
engine, shifted into the reverse gear, and he said, “You’re right. Let’s get out of here.” Arcades 
started the 4Runner, pulled out of the driveway, and drove away into the night. 

“Sir, we found some information which may be related to the MAV-29,” a CDI 
intelligence operative spoke to his supervisor. The supervisor approached the operative’s 
computer, and he looked at the screen, “A set of coordinates? Where do they lead to?” The 


intelligence operative replied, “Currently, they put us in the middle of the United States, but we 


already dispatched a UAV to do a flyover of the location. The UAV should be approaching the 
target location within the next couple of minutes.” The supervisor was skeptical as to how these 
coordinates would be related to the MAV-29, “How does this relate to the prototype?” The 
operative replied, “This location does not appear to be too terribly far from the CDI base which 
held the prototype to begin with. We asked the base nearest to the coordinates to dispatch a 
UAV, and they’ve already sent one.” The supervisor decided to stand by and see if the 
coordinates led to anything special or not. 

The CDI Sukhoi S-70 finally approached the target area, and it flew over the zone where 
the coordinates led to. The drone’s sleek design prevented it from having a large radar cross- 
section, and this low RCS would allow for the UAV to come close enough to the facility in 
question without it being detected by any sort of radar equipment. As the Hunter-B flew over the 
target area, the camera picked up infrastructure on the ground which was blotted out from 
satellite imagery. The CDI supervisor was seeing a live feed of the UAV’s camera, so he was 
able to see the infrastructure for himself, “Shit... Those buildings didn’t appear on the satellite 
images, did they?” The intelligence operative replied, “No sir. The satellite shows absolutely 
nothing here. No buildings, no anything.” Though the MAV-29 was not visible from the drone’s 
perspective, the CDI supervisor was already convinced that the vehicle they sought was most 
likely contained within the buildings. After all, they looked large enough to house the prototype 
if it was there, “Those hangars look large enough to hold the MAV-29.” The intelligence 
operative reminded his supervisor that they had no confirmation on the location of the prototype, 
“We can’t be sure that it’s in there.” The supervisor decided to take a large risk, “I want to know 
what exactly is in that building. If it’s not the MAV-29, they’ve got to know something 


important.” The intelligence operative did not understand what his supervisor meant at first, “But 


sir, this drone cannot see --” The supervisor interrupted the operative, “I want a strike force sent 
to that location. Maybe this place is related to the base we attacked back in ‘28. That’s how we 
were able to develop the Arvak in the first place.” The intelligence operative gave a nod, “Yes 
sir. ’ll alert the nearest bases.” 

Within the next couple of days, CDI members studied the images they obtained of the 
base, and they plotted their plan to take the base over. The attack on the facility was given 
permission relatively easily, and the CDI forces began to assemble for their attack. Since CDI 
was already suspicious that the same faction which they took on at Devon Island would be 
present at this new location, they made sure to assume that there existed another vehicle like the 
Dreadnought that could be present at this new location. Even if the Dreadnought was not there, 
there would still be a decent chance of encountering the MAV-29 controlled by the hostile 
faction. After all, CDI was trying to recover their advanced prototype vehicle after it had been 
taken from them. This time, CDI was not playing around at all: They were sending in their most 
advanced fighter squadron composed of Su-57s and J-20s to obtain air superiority, and they were 
also going to send in plenty of ground units to take over the facility. Many infantrymen within 
the ground units would be armed with a new CDI weapon developed from the Omega 
Foundation’s XMP-1: The Multi Munitions Rifle - 1 was the latest in CDI weapons technology. 
Featuring plenty of design cues from the XMP-1, the MMR-1 featured a lighter design than its 
predecessor, a better targeting CPU, and uncompromised airburst functionality bundled with a 
standard rifle. CDI was armed to the teeth, and they were prepared to take the battle right to the 
Majestic 12’s front door. Though CDI had plenty more men, weapons, vehicles, and resources 
than the Majestic 12, the secret society was still anticipating an attack, and they were at high 


alert. Both sides were poised for what could very well be the ultimate showdown. 


Chapter 14 


Castle Offense Industries 


“This is Monarch 1. We are approaching the target location. Standing by for ROE. Over,” 
the lead pilot of CDI’s advanced fighter squadron spoke over the radio to the CDI Boeing E-767 
that was a fair bit away from the immediate area of operations but still close enough to have 
radar coverage of the combat site. The AWACS spoke over the radio, “Solid copy, Monarch 1. 
We have your squadron on radar. Establish and maintain air superiority over the target area and 
hold it until the ground forces have finished their mission. The ground forces will be arriving 
shortly: Current ETA is ten minutes. Take out any anti-air emplacements that you can see. 
Over.” Monarch | pushed the flight stick down so that his Sukhoi Su-57 Felon would drop to a 
lower altitude that would allow him to have a better view of the facility itself. As the flight lead 
went down for a closer look, the rest of the aircraft in the Monarch Squadron followed, but it was 
not long before they diverted their course after seeing a railgun emerging from a hidden 
compartment on the base. 

“Woah, break off!” Monarch | said to his squadron. The four Su-57 Felons and J-20 
Firefangs dispersed their formation, trying not to be easy targets for the railguns. Since the 
railguns were still emerging from the ground, they were not able to fire upon the aircraft just yet, 
but the pilots of the Monarch Squadron knew that they would have to be extra careful so as to 
not get shot down by the railguns. By the time the railguns had finally emerged from the ground, 


the CDI fighters were out of the immediate area, but that did not stop the MJ12 from attempting 


to fire upon the craft with their railguns. As he leveled out from a roll, Monarch 5 saw a 
projectile speed right by the cockpit of his Chengdu J-20 Firefang. The pilot performed a sharp 
turn to evade another shot fired by the railgun, and he reported the railgun’s status over the radio 
to the rest of his squadron once he recovered from the g-force brought about from the turn he had 
just performed, “This is Monarch 5, a railgun projectile just flew past my plane. Be advised: 
Enemy railguns are now operational. I say again: Enemy railguns are operational.” 

The CDI AWACS heard the pilot’s report and spoke over a radio channel that was used 
by all CDI callsign participating in the operation, “All callsign be advised: Enemy railguns have 
been confirmed to be operational in the AO. To approaching aircraft: Maintain your current 
course. To Monarch Squadron: Do what you can to either destroy the railguns or keep them busy 
until the ground forces can land. We cannot afford to delay the assault. Over.” Monarch | looked 
over his shoulder, and he could barely see the railgun rotating on its emplacement installation to 
target a different CDI aircraft. Since the aircraft containing the CDI assault team had not arrived 
yet, they were unable to be shot down by the railguns. Instead, the railguns were trying to shoot 
down the Monarch Squadron. Monarch 1 pulled the stick to the right and began to roll into a 
turn. Once his Su-57 was on its side, the pilot pulled the stick aft and felt the g-force as his 
aircraft made a turn towards the facility again. 

Monarch | was now flying directly towards one of the several railgun emplacements, and 
he targeted the cannon with his aircraft’s integrated targeting computer before opening the 
weapons bay holding a few air-to-ground missiles. The pilot pressed a button that would launch 
the missile, and he announced the release of the Kh-38M over the radio, “Monarch 1, rifle.” 
After firing the missile, the pilot of the Felon pulled the stick aft again and activated the aircraft’s 


afterburners in order to fly away from the facility before the other railguns would be able to turn 


and fire at his aircraft. Luckily for the pilot, he was not in the sights of any of the railguns, and 
the missile he fired at the railgun he was aiming at was successfully able to destroy the railgun. 
Once the pilot was at a safe enough distance away from the facility that it would be hard for him 
to be struck by another railgun, he looked at the damage caused by the missile. After visually 
confirming the destruction of his intended target, the pilot reported his success to the AWACS 
aircraft, “Hammerhead, this is Monarch 1. One railgun has been destroyed.” The AWACS then 
replied, “Affirmative, Monarch 1. Continue to clear the area before the ground forces arrive. 
Their current ETA is now eight minutes. Over.” 

Multiple MJ12 and Knights Templar operatives were running from the base to man their 
defense positions. When they learned that enemy fighter jets were flying overhead, some of them 
even went to grab FIM-92 Stinger launchers in order to have a sporting chance to shoot down the 
fighters. However, the FIM-92s would not be able to shoot down an aircraft that was flying too 
far away from the user, so the operatives would have to wait until the craft were coming in to 
attack the railguns before they would be close enough to be targeted. The combined ground 
forces of the MJ12 and the Knights Templar were wearing their Kryptek Obskura Transitional 
uniforms and were wielding a mix between weapons produced by Heckler & Koch, FN Herstal, 
Haenel Defence, Desert Tech, and even some of the XMP-1s that were obtained from the Omega 
Foundation before their demise. Unfortunately, it would be very hard for mere rifles and airburst 
launchers to take down fighter jets circling the facility. 

Anticipating a full-scale attack, the Majestic 12 wasted no time deploying the captured 
MAV-29 into the battle: The prototype vehicle was powered up within minutes, and the hangar it 
was stored in opened its doors to allow the Arvak to join the conflict. The Articulated Tracked 


Armored Combat Vehicle was a bit slow, but it was able to get into a position to attack just as a 


second railgun was destroyed by one of the J-20s flying overhead. The operators of the MAV-29 
immediately got to work, and they started by aiming the vehicle’s laser weapon system at the 
closest aircraft. Though the MAV-29 was armed with a main cannon as well as a vertical 
surface-to-air missile launching system, the operators of the Arvak wanted to conserve their 
ammunition for the other approaching CDI forces. Since the CDI aircraft were all painted in a 
flat dark earth color scheme, they did not blend in with the air too well, and the MAV-29 
operators had an easier time targeting the aircraft. The first aircraft they targeted, an Su-57, was 
struck in the starboard wing by the laser. The laser burned a hole through the aircraft’s wing and 
cut upwards as the aircraft spun into a roll. By the time the aircraft exited its aileron roll, the 
laser had already done considerable damage to the Felon’s airframe. The laser even ignited some 
of the fuel inside of the fuselage, and the aircraft began to catch fire. 

Inside of the Su-57, several warning alarms began to go off, and the pilot looked in the 
rearview mirror to see that smoke was indeed coming out of the fuselage. The pilot did not feel 
as if his aircraft was struck by anything in particular, but he still knew that his aircraft was 
severely damaged. The pilot remembered that the MAV-29 was mentioned during the mission 
briefing, and he looked outside of his canopy to scan the ground for the vehicle in particular. As 
the aircraft’s engines began to give out from the damage sustained by the laser, the pilot made 
visual contact with the stolen prototype vehicle on the ground, and he immediately reported his 
sight over the radio, “This is Monarch 4, I have made visual contact with the MAV-29. I say 
again, the MAV-29 Arvak has been spotted. Over.” Though Monarch 4 probably should have 
reported his aircraft’s damage first, he knew that the Arvak was very important for CDI, so he 
reported his sightings first. After all Su-57s were more expendable to CDI than the likes of a 


prototype vehicle such as a MAV-29. The AWACS aircraft heard the transmission over the 


radio, and he relayed the information to the transport aircraft carrying CDI’s ground forces, “All 
callsign, we have a report of the MAV-29 at the facility. Standby for confirmation. Over.” 
Though CDI would very much like to retrieve the MAV-29 in the best condition possible, they 
were still given orders to destroy the vehicle if a safe retrieval was not possible. After all, CDI 
still had the blueprints and everything that was required to produce another Arvak if the model in 
question had to be destroyed. Overall, CDI really did not want anybody but their own 
organization to be in possession of such a vehicle, so they were not going to leave with a 
different organization still controlling their advanced vehicle. 

After proceeding forwards with a severely damaged aircraft, Monarch 4 finally reported 
his aircraft’s condition over the radio, “This is Monarch 4, I have sustained heavy damage from 
the Arvak’s laser, and I am going down. Withdrawing from the combat --” Before the pilot was 
able to complete his transmission, the MAV-29’s invisible laser struck the Felon again, and it 
tore through the cockpit, killing the pilot as well as destroying the aircraft’s radio. With the Su- 
57 no longer under control by a pilot, the doomed Felon practically dropped out of the sky and 
impacted into the ground, bursting into flames. The AWACS aircraft noticed that one of the 
aircraft blips had disappeared from the radar screen, so he alerted the rest of the Monarch 
Squadron, “Monarch Squadron, this is Hammerhead: Monarch 4 has gone off the radar. Fly into 
the clouds if you believe you are being targeted by the Arvak’s laser system.” 

The Majestic 12 was activating even more of their defense units: Their own aircraft were 
now beginning to take off to combat the incoming CDI forces which the secret society now was 
able to see with their own radar equipment. There were the Bell AH-280s lifting off that were 
used in the previous mission to deliver the MAV-29, but the MJ12 had one secret trick up their 


own sleeve: Part of one of their hangars was connected to a hidden runway, and inside of the 


hangar were eight Lockheed Martin F/A-22A Raptors. The secret society previously had not had 
to use their own fighter jets before, but they were now putting all of their cards on the table. 
Even with the incoming CDI force being held at bay by the MAV-29 as well as the various 
emplacements, the Majestic 12 was not too confident that they would be able to keep CDI off of 
them forever. After all, in total, CDI had way more than eight fighter aircraft in their inventory, 
and they had thousands more ground units than the MJ12 and Knights Templar combined. The 
secret society was now focused on simply doing as much damage to CDI as they could before 
the private company took them down for good. 

“This is Vulture 1, beginning takeoff sequence,” one of the MJ12 pilots flying an F/A- 
22A spoke over the radio as he taxied into the covered runway. Behind his aircraft were the other 
Raptors lining up to take off as well. The Vulture Squadron was practically the last bastion of the 
Majestic 12’s defense force, and they were the secret society’s only fighter jets. The aircraft used 
by the Vulture Squadron had a similar livery as the standard F/A-22A flown by the United States 
Air Force, but they were painted black rather than gray. The Raptors also had low-vis Omega 
Foundation roundels on their wings, their vertical stabilizers, and even underneath their cockpits. 
The vertical stabilizers displayed a smaller roundel compared to the roundels on the wings, and 
there were large gray letters underneath the roundel which read ‘OF’, similar to a base code used 
by USAF aircraft. Underneath the dark gray lettering was smaller lettering which literally read 
‘Omega Foundation’ in bold capital letters. To the immediate right of the lettering was the 
aircraft number. Since the Majestic 12 only had eight aircraft, their craft were lettered from 001 
to 008. 

After obtaining clearance for takeoff, Vulture 1 increased his aircraft’s throttle and began 


to speed up while traveling down the runway tunnel until he exited the tunnel. By the time his 


craft exited the tunnel, he was going fast enough to gain enough lift to go airborne. The Vulture 
Squadron wasted little time getting into the air, and their scramble was expedited thanks to the 
next aircraft in the runway queue immediately beginning their takeoff sequence as soon as the 
aircraft in front of them was just far enough away that the afterburners would be unable to do 
damage to the next craft in the queue. The next aircraft were given clearance to takeoff 
practically instantly, and the pilots wasted no time beginning their takeoff sequences. It took less 
than three minutes for all eight of the Vulture Squadron aircraft to become airborne, and they 
were now going to enter the fight against the Monarch Squadron. The Vulture Squadron did have 
the advantage of not having a MAV-29 and railgun emplacements shooting at them, but they 
would likely be overrun if they did not take down all of the seven remaining CDI aircraft before 
the bulk of their reinforcements arrived. 

Monarch 6 was the first to see the new fighters emerge from the hidden runway tunnel, so 
he reported the Raptors over the radio, “Woah. This is Monarch 6, we have a flight of what looks 
to be F-22s emerging from a tunnel. Over.” The AWACS aircraft was unable to immediately see 
the new aircraft appearing on the radar since they had minimal radar cross-sections, “This is 
Hammerhead, we are unable to see the aircraft you speak of on our radar. Do you have visual 
confirmation on this flight? Over.” As the Vulture Squadron broke from their formation to attack 
the Monarch Squadron, one of the other Monarch pilots replied while trying to avoid being 
targeted by one of the Raptors, “This is Monarch 3. We have a confirmed visual on an enemy 
squadron. They’re black F-22 Raptors. Over.” Hammerhead asked for more information 
regarding the enemy flight, “Monarch 3, this is Hammerhead. How many hostile aircraft are in 


the air? Over.” 


“Vulture 5, fox two,” Vulture 5 announced over his squadron’s radio as he fired an 
infrared-homing missile at the Su-57 he was targeting. Before Monarch 3 could reply to the 
AWACS aircraft, his plane was struck in the tail by the missile, and the explosion caused by the 
missile was large enough to burn enough fuel in the fuselage to create an even larger explosion. 
The Su-57 burst into flames, and debris flew in all directions. The AWACS aircraft watched one 
more allied blip disappear from his search screen, but he still could not see the F/A-22As used by 
Vulture Squadron, “Monarch 3 is down. What happened?” Monarch | replied over the radio, 
“Shot down by one of the black Raptors.” The AWACS aircraft still did not know where the 
F/A-22As came from, “There isn’t even a USAF base around here. Where did these guys come 
from?” Monarch 7 flew close enough to one of the Raptors to see the roundel on the left wing, 
“Hammerhead, this is Monarch 7. They’ve got some kind of different emblem on them. It’s a 
circle with a bunch of triangles and an omega symbol inside of it. Over.” The AWACS aircraft 
did not fully grasp the description of the roundel displayed on the F/A-22As, “Monarch 7, this is 
Hammerhead. Can you say again your last? What’s the emblem? Over.” 

As Monarch 7 prepared to reply to the E-767, his plane was struck in the cockpit by one 
of the railguns which was still operational. The projectile struck his J-20 at such an angle that it 
longitudinally cut directly through the center of the aircraft. Since the railgun projectile carried 
such a high velocity, the aircraft burst into flames as it split into two halves. The Firefang 
exploded, and the pilot’s radio was unable to even output static at this point since the explosion 
destroyed the radio equipment along with the pilot. The AWACS noticed Monarch 7’s radar blip 
disappear, but right before he was able to report the loss of yet another CDI aircraft, Monarch 5 


had a mid-air collision with Vulture 6, effectively killing both of the pilots instantly in the crash. 


The AWACS now had to report the loss of two aircraft over the radio, “Monarch 7 and Monarch 
5 have been lost from radar.” 

Monarch Squadron had already lost half of their aircraft, and the Vulture Squadron had 
only lost one aircraft. The CDI ground forces were now mere minutes away from the combat 
zone, and they would be deploying regardless of if the area was sanitized or not. One of the main 
concerns was whether or not the paratroopers deploying from the CDI C-17s would be able to 
parachute down to the ground without being killed in the air, but armored vehicles would also be 
deploying from some of the C-17s before they arrived at the immediate area of the facility. Just 
as the situation was already not looking too favorable for CDI, multiple C-RAM batteries 
extended from emplacements around the facility. Immediately upon being deployed, the C-RAM 
turrets began to spin in order to target the Monarch Squadron, but the operators were hesitant to 
open fire since they did not want to hit the Vulture Squadron instead. The MAV-29 was still 
trying to make use of its laser to target the aircraft flying overhead, but it was also trying to make 
sure that no F/A-22As would fly in the way of the laser. Though the Monarch Squadron was able 
to destroy a couple more of the railguns with air-to-ground missiles, their efforts at dismantling 
the anti-air defenses was put to a halt since they now had to avoid attacks carried out by the 
Vulture Squadron. 

Monarch 8 came out of a roll after completing a turn to avoid a missile fired by an MJ12 
operative’s FIM-92 Stinger, and he found himself now trailing directly behind one of the F/A- 
22As. The pilot did not even bother to open up the J-20’s weapons bays to attack the aircraft, so 
he just held down the trigger to fire the Firefang’s main machine gun at the Raptor. Monarch 8 
announced his attack over the radio as he fired upon the aircraft in front of him, “Monarch 8, 


guns, guns, guns.” After a quick burst of fire from the J-20’s machine gun, the F/A-22A was 


struck enough that it was put out of service. The Raptor caught fire since the machine gun’s 
rounds penetrated deep into the fuselage, and a missile fired by Monarch | from a different 
direction effectively blew the aircraft to pieces, quite literally. Monarch 1 was the one to report 
the kill over the radio, “This is Monarch 1, enemy Raptor out of action.” Vulture 2 had been shot 
down. 

“Deploy!” One of the CDI operatives shouted from within the Globemaster III as the 
cargo door opened and the internal lights showed green. The BTR-90 held inside of the cargo 
bay reversed out of the transport aircraft, and it was not long before the armored vehicle was now 
hurtling through the air. After only a few seconds of falling, the parachutes attached to the 
vehicle were able to provide enough lift that the vehicle’s descent was slowed enough to allow 
for the APC to make a safe landing. Along with the BTR-90, multiple other vehicles had also 
been deployed from the other transport aircraft that were flying overhead: There were some 
M1A3 Super Abrams tanks, a couple T-14 Armatas, plenty of BTR-80s, some BTR-90s, ICV 
Strykers, LAV-25s, and BMP-3s. Even if the Monarch Squadron was unable to take down all of 
the defenses surrounding the base or at least soften them up to a considerable degree, CDI still 
brought plenty of ground vehicles that would be able to overwhelm the MAV-29 if they were 
able to get into the base. The ground vehicles were deployed a fair bit away from the base, for 
CDI was not going to risk trying to deploy them any closer and risk losing more vehicles in case 
of heavy resistance by the Majestic 12. Even if the Raptors were to destroy all of the CDI 
aircraft, they would have a hard time trying to shoot down all of the CDI ground vehicles since 
they would likely deplete their entire armament before they would be able to destroy all of the 
aircraft. Even if all of the CDI ground vehicles were also able to be destroyed, the AWACS 


aircraft was already contacting the nearest CDI airbase to have a flight of Su-34s and Su-25s to 


come and carpet bomb the base as a last resort. However, CDI was fairly confident that the 
MAV-29 along with the rest of the base would be destroyed before needing to call such a 
squadron in the first place. 

As the C-17s and C-130s flew closer to the main base, the CDI infantry units now began 
their mission: Hundreds of operatives leapt from the aircraft flying overhead, and they deployed 
their parachutes to allow for them to hopefully land safely and not be shot down while they were 
still in the air. Unfortunately for a good number of the CDI personnel parachuting down, many of 
the C-RAM turrets along with the standard MJ12 and Templar infantry on the ground began to 
fire up at the parachuting men. To make matters just a bit more worse, the railguns and the 
MAV-29 were now firing upon the transport aircraft. For the first time, the MAV-29 operators 
began to fire the Shipunov 2A42 that was on the prototype’s first compartment. Along with the 
laser, the high-explosive autocannon was highly effective at crippling the transport aircraft. 
However, the MAV-29 operators were told to save their 900 rounds of autocannon ammunition 
for the armored units that were imminently closing in on the facility. 

The first live CDI members landed on the ground, and they immediately opened fire on 
the hostile forces which were already shooting back. Some dead bodies had already landed on 
the ground from having their parachutes being shot out, but there were still enough CDI 
contractors on the ground that were able to deal with some of the regular infantrymen as well as 
the operatives firing the FIM-92s at the Monarch Squadron. A few CDI members were carrying 
AT4 launchers, and they were trying to fire them at both the MAV-29 as well as the AH-280s 
that were taking off, but they were unable to fire their launchers since they were gunned down 
within seconds of landing on the ground. A few contractors did get to fire their AT4s, but their 


rockets were intercepted by the MAV-29’s trophy system. Luckily for the CDI ground units, the 


wreckage of Vulture 8, after just being shot down by the Monarch Squadron, landed in one of the 
areas which the MJ12 and Templar operatives were set up trying to defend their facility. 

With plenty of chaos, confusion, and explosives going off across the entire facility, plenty 
of infantrymen from both sides found themselves gunned down without notice. CDI personnel 
were trying to form squadrons with the rest of their operatives who were still alive, and the 
Knights Templar was also trying to regroup with their own men after having an F/A-22A come 
down and burst into flames on top of their position. Meanwhile, the MAV-29 was finally 
beginning to use its vertical launching missile system to target the incoming vehicles that were 
now so close to approaching the facility. Another wave of transport aircraft passed by overhead, 
and plenty more CDI reinforcements dropped down from the planes. This time, less of them 
were shot down in mid-air thanks to damage inflicted to the C-RAM, railgun batteries, and even 
the regular infantry on the ground. The MAV-29 had abandoned its stationary spot, and it was 
now attempting to run over as many CDI members as it could while also using its laser to fire 
upon ground targets as well. 

Meanwhile back in the air, multiple CDI helicopters were approaching the combat site: 
There were AH-64Ds, Mi-35s, Mi-28s, and Airbus Tigers rapidly approaching the facility 
following behind the more numerous ground forces. Among the helicopter fleet was a 
pilot/gunner combo that was now very familiar with engaging entities associated with the Omega 
Foundation, “This is Rattlesnake. We are approaching the combat zone. It’s pretty wild.” From 
an aerial perspective, the helicopter flights were able to see explosions, gunfire, and flames erupt 
into the sky as they loomed over the secret facility. The helicopter flight split apart when a 
railgun struck one of the Mi-35s and caused the helicopter to explode in the air. The gunner of 


Rattlesnake spoke to the pilot, “Shit! Divert our course!” The pilot of the Mi-35 Super Hind Mk. 


VII pulled the stick aft and increased the helicopter’s throttle in order to try and avoid taking a 
shot from the railgun. A few missiles fired from the MAV-29 struck a couple of the CDI 
helicopters and ground vehicles, but Rattlesnake was able to successfully evade taking direct fire 
from both the Arvak as well as the railgun. More rounds fired from multiple sources from both 
sides flew back and forth as both sides exchanged fire at their various air and ground forces, and 
the situation showed no sign of dying down anytime soon. 

Just as Monarch 2 was able to successfully shoot down Vulture 5 with an air-to-air 
missile, he immediately activated his aircraft’s afterburners and flew into a roll before pulling the 
stick aft to make a high-g turn. As the aircraft circled the general vicinity of the combat zone, 
Monarch 2 noticed that the CDI helicopter and ground forces had just started their main assault 
on the facility: The helicopters flew in first and began firing their rockets at MJ12 infrastructure, 
emplacements, vehicles, and the MAV-29 while trying to avoid friendly fire incidents. However, 
the MJ12 had already deployed helicopters of their own to combat the CDI helicopters, and a 
few Bell AH-280 Valors were already returning fire at the incoming aircraft. Though the AH- 
280s were able to shoot down a few of the AH-64Ds, the Mi-28 Havocs and Airbus Tigers soon 
directed their fire to attack the Valors. When a couple of the AH-280s started trailing smoke and 
losing altitude, the MAV-29 rotated its laser to fire back at the CDI aircraft. The laser was 
successfully able to down one of the Eurocopter Tigers by dismantling the aircraft’s engine, but 
the pilot started to unload the entire armament of the aircraft as a last-ditch effort to do as much 
damage to the facility as possible before meeting an untimely demise. 

One of the unguided rockets fired by the Airbus Tiger struck the MAV-29’s side, but the 
reactive armor was able to prevent the hull from taking any damage directly since the trophy 


system had now been depleted after intercepting too many shots. The helicopter impacted the 


ground, and it turned into a fireball as it rolled towards the MAV-29 it had just fired at. The 
MJ12 operatives piloting the vehicle increased the throttle of the vehicle, and they were just able 
to avoid getting hit by the flaming wreckage. The facility’s main yard was now a field of burning 
wreckage and dead bodies as more and more destruction piled up within the confines of the 
facility. Rockets and autocannons fired by the passing CDI helicopters destroyed some of the C- 
RAM and railgun emplacements, but they were still being attacked by the combined efforts of 
both the MAV-29 as well as the Vulture Squadron. All of this destruction had occurred outside 
of the facility; CDI personnel themselves had not yet even breached the actual interior of any of 
the MJ12’s buildings within the facility. However, there was still damage to the infrastructure 
itself thanks to both wreckage as well as weapon systems fired by the various combatants from 
both sides. 

The AWACS looked at the radar, and he could see plenty of blips. Most of the blips he 
saw were from CDI aircraft, but a few of the blips were helicopters deployed by the MJ12. The 
F/A-22As from Vulture Squadron were still invisible to the radar, but the Monarch Squadron 
made sure to announce whenever they downed a Raptor. A new transmission from one of the 
Monarch pilots sounded over the AWACS’ radio, “Monarch 8, fox two.” Seconds later, the same 
pilot reported a successful missile result, “This is Monarch 8, I’ve downed a Raptor.” Vulture 1 
had been struck by the air-to-air missile fired by the J-20, and his plane went down just outside 
of the facility and burst into flames. CDI now took the upper hand in terms of air superiority, for 
they had one more fighter jet than the Majestic 12 had in the air. However, the playing field was 
just about to be level once more: Two of the vertically launched missiles fired by the MAV-29 


impacted the Firefang flown by Monarch 6, and his aircraft exploded instantaneously. Though 


the Vulture Squadron had three F/A-22As left in the air, the Monarch Squadron now had two Su- 
57s and one J-20 still flying. 

Monarch 2 released the last of his air-to-air missiles at one of the MJ12 Bell AH-280s, 
and the Valor’s tilting engine detached from the craft’s wing as the explosion knocked the 
tiltrotor helicopter off its course. The helicopter was unable to pull up due to the missing engine 
and substantial damage to its airframe, and it impacted directly into the facility’s infrastructure 
itself before igniting the rest of the fuel in the aircraft. The resulting explosion rocked the 
surrounding area, and the numerous infantrymen from both sides of the conflict found 
themselves dazed and disoriented once again. In a close-quarters engagement, a Knights Templar 
operative was preparing to fire his XMP-1 at one of the CDI members participating in the 
assault, but the crash of the AH-280 knocked his aim upwards, and he accidentally fired an 
airburst projectile which hit a roof rather than his target. By the time the operative could regain 
his composure, he was already staring down the barrel of an MMR-1. The CDI member pulled 
the trigger of his unique rifle and gunned down the Knights Templar agent within the next 
second. 

It was mere moments later before the CDI vehicles were able to breach the facility itself: 
A few of the M1A3 Super Abrams fired their main guns directly at the wall of the facility, and 
the wall only took a couple shots before it collapsed due to its sustained damage. With the wall 
now breached, the many CDI ground vehicles began to enter the grounds of the facility itself. 
Plenty of infantrymen accompanied the vehicles as they entered, and they began to support their 
fellow CDI operatives who were already engaging the forces of the MJ12 and Templars alike. 
The MAV-29 pilots saw that several tanks were approaching their location, so they engaged the 


vehicle’s throttle in order to avoid a direct shot by a Super Abrams. The MAV-29 pilots knew 


very well that they would definitely not be able to survive a direct hit by the M1A3, so they were 
not even going to bother trying to take it on in straight combat. Rather, the MAV-29 deployed a 
smokescreen, and the pilot foolishly tried to fire its laser through the smoke. However, the laser 
lost too much of its power as it went through the smoke to be effective against anything, so all 
that ended up occurring was that some power went to waste. By the time that the crew realized 
that their laser would not fire through the smoke, they started firing their Shipunov 2A42 instead. 
The 30mm autocannon did impact the tank, but it did not do considerable damage to the 
vehicle’s hull. The laser was indeed the MAV-29’s best chance of dealing with the Super 
Abrams, but it would take too long for the laser to burn through the tank. The crew would have 
to attack the tank such that the tank would be unable to return fire with its main gun. The task 
would also be substantially easier if there was only one Super Abrams to deal with as well. 

As the MAV-29 retreated, having taken minimal damage that was mitigated by the 
reactive armor, Monarch 8’s aircraft impacted the ground and crashed directly into one of the T- 
14 Armatas. The combined explosion was enough to disable the nearest ground vehicles adjacent 
to the Armata, an LAV-25 and a Stryker. Only two CDI jets remained in the sky now, and they 
were both Su-57s. The Vulture Squadron still had three of their F/A-22As left flying, but they 
were running low on their armament. Vulture 4 opened the lower weapons bay of his Raptor, and 
he launched his air-to-ground missiles at the CDI ground vehicles. Both of the missiles 
successfully hit their targets, and one Super Abrams was destroyed. The explosion was also large 
enough that it flipped one of the BTR-80s over on its side. A Templar operative on the ground 
witnessed the vehicle roll to its side, and he dispatched it by firing a Carl-Gustaf M4 recoilless 
rifle at the vehicle. The artillery round impacted the BTR-80 directly underneath it, and the 


armored vehicle exploded as it rolled onto its roof. The Templar operative began the process to 


reload his recoilless rifle, but one of the CDI Mi-28 Havocs started a strafing run and struck the 
operative dead in his tracks with its Shipunov 2A42 autocannon. 

“Vulture 3, fox two,” one of the three remaining F/A-22A pilots spoke as he fired his last 
air-to-air missile at the Su-57 he was able to get behind. The Felon’s tail was struck by the 
infrared-homing missile, and the Su-57’s tail broke apart as it was unable to maintain altitude. 
Monarch | attempted to eject from his aircraft, but he impacted the ground before he was able to 
pull his ejection lever in time. Some parts of the Felon actually hit the wall of the facility as it 
was hurtling towards the ground, and it caused just enough damage that the affected region 
partially collapsed. There was only one more CDI fighter in the air, and it was being hunted 
down by the last operational railguns that were not up in smoke, the remaining C-RAM batteries 
that were not attacking the CDI helicopters, and the last F/A-22As which still had armament left 
to deal with the Felon. 

Monarch 2 no longer had any air-to-air missiles left in his Su-57, and he now only had his 
aircraft’s machine gun to even stand a fighting chance against the three Raptors which were still 
flying. The AWACS spoke over the radio to the remaining Felon, “Monarch 2, this is 
Hammerhead. You are the last allied fighter. The nearest base agreed to send in a new unit to 
bomb the facility, but they will not get there for another hour.” Monarch 2 did not even reply to 
his AWACS; he was too busy trying to avoid an infrared-homing missile fired by one of the F/A- 
22As closely following him. Monarch 2 deployed flares to hopefully throw off the infrared 
tracking, and he was actually successful at doing so. The flare redirected the missile’s tracking, 
and the missile ended up impacting the ground after losing sight of a strong infrared signal it 
could home in on. Monarch 2 then pulled the stick to the left and pulled it aft once his craft was 


sideways, and he engaged the throttle once he was turning enough. Though the pilot was 


attempting to evade a numerous amount of threats at once, he was unable to evade all of the 
current threats: One of the MJ12 agents fired a FIM-92 at his aircraft, and the Su-57 was struck 
just as the turn completed. The starboard wing of the Felon took the brunt of the damage, and the 
aircraft was actually still somewhat flyable. Unfortunately, the nearest C-RAM turned and 
proceeded to put bullet holes all over the fuselage of the Felon. The aircraft was climbing as the 
C-RAM shot the fuselage and wings up, but the barrage subsequently ended when the C-RAM 
battery was destroyed by a rocket fired by Rattlesnake’s Mi-35. 

Monarch 2 looked at the instruments in his aircraft, and he was quickly losing oil 
pressure. He heard another warning message in his craft, and this time, it was the warning letting 
him know that his airspeed was too low to maintain altitude; his craft was stalling. The pilot 
looked at his rearview mirrors, and he could see that he was now flying directly above the center 
of the facility; However, the aircraft was now beginning to fall out of the sky since the oil 
pressure was now too low for the engines to properly operate. The engines stalled, and the 
stalling aircraft began to gain airspeed, albeit in the wrong direction. The Su-57 plummeted to 
the ground, and the pilot reported his status over the radio with a rather nonchalant tone, “This is 
Monarch 2. I’m going down.” As the khaki-colored stealth fighter completely lost control in its 
rapid descent, Monarch 2 decided that he had two choices: He could either eject and see if he 
would live, or he could simply do nothing and not have to deal with anything ever again in the 
next couple of seconds. 

The pilot decided that he would take his chances with ejecting. After all, even if he did 
not survive ejection, he would still ultimately be in the same situation as if he did not even bother 
to eject in the first place. Being the only pilot who was able to pull the ejection handle, Monarch 


2 flew from the cockpit as the canopy blew off the doomed aircraft. The boosters underneath the 


seat engaged immediately, but since the pilot had not ejected while the craft was upright, the 
ejection seat sent him plummeting towards the ground at an even faster speed than if he did not 
eject at all. Monarch 2 impacted directly into the MAV-29, and the reactive armor engaged in 
response to the human projectile. The reactive armor shredded the human’s body, and it sent 
gore all over the surrounding area, though there was already plenty of human gore on the ground 
from the bloodbath that was still occurring. 

The doomed Su-57 finally slammed into the ground, and it exploded upon impact. One of 
the CDI LAV-25s was unfortunate enough to be in the general vicinity of the crash, and it was 
disabled by the ensuing explosion. The LAV-25 opened its rear door to allow the crew to 
evacuate, but they were almost immediately gunned down by the C-RAM batteries which were 
now targeting CDI infantry since there were no more CDI fighters in the sky. Though there were 
no more CDI fighters that were giving the facility’s defenses a hard time, there were still quite a 
few helicopters performing strafing runs on the facility. The C-RAM batteries seemed to be 
rather uncoordinated: They were prioritizing targets that were close, and they did not seem to 
care whether or not those targets were airborne or ground targets. 

The three remaining aircraft from the Vulture Squadron were now completely empty of 
all of their armament. They had used all of their missiles, and they had even run their machine 
guns dry from shooting at CDI helicopters and armored vehicles. For them, there was only one 
thing they had in mind: Their aircraft were their last weapons. The highest-ranking Vulture 
Squadron member who was still alive spoke over the radio to the remaining two Raptors, “This 
is Vulture 3. Who’s still up? Over.” Vulture 4 replied next, “This is Vulture 4. My aircraft’s 
winchester.” Vulture 7 spoke after evading autocannon fire from Rattlesnake’s Mi-35, “Vulture 


7. I’m out of ammo as well. I think it’s finally time for us to do our part.” Vulture 3 gained some 


more altitude; his mind was already made up, “I guess so. Pick your targets. I’m going for the 
tanks on the ground. Over.” The pilot engaged his afterburners, and he flew straight into the air 
while trying to get as high as he could possibly get. He knew that the faster he impacted into the 
ground targets, the more damage he would do. After all, F/A-22As were pretty massive objects 
that were capable of traveling at high speeds. The other two MJ12 aircraft also ascended as well, 
and they had the same idea in mind. 

“I’m going for one of the helicopters,” Vulture 7 said as he was about to reach an altitude 
that would give him enough time to build enough speed on the way down. Vulture 4 was not 
flying as high as Vulture 7, and he did not see what CDI targets still remained; However, that did 
not stop the pilot from claiming a target for himself, even if it was rather ambiguous as to what 
he was specifically going to target, “I’ll go for whatever you guys don’t get.” Vulture 3 was the 
first to turn his aircraft over in order to begin his rapid descent, and he immediately engaged his 
afterburners again as he started plummeting directly towards the ground. The pilot felt his 
stomach turn over when he did his maneuver to point his aircraft at the ground, but he knew that 
in a few moments, he would not even need his stomach anymore. It was now his turn to sacrifice 
himself for the I!}uminati. Vulture 7 turned his aircraft over as well, but he was already a pretty 
great distance away from his now de facto squadron leader. By the time the pilot of Vulture 7 
was able to engage his afterburners to begin his final descent, he could see that Vulture 3 was 
already preparing to impact the ground. The pilot of Vulture 7 looked to the left out of his 
cockpit, and he could see Vulture 4 was still climbing to get a higher altitude before beginning 
his own descent. 

Vulture 3 was now hurtling towards the ground at the speed of sound, and the sonic boom 


emitted from his plane was loud enough to get some of the attention of the ground forces. 


Unfortunately, the sonic boom was not enough of a warning for the crew of one of the T-14 
Armatas. The F/A-22A crashed directly into the tank, and the explosion rocked the ground even 
more than it normally did when a regular aircraft crashed. Though the Raptor was not carrying 
any armament when it crashed, it was travelling at such a high rate of speed compared to the 
other aircraft, and it still had a decent amount of fuel left in the fuselage. The ground shook 
violently, and many of the infantrymen from both sides of the battle collapsed due to the sudden 
impact of the jet. The CDI personnel driving the ground vehicles were not affected as much by 
the jets impacting the ground since they were technically more massive than most of the people 
not driving vehicles, so they were able to fire upon the Templars and MJ12 agents while they 
were disoriented yet again by the crash. 

The pilot of Rattlesnake looked up, and he saw an F/A-22A flying directly towards his 
helicopter. The pilot gave a warning to his gunner before violently yanking the stick to avoid 
getting hit by the suicidal Raptor pilot, “Hang on!” The Mi-35 Super Hind moved out of the way, 
and the pilot had just enough distance between his aircraft and the F/A-22A that he was not 
struck by the plane. Rather, the Raptor impacted the wall surrounding the facility and sliced a 
decent gash into the wall before exploding. The gunner exclaimed as he saw the Raptor crash 
into the wall, “Holy shit! What the fuck?! What the fuck was that?” The pilot replied as he 
stabilized the helicopter, “I think he fucking tried to kamikaze us! Damn, those guys are fucking 
determined!” The gunner was still in amazement, but he already took back control of the weapon 
systems in order to destroy yet another one of the railgun emplacements. The pilot looked back 
in the sky, and he could see the last Raptor was going down. However, Vulture 4 did not seem to 


be targeting Rattlesnake specifically. 


Vulture 4 took one last look at Earth as he flew straight towards the ground. The human 
wondered what would happen to him once he died, but he knew that it probably would not look 
too good for him since he did so much for the Illuminati. He knew what the Illuminati truly stood 
for and what he was doing for it, but at the same time, he had a bit of a feeling that he was not 
going to beat God like he wanted to. There in the moment, Vulture 4 thought about everything 
that he did while working for the Illuminati, and he was starting to believe that he was fighting 
for the losing side. Though the Illuminati would eventually rebuild their forces and influence 
before successfully conquering the world and ushering in the New World Order, they would 
ultimately lose on the Day of Judgement. Though they would definitely have a victory on Earth 
in due time, they would have no victory in eternity. When the New Earth is created after God’s 
judgement over all of the Earth has been completed, the people of the Illuminati would not have 
their victory. Instead, they would be sentenced to damnation, and Vulture 4 came to realize that 
everything he did in life was just adding to his punishment that he would get on Judgement Day. 
For a split second, the human contemplated repenting, but at the same time, he knew that he took 
an oath against God, an oath that he was not going to break. Vulture 4 kept his eyes open as he 
flew directly into an M1A3 Super Abrams. 

The last black F/A-22A impacted the ground, and the shockwave generated by the 
explosion seemed to be greater than Vulture 3’s impact. Perhaps the shockwave was so massive 
thanks to the M1A3’s fuel tank rupturing during the explosion. The tank had burst into flames 
itself and sent a giant fireball into the sky. At this point, the infantrymen fighting the ground 
battle had just about enough of being knocked to the ground by aircraft impacting into the 
ground, but they still had to pick themselves back up to finish the battle. At this point, all of the 


MJ12’s aircraft had been destroyed, and the remaining C-RAM and railgun batteries were being 


taken care of by the few remaining helicopters and armored vehicles that CDI still had left. 
Though the MAV-29 was still active and fighting, it had lost a great deal of its reactive armor, 
and some of the hull was even damaged thanks to HE cannon rounds fired by the CDI BMP-3s. 
The MAV-29 had used almost all of the missiles which it had on its vertical launching system, 
and its Shipunov 2A42 autocannon was running low on ammunition. CDI infantrymen had also 
been able to breach the interior of the facility at this point, and they were clearing the rooms and 
terminating any MJ12 or Templar personnel they found with extreme prejudice. 

For the MJ12 themselves, they mainly had the MAV-29 as their last remaining combat 
vehicle. Of course, they had some infantrymen left, but most of them had been wiped out by 
CDI’s forces. The overall gunfight that was fought between CDI and the Illuminati was still 
rather violent, but it did simmer down a good bit from when the battle first began. Only four CDI 
helicopters were left: Rattlesnake’s Mi-35, two Mi-28 Havocs, and one other Mi-35. A giant 
plume of black smoke had blotted out the sky, and the remaining four helicopters were trying to 
fly in such a manner that they would not be blinded by the smoke but protected from the Arvak’s 
laser at the same time. The gunner of Rattlesnake opened fire on the last operational railgun, 
“Railgun destroyed. That has to be the last one, right?” The pilot replied, “It better be. We’re 
running low on munitions. How much more do we have?” The gunner checked the armament 
system information on his aircraft, and he replied once he had the answer, ““Two more unguided 
rockets, and about one hundred rounds left in our autocannon. We better use it sparingly if we 
still have stuff to shoot at.” The pilot strafed around the facility, but the two of them could not 
see any more active railguns or C-RAM batteries still remaining. 

With all of the air defenses taken care of, there was only one major target left, the MAV- 


29. The Arvak was still operational, although it had slowed down a considerable amount since 


the battle first began. The prototype’s laser was practically useless at this point; there was way 
too much smoke clouding the sky for the laser to maintain enough power for it to do damage to 
anything, and the laser itself was even a bit damaged from the battle. The Arvak fired the last of 
its vertically launched missiles, and they were able to destroy the rest of the lighter ground 
targets such as the LAV-25s and BTR-80s, but there were still 2 BMP-3s, 1 BTR-90, and even 
an M1A3 Super Abrams still operational. Nevertheless, the MAV-29 still proceeded forwards 
despite the treads on its tracks falling apart and severely hindering the vehicle’s mobility. The 
MAV-29 was becoming slower and slower, and it now only had the Shipunov 2A4?2 as its only 
remaining piece of offensive armament. However, at this point, the MAV-29 was now playing 
defense since practically all of the other MJ12 and Templar units had been completely 
dispatched by CDI. 

The remaining BTR-90 was the first vehicle that challenged the MAV-29. The APC fired 
its cannon at the prototype, damaging its hull, but the MAV-29 was already firing its own gun 
back at the attacking BTR. The APC was unfortunately not strong enough to withstand the 
sustained fire dished out by the Arvak, and it exploded. With the last BTR-90 up in flames, the 
MAV-29 slowly continued, but it stalled after just a few seconds of driving. The operators of the 
Arvak knew that they would be unable to move the prototype since it had simply taken way too 
much damage to continue regular combat operations. All they had was the autocannon on top of 
the first compartment, and they were going to use it as long as they could. Peering through the 
smoke, the MJ12 team inside of the MAV-29 could see one of the Mi-28s flying overhead which 
was in the process of trying to locate the Arvak. Though they knew that they would give away 
their position to the BMP-3s and the Super Abrams if they fired, they knew that they would be 


found out anyways. They fired upon the helicopter. 


The Mi-28 was struck down with the same model of autocannon which was affixed to its 
airframe, and the helicopter was sent spiraling out of control after sustaining critical damage 
from the high-explosive rounds fired from the Arvak. Spinning out of control, the Havoc collided 
with the only other operational Mi-28 in the air, and the rotor cut directly through the airframe 
and engine of the helicopter. Both helicopters now plummeted to the ground, and they proceeded 
to burst into flames upon impact. One of the Havocs crashed outside of the facility, but the other 
one crashed directly into some of the facility’s infrastructure, starting yet another fire. The 
MAV-29 was running low on its autocannon ammunition, and it still had two infantry fighting 
vehicles, a main battle tank, and two attack helicopters to deal with. The crew knew that fifty- 
eight rounds of their 30mm autocannon was insufficient to deal with all of these threats, but they 
would do as much as they could to disable the vehicles if they were able to. The Arvak was 
stalled and badly damaged, but the MJ12 operatives piloting the vehicle had a death wish. They 
knew they were not leaving their MAV-29 alive. 

One of the two BMP-3s finally rolled up through the smoke and began firing at the 
MAV-29’s hull. The BMP-3 targeted the middle compartment, the compartment containing the 
laser weapons system, and the 30mm cannon rounds fired by the CDI infantry fighting vehicle 
were now able to punch through the already damaged hull of the Arvak. As the autocannon of 
the BMP-3 fired at the MAV-29, the Arvak began firing back using its own autocannon. The 
BMP-3 was struck numerous times by the HE autocannon, and the sustained gunfire broke 
through the armor of the BMP-3 and effectively destroyed the vehicle. Though the vehicle did 
not burst into flames like some of the other vehicles the MAV-29 went up against, it did let out a 


great amount of smoke as it fell silent from its sustained damage. 


Outside of the larger smoke plume, the gunner of Rattlesnake was briefly able to see the 
MAV-29 and its exposed laser generator. The gunner was not sure if he was really looking at the 
Arvak or if his mind was playing tricks on him, so he decided to ask the pilot, “Is that the MAV- 
29 directly ahead of us?” The pilot turned his attention to the cloud of smoke himself, and he was 
definitely able to make out the prototype while looking directly at the smoke. The pilot replied, 
“Yup. There it is. Let’s use our last two rockets. That oughta put a dent in it.” The gunner waited 
until the pilot aligned the Super Hind with the Arvak; he knew that the rockets were unguided, 
and he did not want to miss and accidentally fire upon allied CDI forces. The pilot held the 
aircraft steadily, and the gunner waited until the aircraft was perfectly lined up with the Arvak 
before firing. The pilot held his position, and he spoke to the gunner, “We’re good. Fire away.” 
The gunner toggled the controls to fire the aircraft’s rockets, and he pulled the trigger once he 
was confident that the rockets would indeed impact the target. 

The last two rockets left the Super Hind, and they flew directly towards the Arvak. 
Though the rockets were indeed unguided, the gunner had actually waited for just about the 
perfect time to fire upon the MAV-29: The first rocket impacted the laser weapon system itself, 
dismounting it from the compartment it was attached to, and the second rocket landed directly in 
the center of the laser generator itself. The explosion caused by the rockets rocked the MAV-29’s 
hull, and the laser generator was now unable to operate at all. Since it was now becoming 
unstable from the severe damage it sustained, if the generator were to be struck by another 
explosive-based weapon, then the resulting explosion would likely be enough to destroy the 
entire vehicle. The MAV-29’s position had been given away by the BMP-3 which was 
immobilized, and the last two ground vehicles were now making their way over to the MAV-29 


to finish it off. The crew of the Arvak was not too concerned when they saw the BMP-3 pull up 


through the smoke, but they were a fair bit concerned when they saw the M1A3 Super Abrams 
slowly come through the smoke as well. 

The Arvak fired its last remaining rounds from its autocannon at the tank instead of the 
BMP-3, hoping that it would do at least something to the most threatening vehicle. However, the 
tank had plenty of reactive armor that absorbed practically all of the remaining rounds that the 
MAV-29 still had loaded in its autocannon. The prototype vehicle’s main gun finally stopped 
working due to running out of ammunition, and the crew inside of the MAV-29 knew that there 
was now nothing more they were able to do. They had lost, and they would likely be blown up 
right there by the Super Abrams. The tank aimed its cannon at the center of the laser generator, 
but the last BMP-3 was already shooting at the third compartment, just doing more damage to 
the already crippled Arvak. The Super Abrams was now aiming directly at the center 
compartment, right where the armor of the MAV-29 had eroded away enough to expose the 
inner-workings of the prototype vehicle. The tank waited just a couple more seconds to see if the 
crew had anything left to do in a vain attempt to make anything out of the situation, but the 
Arvak was simply too damaged to do anything. The prototype could not fight, it could not flee, 
and it could not change anything to make the situation better or worse. The MAV-29 was 
completely helpless and at the mercy of the Super Abrams. However, the tank crew did not seem 
to care; they fired upon the vehicle anyways. 

The 120mm round fired from the M1A3 and impacted right in the Arvak’s most 
vulnerable spot, and the entire MAV-29 erupted into a very violent and fiery explosion. Shrapnel 
was sent flying in all directions, and the fireball generated from the explosion was large enough 
that it was visible by the remaining two helicopters outside of the smoke plume. Some shrapnel 


of the destroyed prototype was even blown a fair bit away from the boundaries of the facility 


itself with some of it coming close to taking down the last two helicopters. If the remaining CDI 
personnel in the general vicinity of the Arvak were not sitting inside of armored vehicles, then 
they surely would have been severely injured or killed in the massive explosion. The flat dark 
earth paint schemes of the two surviving armored vehicles were now a charred gray color thanks 
to the explosion. The MAV-29 practically painted an explosion shadow on the last two vehicles 
which were responsible for delivering the death blow to the Arvak. 

The gunner of Rattlesnake commented on the explosion, “Damn. What the fuck did 
that?” The pilot of the Super Hind did not know the source of the explosion thanks to the smoke 
cloud which hid the battlefield, but he could no longer see the Arvak through the smoke cloud, 
“Shit, do you think that was the MAV-29?” The gunner attempted to spot the prototype, but the 
smoke was simply too thick to see through, “I can’t see anything. We’ll have to wait for the 
smoke to clear.” Before the pilot could say anything else, the crew of the Super Abrams spoke 
over the radio, “All callsign. The Arvak has been destroyed. I say again: The MAV-29 has been 
confirmed destroyed. Over.” Rattlesnake’s pilot heard the transmission over the radio just as the 
gunner did, and he spoke, “Huh. I guess that was the Arvak. I didn’t think it’d blow up like that, 
though.” The gunner replied as he looked into the sky to see how high the smoke cloud was 
rising, “Damn. Do you think that was the laser module exploding which did that?” The pilot 
considered the gunner’s suggestion, but he was not entirely sure, “Maybe. I guess we may or 
may not find out in the future.” 

All the CDI vehicles which remained operational in the area of operations were the two 
Mi-35 Super Hinds, the BMP-3, and the M1A3 Super Abrams. Though there were plenty of CDI 
infantrymen alive inside of the facility, CDI lost a great number of vehicles and men in this 


massive operation. Though CDI would be able to eventually recover, it would take them a decent 


amount of time to get the aircraft, tanks, and APCs back. It would also be an even greater 
amount of time before they would be able to manufacture and test another MAV-29. However, it 
could be argued that this operation was a live test of the MAV-29’s combat capabilities. After 
all, it took a whole fleet of aircraft, vehicles, and infantry armed with anti armor weapons to take 
the vehicle down. Though CDI was not initially sure whether or not the laser would be 
particularly effective as a weapon system, it ended up proving to be the MAV-29’s most valuable 
weapon. If it took that much to stop one MAV-29, one could only imagine how much effort it 
would take to bring down more than one of them. 

Inside of the facility, the CDI ground forces were finishing up sweeping the rest of the 
rooms. They had killed all of the MJ12 and Templar personnel they found, and they had even 
found and killed the men who were the supposed leaders of the secret society, including The 
Majestic One. However, none of the CDI personnel really understood the significance of the 
facility they raided, nor did they understand the significance of the people they killed. All they 
really knew is that they got their MAV-29 back, though it was definitely in plenty of pieces after 
the battle. There was nothing left of the MAV-29 that was salvageable after the mission; many 
pieces of the vehicle were scattered all over the place, and those pieces were practically 
unrecognizable as being part of the Arvak in the first place. The MAV-29’s design was going to 
be studied along with the mission itself. Changes would be made to the Arvak’s design 
accordingly to ensure that not only it would not get stolen again, but it would be even more 
effective in combat. Though these changes would eventually be made, they would not be made 
for a good long while. The Invisible War cost CDI a great deal of money that came out of their 
own pockets, and continuously losing resources and assets whilst getting nothing in return 


certainly does not help business. 


Though CDI did not understand what they had done, they had actually delayed the plans 
of the New World Order for a significant amount of time. Before the Invisible War began, the 
Illuminati was preparing to unleash their army of manufactured anthros that would be able to 
ravage the world’s governments. With the help of the XVP-1 Dreadnought and human opinion of 
the entire anthro race set at hostile terms, it would be rather easy for the Illuminati to institute a 
New World Order to ensure that no such event would occur in the future. However, they just 
would not tell the general populace that they were the ones who staged the entire world war to 
begin with. Instead, their plan for a One World Government was at a very great delay. Though 
the takeover of the Illuminati can never truly be stopped for good, it can indeed be delayed for a 
decent amount of time. With the loss of all of their resources, their research, their facilities, and a 
huge number of personnel, it would take several generations for the Illuminati to even build up 
just a fraction of what they had lost. They would have to start practically from scratch again, and 
they would be going up against a company such as CDI that would likely be even more powerful 
than it currently is. CDI did lose a lot of resources and personnel, but they still have plenty of 
resources which they did not lose. Though the victory in this particular operation was a rather 
Pyrrhic victory, in the grand scheme, CDI was more successful than they would know. At the 
same time, CDI was not solely responsible for the downfall of the Illuminati. If Saint Arcades 
was not present to take notice of the Omega Foundation in the first place, then the entire 
Illuminati likely would have remained completely unnoticed. Though the fox did not see what 
came of his strife, he at least would not have to worry about the likes of the I!luminati for the rest 
of his natural lifetime. Arcades may not have been able to rescue all of the anthros that he 
desired to rescue, but he was at least able to rescue two. Those two anthros are still two more 


than zero, and they will never forget what the fox had done for them both. 


The smoke had cleared up after a good while, and CDI reinforcements had eventually 
arrived to gather what they could from the base. The squadron of Fullbacks and Frogfoots circled 
the area for a good while, but they did not drop their bombs since all of the targets had been 
destroyed. Though the M1A3 and the BMP-3 were still operational after the battle, they were 
definitely damaged, and they would require significant maintenance and repairs before they 
would be able to return to combat operations. At this point, the sun had fallen on the facility, and 
the Mi-35 Super Hind had landed a fair bit away from the facility. Rattlesnake’s crew was 
standing out in the grass, and they were looking at the aftermath of the whole situation. The pilot 
spoke, “You know what this reminds me of?” The gunner was not entirely sure what the pilot 
was talking about, but he was curious as to hear what the pilot was referring to, “What’s that?” 
The pilot replied, “Do you remember what happened back in ‘28? You know? That first facility 
we went to? It kinda looked like this, a bit. It was just... How do I say it? It looked familiar. 
Don’t you think?” The gunner shrugged, “I suppose so. You know, I’m sitting here trying to 
think about how these guys are able to build all of this completely unnoticed. After all, I heard 
this place wasn’t even visible from satellite imagery. I guess whoever made this place was 
imposing enough to censor it.” 

The pilot continued to watch the rest of the CDI forces continue their cleanup of the 
facility, but he could not help but notice something that he found to be weird, “Don’t you 
remember how they found anthros at all of these other facilities? How come this one’s different? 
There was not a single anthro here. This entire battle was just humans fighting other humans.” 
The gunner shrugged, “Are you sure about that? They haven’t even finished taking everything 
out from in there.” The pilot replied, “Well, they’ve stopped fighting, and they didn’t find any 


anthros.” The gunner closed his eyes, and he thought of something he found to be amusing. The 


human gunner spoke to the pilot after a short chuckle, “Hehe. Think about this -- You ready? 
What if this place was the kingpin of some sort of organization that was trafficking anthros just 
to make an army out of them to take over the world?” The pilot was not very amused, “How do 
you even come up with that? It sounds like some sort of plot that somebody would write in a 
weird spy action thriller or something.” The gunner displayed a small grin due to the sheer 
hilarity of his colleague’s response, but he was unable to come up with a good answer, “Well...” 
The pilot spoke once the gunner fell silent, “Let’s just hope that this’II be the last time we’ve 
gotta deal with something like this.” The gunner agreed, “I’m with you.” The crew of 
Rattlesnake continued to watch the cleanup of the facility. They were just glad the battle was all 


done and over with. 


Chapter 15 


Hofmeier’s Barter 


“Alright, Jason. We’re ready. Let’s get going,” Arcades said as he sat in the rather small 
boat with the wolf. Jason acknowledged the fox and stood up in the boat the best he could 
without losing his balance, “Fair dinkum, mate. Here we go.” The wolf undid the rope which 
tethered the boat to the small wooden dock, and once the boat was free, Jason sat back down in 
the boat and looked to the fox who was manning the boat’s motor. Arcades waited until the wolf 
gave him a thumbs up, and the fox began to accelerate the watercraft away from the dock, “Hold 
on to somethin’. I ain’t too sure how fast this thing will take off.” The wolf held on to the side of 
the boat as well as the seat, but he was not jerked by interia when the fox activated the boat’s 
throttle. Arcades was not moving too quickly, but he did pick up some speed once he felt 
confident enough that they would not have an immediate accident from increasing the boat’s 
throttle some more. 

The boat’s motor was fairly loud, so the two anthros would not have a chance to speak 
with one another during the ride itself. Arcades and Jason only looked ahead as they proceeded 
further away from the dock. The fox looked around the surroundings as he continued: The skies 
were blue and clear, the weather was fairly warm for a summer day in Florida, and they so 
happened to be the only people out on a boat in the general vicinity. A few other civilian boats 
were visible in the far distance, but the two anthros were not planning on heading out so far. 


They only needed to go far enough so they would be able to deposit what they needed to before 


heading back. The day would definitely be one to remember for both of the anthros, and they 
recognized that by dropping off the contents held in the boat, they would be metaphorically 
turning to a new page in life. 

Nevertheless, both anthros were concurrently pondering the events they endured during 
the Invisible War, but they were glad that they were finally free from the conflict. Even though 
the fox and the wolf experienced plenty of hardships and stressful situations during the unseen 
conflict, they did not regret a single bit of it. They knew that if they did not get involved in the 
first place, then the Omega Foundation would likely still be operating. However, little did the 
two brothers know, their actions led to the downfall of both the Majestic 12 as well as the 
Knights Templar. It was not a downfall they got to see or even know about, but they were still 
responsible for the ultimate success in the end. It was a success which cost them greatly: Arcades 
lost his career path, Jason lost his biological brother, and both anthros came very close to losing 
their natural lives multiple times throughout the course of the battles they fought in. In the end, 
both of the anthros had practically nothing to show for their efforts and experiences, and they 
knew that nobody would understand them even if they tried to explain the Invisible War with as 
much detail as possible. Not many people knew about the conflict in general, and there was not 
even too much of a reason to even bother explaining it. Though it would serve as a cautionary 
tale against the agendas of the New World Order, many people would not even bother to care 
about the impending authoritarian regime in the first place. Even if they knew, they likely would 
not even bother to thank any of the people responsible for delaying the Illuminati’s plans. 

Arcades looked down at the large duffel bag in front of him, and he thought about how 
the contents of his bag helped him out greatly during the Invisible War. The fox knew that his 


bag contained many items which were exceedingly uncommon in the hands of American 


civilians, but at the same time, he also knew that he would be unable to keep the bag’s contents. 
After all, he no longer owned a company. Arcades no longer had an FFL or an SOT, and he 
would be considered by the government to be a criminal for merely possessing the collection of 
machine gun lower receivers in his bag. The fox thought it would be unjust for the government to 
imprison him after all that he did, but he also knew that he should not be looking for justice in a 
world run by fallen beings. After all, Arcades and Jason were fully aware that they lived in a 
Fallen World. It was a Fallen World which had been plagued by an Invisible War. 

After about fifteen more minutes of driving the boat, Arcades cut the engine’s throttle 
before disabling the engine. The polymer-hulled boat immediately began to slow down since 
water resistance was a greater force than the stalled engine. The wolf turned around to face the 
fox while still sitting in his seat, but he did not initially speak. Jason’s eyes trailed down to view 
the large duffel bag sitting in the middle of the boat, and the wolf could not help but think back 
to when he first met the fox. Jason was ultimately astounded that he went from being an 
employee of Kurt Hofmeier to being a brother of Saint Arcades. The wolf could not even 
compare his current brother to his biological brother; Jack Barter did not even behave like a 
brother to Jason Barter. Arcades never used the wolf for any nefarious purposes, and the fox 
always kept his brother’s interests in mind throughout all the things they did together. In a way, 
Jason wished that he had met Saint Arcades earlier, but he was at least comforted by the thought 
that he would be able to share a perfect eternity with the fox once they were resurrected by Jesus 
and judged for what they did in life. After all, life on Earth was short, but life in eternity with a 
perfect God is literally timeless. 

When Jason saw his brother stand up, he finally began to speak to the fox, “Is it finally 


time, Kurt?” Arcades gave a nod in response, “I guess so. Perhaps you can consider this to be our 


final sortie. Almost kinda sad, don’t you think?” Jason stood up to stand at more of an eye-level 
with the fox, despite the fact that he was about an inch shorter than Arcades, “I know that this 
stuff means a lot to you, but at least we don’t have to get rid of what we both like better. Right?” 
The fox knew what the wolf was alluding to, and he smiled when he made the mental 
connection, “Too true.” Jason looked back down at the bag and said, “Also, at least we can live 
in peace for a little while here. After all, wouldn’t you rather get rid of this stuff if it meant that 
we wouldn’t have to deal with the likes of the Foundation ever again?” Arcades stood silent for a 
moment, but he was able to answer the wolf’s question, “Yeah. I would. However, it just sucks 
that I won’t be able to keep this stuff. I know that we won’t be able to play with it after we get 
resurrected, but at that point, I doubt we’ll even remember any of this stuff. We won’t be able to 
remember anything that was sinful or brought about because of sin. These tools were made for 
war, and there won’t be any war in the New Earth.” When the fox finished speaking, the wolf 
formed a smile on his face and reassuringly said, “At least we’ll always have each other. That’s 
something you can count on.” 

Arcades gave a sigh of relief, “You got that right. We’ll definitely remember each other, 
but we’ll only remember the good. We won’t even be able to remember the bad.” Jason still had 
the smile on his face, “Even better innit? D’nt’ya think? At that point, we don’t even need to 
remember the bad. It’s not like anything bad would ever happen ever again for eternity.” The fox 
nodded in agreement, “I see what you mean. This world’s full of sin, but God’s perfect domain 
has not a single sin.” Jason said, “That’s the ticket. I’m sure we’ ll have a much better time there 
than we’ll ever have here on Earth, and we’ll be able to experience that perfect reality together.” 


Arcades looked the wolf directly in the eye and spoke, “I wouldn’t have it any other way.” Both 


Jason and Arcades now had smiles on their faces, and they were finally ready to complete what 
they would consider to be their final mission. 

“Let’s get to it,” Arcades said as he bent down to unzip the duffel bag. Jason remained 
standing; he was going to let the fox have all of the honors. The wolf, from his standing position, 
was able to see the full contents of the bag as it was opened: There were plenty of lower 
receivers of all sorts of firearms. The wolf immediately recognized most of the items contained 
in the bag, for he had used a great deal of them himself when he was working for Kurt Hofmeier. 
However, now that he was living with Saint Arcades, the bag contained mostly sour memories 
from the Invisible War. Jason did not really know what he was getting himself to when he agreed 
to work for Fox Security back in late 2027, but looking back at his choice, he definitely did not 
regret doing so. Jason always had a particular liking for the fox, and he was glad that Arcades 
was still willing to have him as a brother rather than just as a mere employee. The wolf also was 
thankful that the fox was as patient as he was, for he knew that most people would probably not 
have been too forgiving if they were on the receiving end of what Jason attempted to do not even 
a full year into his employment. 

Arcades reached into the bag and retrieved the stripped lower receiver of a select-fire 
Heckler & Koch HK416A5. The fox brought the illegal firearm up to his chest and inspected it. 
After a short moment of silence, Arcades began to speak while still looking at the lower receiver, 
“T remember getting this one. It was one of the first guns I bought when I first got my SOT. I got 
it because you could get them from HK for under two thousand dollars. To put things into 
perspective, the civilian MR556 that’s a bit of a downgrade went for over three thousand dollars. 
It’s weird, but that’s just the unfortunate reality of things.” Jason also shared memories of the 


rifle, “I remember that one. Didn’t Bobby use that back when we went to Berlin in 2028?” 


Arcades nodded, “Yep. It’s the same rifle. The HK416 was always a weapon which I thought 
looked pretty nice. The A5 model has this canted magwell that looks more like what you'd get 
on a standard AR-15. It was done that way to accept more magazines.” 

Arcades had stopped talking, and Jason had nothing else to add. The wolf looked towards 
the water, but before the fox dropped the weapon into the water, Jason did say, “At least we 
made a pretty decent amount from selling the parts from it, right?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah. It’s 
been a hot minute since that happened, so I don’t remember how much it sold for. However, I do 
know that I didn’t really lose too much on this rifle. It held up really well, and it sure served its 
purpose. I just really wish I didn’t have to do this.” Jason replied to the fox’s last statement, “I 
wish so as well, but I think we both can agree that being detained by an actual law enforcement 
agency is not as fun as being detained at our discretion.” Arcades could not help but subtly 
chuckle at the wolf’s statement, “Heh. Too true...” Though the wolf's comment did somewhat 
lighten the mood, the fox’s smile quickly disappeared as he held the firearm over the water. 
Neither of the anthros knew how deep the water was, but they were sure that the firearms they 
were dropping would not be found by anybody anytime soon. The fox finally built up the 
courage to drop the firearm, and he watched as it sunk into the water and completely disappeared 
within seconds. 

“There it goes. It’s gone,” the wolf said, watching the firearm fade away into the water. 
Arcades closed his eyes and took a deep breath; he was not enjoying this moment, but he knew 
that he really had no other choice. The wolf noticed that the fox was visibly distressed, so he 
spoke up, “Hey, come on, Kurt. We’ll be better off without that stuff anyways. When were we 
even going to use it now that the war’s over, anyways?” Arcades opened his eyes, and he looked 


back up at the wolf, “We wouldn’t be planning on using it, but I still liked keeping them around. 


They were fun to play with.” The wolf replied, “Those haven’t even been assembled for over a 
year now, mate. We’ll be fine without ‘em. I can all but promise you that.” Arcades gave one 
more sigh before retrieving another gun from the bag; the fox knew that what the wolf said was 
true. 

The fox proceeded to discard many of the weapons which he did not have too great of a 
connection to. As the fox continued to drop more and more weapons into the water, he was 
finding it easier to abandon the weapons. However, Arcades seemed to be specifically avoiding 
the weapons which he held more of a personal connection to, even though he knew that he would 
have to end up tossing them into the water anyways. The heavier weapons such as the FN MAG 
and FN Minimi were not hard for the fox to toss; it was not like Arcades liked to lug around such 
heavy weapons to begin with. The fox hesitated a bit before throwing out the FN SCAR and the 
HK G36, but he was able to part ways with the weapons. Arcades threw out his SIG Sauer MCX 
Spear without too much trouble. The MCX Spear was the last weapon the fox had obtained in 
2030, and he did not even get to shoot it more than once. Nevertheless, Arcades wished that he 
would have the opportunity to fire the weapon again, but he knew that keeping the firearm was 
not an option since he would likely be caught with the weapon eventually. Jason mainly sat back 
and watched as all of the weapons plummeted into the water, and he could also tell that Arcades 
still appeared visibly upset while he discarded his collection of weapons, even if they were not 
even assembled to fire any projectiles. The wolf was not too upset since he did not come from a 
culture which loved firearms, but he still found himself saddened by seeing Arcades so upset. 
The fox did not even have a chance to keep his civilian legal firearms since he had to sell 
literally all of them to be able to make enough money. Jason knew that he would make it up to 


the fox once they returned home. 


After throwing out the auto sear from the Glock 17 and the lower receiver from the 
KRISS Vector, Arcades was now out of all of the weapons which held lesser significance to him. 
All the fox had now were weapons which were very important to him on a sentimental level, and 
there were only three of them. Arcades reached into his bag and pulled out the first weapon, the 
Heckler & Koch 433. Jason recognized the rifle when he saw it, and he was starting to wonder 
where the weapon was. The fox held the lower receiver of the weapon in front of him, and he 
spoke, “I bet you know about this weapon, don’t you?” The wolf nodded, “I sure do, mate. Both 
of us have used it.” Arcades nodded, “Yep. This thing has not let me down. I remember bringing 
this one to Berlin just like with the HK416 and the G36. You used this weapon when we went to 
the Congo in ‘28. It’s just a shame that we’ll have to drop this one here with the rest.” Jason 
really wanted to do something to comfort the fox, but Arcades was just a couple inches out of the 
wolf’s reach. Jason could only give his brother words of encouragement, “What matters is that 
we'll be able to move on and have a better future. I know you’ll feel better when it’s all done and 
over with, mate.” 

Arcades frowned while looking at the weapon part, and he finally let go of the weapon 
after holding it over the water for probably a couple seconds longer than he should have. Both 
anthros watched the receiver disappear in the water, and at that point, they both knew that it was 
now on its way to join the rest of the illegal weaponry at the bottom of the water. With the 
HK433 now gone as well, there were only two more weapons left in the bag. Arcades reached 
into the bag and pulled out the most complete weapon out of the entire collection, the XMP-1. 
The XMP-1 was only lacking its scope and two magazines, but everything else was still held 
together since most of the weapon’s assembly was not compatible with more familiar weapon 


systems that would be found in the civilian or military market. Since the XMP-1 was still mostly 


assembled, the fox was able to pull the charging handle back and watch the bolt cycle. The fox 
frowned as he looked at the unique weapon, “The Foundation’s rifle...” 

Jason looked at the weapon as the fox played with it, and he spoke up in response to the 
fox’s description of the weapon, “Prolly the last thing we have to remember the Foundation by. 
When we get rid of it, I guess we’ll be truly free from the Foundation for good. We won’t even 
have their rifle to remember them by.” Holding the weapon over the water with both hands, 
Arcades wanted to share his closing thoughts about the Foundation before letting go of the XMP- 
1, “Y’ know, I just wish that we could’ve done more. All those anthros trapped in the Foundation, 
and we couldn’t get them all out. It’s a true shame.” Jason replied, “At least we got Jackie out, 
right?” Arcades nodded, but he was not satisfied, “True, but she ended up moving away.” Jason 
then said, “Yeah, but I’d say that’s probably because she’s quite young compared to us two. She 
still has a great deal of her life to live, and she’s not retiring in her early thirties like we are.” 
Arcades examined the XMP-1 again; he knew that he would never see the rifle ever again after 
he dropped it in the water. The fox was wondering how much the weapon would sell for, but he 
also knew that he would not even be legally able to sell the rifle without his Federal Firearms 
License and Special Occupational Tax. On the topic of Jackie, Arcades had one last thing to say, 
“T just pray that she accepted the Lord. I’d hate for her to endure damnation.” Jason said, “That’s 
between her and the Lord, mate. You know it’s not our job to make people accept Christ or not. 
All we have to do is just get the word out. They’Il have to choose for themselves.” Arcades took 
a deep breath and finally let go of the XMP-1. The rifle, being more massive than the others, 
quickly disappeared into the water and sank. 

Arcades spoke as he watched the last image of the XMP-1 fade into the water, “There it 


goes.” Jason was surprised that the fox was getting so upset over watching a piece of the 


enemy’s property go into the water, “I suppose that would’ve looked good in a museum. Too bad 
nobody even knows about this little war we had.” Arcades did not respond to the wolf’s 
comment; he only turned back around to retrieve the last item in the bag. The fox stood over the 
bag, and he bent down to retrieve it. When the fox emerged with the last item, he could feel his 
eyes beginning to water up. Jason laid his eyes upon the last item which the fox held, and he 
understood why Arcades waited to drop this specific weapon off last. Arcades examined the 
lower receiver of his select-fire Salient Arms International Tier 1 AR-15 GRY, and he knew that 
this would be the last time he would ever look at his favorite firearm again. The fox attempted to 
speak, but he could only let out a mild sob. 

Arcades closed his eyes tightly while clutching on to the last firearm he had, and he could 
feel the tears running down his furry cheeks. Jason, seeing that the duffel bag was now empty, 
stepped over the bag and took the fox in for an embrace. The wolf still could not relate with the 
fox’s specific fondness for these weapons, but he understood that they meant a great deal to him. 
As Jason continued to hold the fox and embraced him, Arcades’ sobs only began to get louder. 
The fox buried his face into the wolf’s chest, and he hugged the wolf back while still holding the 
Salient GRY. The Salient GRY was the fox’s favorite weapon, and he never wanted to have to 
get rid of it. Jason never quite understood why Americans loved their firearms so much, but he 
did understand why Arcades was particularly upset about ridding himself of this gun. Jason 
always saw the fox with the rifle, save for some particular occasions, and the wolf knew that his 
brother always took great care of the weapon. Jason even remembered that when he was found 
for the first time in Alaska, Arcades was wielding the Salient GRY. The pair no longer even 
possessed the upper receiver for the weapon; they had sold it along with the entire inventory of 


their tactical items. Jason patted the fox on the back as Arcades continued to cry, and he just 


knew that he would have to do something to cheer the fox up when they got home. The wolf 
already knew what he had in mind, but he decided to not let Arcades know at the moment in 
order to give the fox a bit of a surprise even if the fox could predict what the wolf was thinking 
of. 

After the fox cried into the wolf’s chest for a good few minutes, he finally lifted himself 
up and looked at the wolf in his eyes. Jason’s face clearly indicated his sympathy towards the 
fox, and the wolf spoke directly to the fox, “You'll always have me, Kurt.” Arcades, throughout 
his teary eyes, managed to develop a smile on his face. The fox knew that an inorganic piece of 
machined aluminium could not love him, but the wolf embracing him already greatly loved him. 
Arcades knew what he had to do: The fox waited for Jason to back up a couple steps before 
holding the last firearm he had over the water. Arcades looked at the water, and he looked back 
at the Salient GRY. The fox closely examined the weapon’s receiver for the very last time, and 
he read the engravings in his head, ‘Salient Arms International. MOD: GRY. CALIBER: MULTI. 
SAI 002193. SAI: LAS VEGAS, NV.’ Arcades felt his eyes tearing up again as he felt the 
engravings with his thumb; it would be the last time he would ever see the engravings, let alone 
feel them. 

Arcades felt the lower receiver over one last time. The fox had always relied on his 
Salient Arms GRY, and the weapon had never failed him. Being part of the AR-15 family, the 
GRY was already liked by the fox, and the rifle was fine-tuned to have everything Arcades 
wanted out of a weapon. The base rifle was already very expensive compared to most premium 
performance AR-15s, and it was also the rifle which the fox put the most effort and money into 
tuning to meet his likings. The fox wished that the legislation surrounding firearms were not as 


restrictive as they were, but there was simply nothing he could do to change the situation. Jason 


was still watching the fox hold the lower receiver. The wolf was not going to say anything to get 
Arcades to drop the weapon; he was going to wait until the fox was ready to drop it himself. 
Finally, Arcades took in a deep breath, and he finally loosened his grip on the weapon before it 
fell from his fingers and plunged into the water. The fox immediately looked down to the water 
as he watched his last remaining and most favorite firearm sink into the water before 
disappearing for good. The fox could only see the weapon for mere seconds while it sank before 
it disappeared from his sight forever. Arcades no longer possessed any firearms, whether they be 
legal or illegal. When the fox was finished, he could feel the wolf lightly grabbing his shoulders, 
“You did it, Kurt. It’s all over. Let’s go home.” 

The boat ride back to the shore took roughly the same amount of time as it did driving out 
in the first place, but the boat was able to go just a bit faster since it was not carrying as much 
weight. Jason and Arcades returned to the dock safely, and after securing the boat back to the 
post it was tied to in the first place, the two anthros proceeded up the dock carrying nothing but 
an empty duffel bag. The two anthros walked in silence as they made their way back to their 
vehicle. Arcades was still rather upset since he lost all of his guns to the Gulf of Mexico, but at 
the same time, he knew that there was truly nothing he could do. After losing his establishment 
thanks to an attack carried out by the Illuminati, Arcades had no other choice but to sell the guns 
that were legal for civilians to own and to abandon the guns which he could not legally own 
without an FFL and SOT. Fortunately for both anthros, they were able to make enough money 
from selling all of the guns they could, and after doing some jobs together around the city of 
Pensacola, they were able to move from a rental house to a permanent domicile which they 
owned. Both anthros still had a decent amount of money left over from the sale of their tactical 


gear and firearms, but they did not plan on buying any of the stuff back. After all, following the 


Invisible War, both anthros felt that they had enough of the tactical lifestyle. Their final mission 
had been completed. 

Jason broke the silence as he walked with the fox, “Y’ know, Kurt. I don’t recall you ever 
telling me how you got the name ‘Saint Arcades’. How’d that come about, mate?” Arcades 
replied, “Well... I don’t really think I even remember how I came with that. I just remember 
thinking about it a long time ago, and I just decided to roll with it.” Jason smiled and asked, 
“Why don’t I have a name like that? I’ve just been Jason.” Arcades said, “You don’t even call 
me Arcades in the first place. You just call me by my real name.” Jason nodded, “Yeah, I know, 
but what if I need a cool name like that to be referred to every once in a while?” Arcades 
shrugged while still carrying the empty duffel bag, “When would that be? We don’t need 
callsigns anymore.” Jason knew that they would not be participating in any engagements within 
the near future, so he knew he could not use combat as a reason, “Uhh... Y’ know, I don’t think 
I’ve thought about that, mate. I just want a neat name I can also be known as.” Arcades thought 
up a name off the top of his head, “Hmmm... How about Saint Photias? How does that sound?” 
The wolf was impressed, “I like it. How’d you go about making that one, mate?” Arcades 
replied, “Well... It’s probably not too far how I came up with Arcades. I kinda just came up with 
it.” 

After about five more minutes of walking on foot, both Arcades and Photias finally 
returned to where they parked their 4Runner. Out of practically everything else that the two 
anthros lost during the Invisible War, they were at least able to keep their SUV. Arcades opened 
the rear door of the vehicle, and he dropped the empty duffel bag inside before closing the rear 
door. Photias was already making his way to the passenger seat, and by the time Arcades opened 


the driver door, the wolf was already sitting in his seat with his seatbelt on. The fox sat in the 


driver’s seat, closed the door behind him, put his seatbelt on, turned the key, and started the 
vehicle. As the engine started, Photias asked his brother a question, “Doesn’t that feel a bit 
better, mate? We can finally put this behind us for good.” Arcades shifted the gearbox out of 
park and began to pull out of the space he was parked in, “I suppose. However, I guess I'll have 
to just get over it. I suppose there are better things for me to get involved with than guns.” 
Photias smiled, remembering what he had in mind, “I think you’ll come to get over it faster than 
you think, mate. I think we both know what you like better than playing with guns.” Arcades 
knew what Photias was referring to, but he did not exactly realize that the wolf was planning to 
treat the fox with exactly that when they made it back home. The fox would have to wait until 
they got back home before he would receive his treat from the wolf. 

The drive back to the two anthro’s home was uneventful. If it was not for the stereo 
system in the vehicle, then the ride would have been completely silent. Arcades mainly kept his 
attention to the road, but his facial expression suggested that he was still bothered by ridding 
himself of all of his firearms even if they were illegal for him to own. Photias was debating on 
saying something to the fox, but the wolf thought that waiting until they got home would be a 
better time to cheer the fox up. The vehicle’s stereo was not playing any music from the local 
radio stations; it instead played songs that were saved on a small USB device that was plugged 
into the vehicle’s auxiliary input. The roads were also not too crowded, but the anthros did not 
take too many main roads during their trip back home. The sky was still clear, the sun was 
shining as bright as it normally did, and everybody still went about their day without paying too 
much attention to matters occurring outside of town. As the 4Runner drove by people carrying 
on about the same business they kept every working day of the week, they had no idea that the 


car that passed them by just so happened to be driven by the same anthros who were ultimately 


responsible for buying them time to continue their usual activities without the likes of the 
Illuminati interfering in their lives. If Arcades and Photias did not do their part in the Invisible 
War, it likely would have been too late for a great chunk of people around the world. They would 
never be thanked for their efforts while they lived, and they would not even be recognized for 
their efforts in any such way. Nobody would ever hear of their plight, but they still knew that 
their true reward would not be on the earth they lived on. Rather, the two Saints would receive 
their true reward on the Day of Judgement. 

Arcades finally pulled into the driveway of their house: It was a residence that was 
slightly secluded from any neighbors; the nearest neighbors were about a block or two away. The 
two anthros had a couple acres worth of land, and they would be rather undisturbed by anybody 
who would be in the area given their seclusion. The fox pressed the button in the SUV to toggle 
the garage door, and he waited for the door to completely open before driving into the parking 
space. To the immediate right of the 4Runner’s parking spot was the Ford Mustang, albeit with a 
repaired roof. The wolf laid his eyes on the Mustang, and even though he saw the same car every 
single time he entered the garage, this time especially seemed to make him think about more than 
just the car that they would occasionally take when they did not need to use the 4Runner. Photias 
thought back to when the car was used during the Invisible War, and he was quite surprised that 
the car was able to survive the conflict. Even though the Mustang was not directly used in any 
specific operation, save for the operation in Hong Kong, it had been taken all over the world and 
had even taken enemy fire. 

When the SUV came to a complete stop, the fox disabled the vehicle’s engine, “Welp. 
Here we are once again.” When the key turned the entire way to the off position, the music 


player in the vehicle also disabled itself, and the vehicle fell silent again. The wolf undid his 


seatbelt first, but he did not open the door until the fox removed his own seatbelt. With both of 
the anthros now free from their seatbelts, Arcades went to open his door first, and he was soon 
followed by Photias. Both the fox and the wolf stepped out of the vehicle, and they closed the 
door behind them before meeting at the door which would take them into their house from their 
garage. After pressing the button to close the garage door and stepping through a short 
connecting room, the two anthros were now back home again. The wolf had removed his shoes 
when he came back inside, but Arcades did not need to remove his shoes since he was not 
wearing any to begin with. When the wolf met the fox in their house, he remembered what he 
was going to do for the fox to cheer him up, “So, Kurt. How about you go and change into 
something you’d be the most comfortable in?” 

Arcades understood what Photias was talking about, and he did not see any reason as to 
why he would decline the wolf’s offer, “Sure.” The fox proceeded to go towards his room, and 
the wolf followed in order to grab the same bag which Arcades had held onto for over an entire 
decade. Photias grabbed the heavy bag from the top of the cabinet which it remained on, and he 
briefly spoke to the fox before leaving the room to allow him to change, “Meet me in the main 
room when you’re ready. Yeah?” Arcades nodded and replied to Photias, “Sure thing, Jason.” 
The wolf left the fox alone, and he brought the heavy bag to the living room where he sat it down 
in the middle of the room and sat down himself in order to check out the bag’s contents. When 
the wolf opened the bag, he was met with the same restraints that Arcades had amassed over the 
years. Photias remembered back to the first time he had ever restrained the fox, and he was quite 
amazed when he took into account that about four years had passed since he first did such. 
Nowadays, the contents of the bag were not used too often, but when they were used, it was 


always an immensely enjoyable experience for both the fox and the wolf. Photias tried to 


remember the last time he had restrained the fox, and the most recent time he could think of was 
probably four months ago. The bag’s contents also remained relatively unchanged since the end 
of the Invisible War, with the fox only acquiring just a couple items since both anthros moved 
into their new house. It was not like there was much to obtain anyways; Arcades had basically 
everything he wanted in the bag before the Invisible War even began in the first place. 

Photias looked into the bag, and he visually checked the contents over while 
remembering all the times he used the carbon steel devices contained by the bag. The wolf’s 
train of thought was interrupted when he heard the fox enter the room and say, “Alright, Jason. 
I’m about ready.” Photias looked up at Arcades, and he looked to see what the fox chose to wear: 
Arcades was only wearing a black Under Armour moisture wicking shirt and a pair of blue high- 
cut shorts, typical attire that the fox wore for such occasions. The wolf stood up, but he did not 
grab anything out of the bag, “Are you ready, mate?” The fox nodded, and he came closer to 
where Photias was now standing. The wolf bent over to grab something out of the bag, and he 
was not initially too sure with what item he wanted to use first. Arcades watched the wolf dig 
through the bag, but the fox decided that he would turn himself around to face away from the 
wolf. Not only did Arcades want to be surprised by what Photias took out of the bag, he also 
knew that the wolf was also likely going to ask him to turn around anyways. Sure, Arcades was 
not required to turn around; after all this was a completely consensual activity that he was 
participating in, but he also would have complied with the wolf had he asked him to turn around 
anyways. 

The fox kept his arms by his sides, and he was anticipating for the wolf to reach out and 
take hold of them. All Arcades could really hear was the sound of Photias still browsing through 


the bag, and he was beginning to wonder if the wolf was having a difficult time choosing which 


item to start with himself. After a good moment of waiting, the fox could hear Photias finally 
make his decision: The wolf stepped up behind the fox and gently grabbed his wrists and brought 
them around behind his back while avoiding the fox’s fluffy tail from getting in the way. Within 
the next several seconds, Photias had locked the fox’s wrists in a pair of Smith & Wesson M- 
300-1s. After waiting for the wolf to double-lock the restraints by using the post on the end of 
the key, Arcades began to feel the restraints for himself in order to try and identify them without 
looking at them. The fox could feel the unique hinge that the Smith & Wesson hinged handcuffs 
used, and he also could feel the open slots that were used for double-locking. Arcades took his 
guess, “Smith & Wesson Model 300?” Photias did not have all of the restraint models 
memorized, but he did know that the Smith & Wesson models were the ones with the slots for 
double-locking, “Yeah, that’!l be it, mate.” 

The fox formed a smile, and he turned his head to the left until he was able to somewhat 
see the wolf in his peripheral vision, “Off to a good start, I’d say.” The wolf smiled back at 
Arcades, and he gave a suggestion for the fox, “How about you kneel on the couch? I'll put some 
of these around your legs as well, if you'd like.” Arcades immediately proceeded towards the 
couch to kneel on it, and he also replied to the wolf as he did so, “Of course. It wouldn’t be 
complete without that.” The fox placed his knees on the couch, but he made sure that his ankles 
would be hanging off the edge of the couch; his ankles needed to still be accessible to the wolf. 
Photias spent less time searching for the restraints he was going to use next, and he was already 
walking towards the fox with a pair of Smith & Wesson M-1900-1s in his hands. 

The wolf stood behind the restrained fox, and he took a look at the fox’s hands: They 
visibly appeared relaxed, and Photias slowly nodded to himself in order to note that he was 


currently doing a good job at relaxing the fox. Photias opened the shackles manually, not 


wanting to open them by knocking them against the fox’s ankles, for the wolf knew that Arcades 
would most likely not appreciate the feeling of cold steel rapidly colliding with his achilles 
tendons. As Photias shackled the fox, he noticed that Arcades had spread his legs in such a way 
that his tail would not get caught up on the soles of his feet while waiting to be restrained. Even 
though Arcades’ white-tipped tail was not directly getting in the way, Photias still had to run the 
chain underneath the tail to ensure that it would not get caught on top of the tail when the fox 
decided to stand up. The wolf tightened the leg restraints to the same configuration that he knew 
Arcades preferred, and he made sure to double-lock the shackles to prevent them from tightening 
in case the fox decided to kneel on them. 

Now that the Photias was finished, he stood up and took a few steps away from the fox 
before saying, “There you go, Kurt. How’s that feel for you?” Using his knees, the fox backed 
himself up until he was able to roll backwards off of the couch and stand on his feet. Arcades 
looked down at the distinctly-shaped shackles around his bare ankles, nodded, and said, “Looks 
about right. Feels pretty nice as well. Thanks, Jason.” Photias was glad that he was doing a good 
job at comfortably restraining the fox, “Glad to hear it, Kurt. I’m sure that you’d be alright 
staying like that for a ‘lil bit? Even though you can always ask for me to let you out.” Arcades 
turned around to face the wolf and nodded, “Yeah. It wouldn’t be a problem for me.” Photias 
smiled and said, “Good. How about we sit down somewhere?” Arcades looked down towards the 
ground, “You want me to sit here or what?” Photias shook his head, ““Anywhere you want, 
mate.” The fox took a couple steps forwards before dropping down to a kneeling position in the 
middle of the room. 

Once the fox took his seat on the ground, Photias sat directly to the fox’s right, but the 


wolf was not in a kneeling position like Arcades was. The wolf turned his head to the left to face 


the fox, but Arcades was not currently looking back at Photias. Instead, Arcades was looking at 
the fur on his exposed thighs. The wolf turned his eyes towards the fox’s back, and he could see 
that Arcades was trying his best to get to a comfortable position while wearing the hinged 
handcuffs and leg restraints. Photias noticed that the fox seemed to continue to shift his position 
for a good few seconds, so the wolf decided to ask, “Kurt, if that’s too uncomfortable for you, I 
can let you out.” Arcades stopped moving around when he heard the wolf speak, and he turned 
his head towards the right in order to face Photias, “Oh, you don’t have to do that, Jason. I’m just 
trying to get into a good position. That’s all.” The wolf decided to ask the fox the same question, 
though partially rephrased, “Are you sure? I can put those in the front if you’d like; though ’'m 
pretty sure you'd still be able to do that yourself by bringing your hands underneath your legs.” 
Arcades only shuffled for about a second before replying, “I’m sure I'll be fine like this. If I get 
uncomfortable or want you to let me out, III let you know.” 

“Tt’s not like you need to ask my permission to get out, though,” Photias said as the fox 
finished his own statement. Arcades nodded, “Yeah, I know.” The two anthros fell silent for a 
moment, and Photias could see that the fox was just about in a comfortable position since he was 
no longer shuffling on his knees: Arcades was on his knees with his left foot crossed on top of 
the sole of his right foot, and the fox’s tail was practically going straight over his feet with his 
hands lying on top of his tail. With no more movement from Arcades, Photias decided that he 
should ask the fox a question, “Well, Kurt. Now that you don’t have those guns anymore, they 
can’t detain you for that. Now, I’m the only one who can do that, even though you’re not really 
detained, of course.” Arcades perked up a small smile and said, “At least you treat me better than 
they would. Those guys don’t love you, and they don’t really care whether or not you’re feeling 


alright or not.” The wolf placed his left hand on the fox’s right shoulder, “Aren’t you glad that I 


do care?” Arcades nodded, “Of course. I know that I have nothing to fear from you. I know that 
we’re just doing this because we both enjoy it.” Photias replied, “Fair dinkum, mate. You like 
being in it, and I still somewhat like seeing you like that, even though it’s not nearly as intense as 
it used to be. I’d say it all seemed to work out in the end, now didn’t it?” 

Arcades remembered back to how the wolf originally acted when he saw the fox in 
chains, and he compared that to how the wolf acted now. The fox could definitely tell the 
difference, “Yeah, I’d say so. I’m glad you were able to get over it.” The wolf looked at the fox’s 
legs while Arcades knelt, and he formed a small idea in his head, “How ‘bout you sit with your 
legs out? I’ve an idea I’m sure you’ll like.” Arcades briefly sat up while still on his knees, and he 
brought his legs forwards before sitting down again. By the time the fox was sitting back down, 
his legs were fully extended, and he could already see that Photias was looking at his feet. 
Arcades chuckled, “Heh. Did you ask me that just so you could look at my feet?” The wolf 
shook his head, “Not quite. I’m about to do something.” Photias took the key, and he began to 
unlock the shackles around the fox’s ankles. After the fox’s legs were briefly free from the leg 
restraints, the wolf went back into the bag to grab a pair of Smith & Wesson M-110-1s. The 
restraints which Photias returned with were practically identical to the M-1900, but they had a 
short length of chain that regular handcuffs featured. 

Arcades recognized the new restraints which Photias had chosen, and he lifted up his 
right ankle first to allow for the wolf to lock his ankles in the restraints again. Since the M-110s 
shared the same frames and general construction as the M-1900s, Photias tightened them the 
same amount as he did with the previous shackles. Once the fox’s ankles were locked in 
restraints again, the wolf produced the same key he used earlier and double-locked the shackles 


to keep them from tightening. The fox commented on the wolf’s use of the restraints, “You 


know, those were originally made for people who had big wrists. I think it’s interesting that they 
didn’t just make an oversized variant of the standard model. Instead, they used the leg shackles 
and just gave them a short chain.” Photias sat in front of the fox’s feet and said, “I like seeing 
your feet in these, Kurt.” Arcades smiled and replied, “I know you do, Jason.” The wolf 
continued from the last thing he said, “Do you know what else I like seeing your feet in, mate?” 
Arcades was curious, but he already had a pretty solid idea of what the wolf was referring to, 
“What’s that?” 

Photias went back to the bag once again, and he pulled out a very small synthetic case 
before opening it and revealing a pair of Taiwanese thumbcuffs, “These.” Arcades’ smile 
became a bit wider once he saw that his guess was correct, “I had a feeling you’d pull those out. 
Go ahead and put them on me.” The fox continued to hold his feet out as he watched the wolf 
lock the thumbcuffs around his hallux digits. Since digits on feet were larger than digits on 
hands, the wolf was only able to tighten the thumbcuffs to two notches before having to double- 
lock them. After locking the carbon steel device into place, Photias scooted back to look at the 
fox’s bound feet, “That’s what I like to see.” Arcades was still smiling, “Y’know, I guess you 
could say that’s kind of another reason why I don’t wear shoes: I like it when people see that you 
can use those digits for putting these thumbcuffs on. I’m also glad that the thumbcuffs open large 
enough to accommodate the hallux digits as well. However, I still know it’s not like that for 
everybody since not everyone can fit in them. I guess I’m lucky enough that they fit right on 
me.” 

The wolf spoke in response, “I’d say I’m ever luckier to have a fox that’ll let me do this 
stuff to him.” Arcades shrugged as much as he was able to while sitting restrained in the way he 


was, “Sounds like it all works out, doesn’t it?” Photias agreed, “Of course. If I never came to the 


United States, I wouldn’t be able to do any of this. You and I both know that these things are 
prohibited weapons back in ‘Straya.” The fox took a deep breath before responding, “They sure 
are, but I’m not even sure why they’re prohibited in the first place. Maybe they’re afraid that 
somebody will use them against unwilling people, but I don’t remember an event like that 
occurring in the US or anywhere else that allows these. I’d say that Europe’s even more tolerant 
to stuff like this than the US is, and they’re not even regulated at all in the US.” Photias looked 
up from the fox’s feet to look at his face, “Would one of those European places happen to be 
Germany?” Arcades nodded, “Yep. It sure is. Germany is somehow more tolerant than the US is 
when it comes to this stuff.” 

The wolf could not help but smile, “Isn’t that something? Your ancestors are German, 
and you like this stuff. Do you think there’s a correlation between the two?” Arcades was 
looking at his own feet, but when he saw that Photias looked up at him, he turned his own gaze 
towards the wolf as well, “I’m not entirely sure. Honestly, I think it’s just some big coincidence, 
but maybe one day we’ll figure it all out. It’s not like it’s too important, though.” Photias 
chuckled, “Hah. I guess we’ll have to see. Now won’t we?” Arcades formed a smile again, and 
he looked at the wolf until Photias decided to go back and look at the thumbcuffs locking the 
fox’s hallux digits together. The wolf had to comment on the carbon steel device, “Why did they 
even make these things in the first place?” Arcades tried to answer the question in the best way 
that he could, “I heard that they were originally made for American detectives who did not want 
to carry around a pair of regular-sized handcuffs. That was back in the 1950s or so, but I don't 
really have the strongest handle on the dates for these things. I just have them so we can play 


with them.” 


Photias briefly moved his eyes upwards to view the fox’s face before asking a follow-up 
question, “Since the 1950s? I haven’t seen these things outside of the Internet and your personal 
collection including them.” Arcades spoke again, “Yeah. They’re not common at all. I’m 
surprised that they’re still made, but I presume that they’re probably not made for the actual law 
enforcement industry anymore. If I had to guess as to why, I’d say that it would probably have 
something to do with how they’re not really comfortable to wear on the thumbs or the hallux 
digits for an extended period of time. However, that really only becomes an issue if you start 
struggling in them, and that’s not what we’re doing here.” When the word discomfort was used, 
Photias asked if Arcades was currently experiencing any discomfort, “You’re not feeling 
uncomfortable right now, are you?” The fox shook his head, “No, I’m not. If I tried to move 
around, then I would, but I’m alright if my feet are just going to stay out like this.” 

Photias thought back to what the fox first mentioned about the thumbcuffs, “So these 
were made by Americans?” Arcades shook his head, “The ones I’m wearing right now were 
manufactured in Taiwan. If you look at the bow where it meets the pin it swings on next to the 
frame, you'll see that it is marked with a Taiwan engraving.” Photias realized that the fox had 
misunderstood the question, so he rephrased it before asking again, “Whoops. I mean, were those 
originally designed in America?” Arcades now understood the question which the wolf was 
asking him, “Oh, I see what you mean now. Yeah, the modern thumbcuffs were designed by 
Americans. I think that’s interesting considering that Americans were also the ones to develop 
the modern handcuffs that are still used today. If I remember correctly, it was the Peerless 
company which was responsible for that in the early half of the 20th century.” 

Photias became curious, “What did they do differently?” Arcades answered the question, 


“Peerless made the swing-through design. Before they did that, restraints were supposed to be 


only one size that had to fit everybody. The problem with that design is that not everybody has 
the same sized wrists. You have people like me who have very thin wrists and ankles, and you 
also have other people who have very large wrists and ankles. If you were small enough, you 
could slip out of the chains, and if you were big enough, they wouldn’t be able to chain you up in 
the first place. The swing-through design was made so that it can accommodate as many 
different limb sizes as possible. That design originally was made for handcuffs, but then they 
started using the swing-through design for legcuffs, and eventually for thumbcuffs. I happen to 
be wearing all three of them right now. How about that?” Photias chuckled, “Hah. You know I 
like that.” The fox continued his miniature lecture, “The design by Peerless was truly 
revolutionary. Ever since they pioneered the swing-through design, all sorts of other companies 
and countries copied it. Smith & Wesson rose to prevalence in the restraint industry when they 
were licensed by Peerless to make restraints for them. Eventually, Smith & Wesson just started 
making their own models by themselves.” 

Photias presented Arcades with another question, “Don’t you have cuffs from both of 
those brands?” The fox nodded, “I sure do, but I mainly prefer Smith & Wesson because of the 
shape of their leg restraints. I also am rather fond of all of the different variants they make for 
their restraints. You have the slot-locking models, the push-pin models similar to the ones that 
Peerless made, and you also have those M-104s which take a special key.” The wolf started to 
think about how many companies would make practically the same items, “So, Kurt. How many 
companies are there that make these things?” The fox started to give his answer, even though he 
knew that he probably was unable to know all of the manufacturers in total, “Well, in the United 
States, the big four are Peerless, Smith & Wesson, Armament Services and Procedures, and the 


Safariland Group. Outside of the United States, countries either import them or make them by 


themselves. Germany has Clejuso, South Korea has Yuil, Australia has Lithgow Arms, England 
has basically their own version of the Safariland stuff that they make over there. There’s a bunch, 
and I don’t think I even know all of them. I’m sure I’m missing out on a fair bit of companies.” 

The wolf looked at the keyring which he was using to lock and unlock the restraints, 
“Some of these keys look different, but they all seem to have the same overall shape to them.” 
Arcades replied, “Yeah. The original key for the older Peerless models was the one that started it 
out like that, I’m pretty sure. I’m not entirely sure when the American brands all started using 
what I’d call the American Standard key, but they’ve been using that key type for I’d say close 
to one hundred years now. It may be more at this point, but I want to say it wasn’t until the 1940s 
or 1950s when they came up with the design that is still in use today.” The wolf’s curiosity 
seemed to have no end, “And all of those have been available for regular Americans to just go 
out and buy since they’ve been out?” Arcades nodded, “That’s right. As far as I know, these have 
never really been regulated at all in this country, and I don’t recall any problems occurring 
because of that. I’d say people aren’t too worried about it, and I like that. To be honest, I’d rather 
people don’t give this sort of stuff too much attention at all. I like being able to enjoy it with you 
and have that be the end of it.” 

Photias nodded, but he still thought back to the laws present back in Australia, “I wish it 
was like that where I’m from. You’d have to get a bona fide firearms license to even think about 
getting any of this stuff to begin with. If you don’t you’ll get in as much trouble as you’d get in 
for having a real gun without a license.” The things which the wolf told the fox were nothing 
new to him, “I’m familiar with that. I guess you can be glad that you don’t live in Australia 
anymore.” Photias replied, “I am. I get to play with this stuff and put you in it.” Arcades said, 


“And I sure like getting put in it. It’s the best when you know that nothing bad is going to happen 


to you. I’m glad that I have someone I can trust to do this with.” Photias gave a nod, “And I am 
glad I have somebody who is willing to trust me to do this. You know I don’t deserve the trust.” 
Arcades replied, “It’s not about what you deserve. If you were talking in terms of what one 
deserves, then nobody deserves trust. We’re all a bunch of fallen beings, and we’ve all been 
guilty of doing something disingenuous at one point. What matters is that I’m still willing to trust 
you even with all that in mind.” 

When the topic shifted, Photias looked at the restraints which the fox wore, and he began 
to think of an analogy, “You know what I just thought about, Kurt?” Arcades gave the wolf his 
undivided attention, “What’s that?” Photias began to speak, “You know how the Lord freed the 
Israelites from bondage in Egypt?” Arcades misunderstood the point the wolf was setting up, “I 
don’t think it was this kind of bondage.” Photias understood that Arcades was not understanding 
him, “No, I’m not talking about that. The bondage that the Egyptians were in was sin, right?” 
Arcades nodded, “Yeah. The Egyptians were slaves to sin, and they kept the Israelites enslaved 
to them.” Photias began to speak again once the fox finished, “Think about it this way: Let’s just 
say for a minute that the chains you are wearing represent sin. I know that we’re not doing 
anything wrong by playing with them, but let’s just use this as an analogy for a moment. Can we 
do that?” Arcades was not entirely sure where the wolf was going, but he decided that he would 
listen to what he was trying to say, “Go ahead. You’re not going to need me to do anything to 
help demonstrate a point you’re making, are you?” 

The wolf shook his head, “No, mate. All you need to do is just hear me out.” The fox 
already agreed to listen to Photias, but he decided to give him the go-ahead once more, “Yeah, 
I’m listening.” Photias continued, “So, we as fallen beings are trapped in these chains. We have 


no hope to release ourselves, but many people try their hardest to break out by themselves. 


Unfortunately, sin is much stronger than iron alloys, so nobody would ever be strong enough to 
break free.” The wolf paused for a moment to see if the fox was following his logic, and Arcades 
said, “I can see that, perhaps.” Photias then said, ““There’s more: Jesus is like the guy who carries 
the key. Many people know that the key exists, but they don’t want to ask for it. It’d be like if I 
didn’t release you unless you specifically asked for me to do so. Many people, as you know, 
don’t want to ask Jesus to release them from the chains of sin, and they think that they can do it 
by themselves. I’m sure we both know why that doesn’t work.” Arcades said, “Because you 
can’t justify yourself?” Photias nodded, “Yeah, but for this analogy, I’d say it’d be because you 
can’t get the key for yourself. You’re still relying on someone else to get you out, and there’s 
only one who can truly get you out.” 

Jason pulled out the key, and he held it in front of the fox. Arcades decided that he would 
play along with the wolf’s analogy, “Alright, I see what you want me to do. Can you let me out, 
Jason?” Photias nodded, and he walked behind the fox to first unlock his handcuffs, “Sure thing, 
mate. You can count on me.” Arcades gave a slight chuckle, “Heh... When did you come up 
with this metaphor?” Photias did not reply until he was able to completely free the fox’s hands, 
“T guess you could say I thought of it at the top of my head. I’m still not entirely done yet, so can 
you just play along for a little bit longer, mate?” Arcades decided to allow the wolf to continue, 
“Yeah. Go ahead.” The wolf smiled as he moved on to unlock the shackles around the fox’s 
ankles next. With the Smith & Wesson M-110-1s now off of the fox’s thin ankles, the wolf sat 
the restraints aside. Photias did not say anything else until the thumbcuffs locked around the 
fox’s hallux digits were the only restraints he was still wearing, “Now, some people think that 


Jesus only needs to free them from some of their sins, and not all of them. Some people think 


that some sins are so insignificant that they don’t need to be forgiven from them. Look at those 
cuffs around your toes there. How much did those cost you?” 

Arcades looked at the thumbcuffs he wore on his hallux digits, and he sat in silence for a 
couple seconds before replying, “I’d say those were about twelve dollars.” Photias nodded and 
continued speaking, “Yes. Twelve dollars is pretty insignificant, innit?” Arcades replied, “From 
a monetary perspective, I’d say so.” The wolf then continued his analogy, “But you know what 
isn’t insignificant? How much freedom of movement do you have with those on your toes?” 
Arcades did not even attempt to move his feet, for he knew they were not going anywhere, 
“There’s absolutely no way I’m walking with these on my feet.” Photias nodded, “Exactly. 
Those cuffs may look insignificant and cost a small amount, but they are still able to immobilize 
you. Some people have their secret sins which they think are too insignificant, but those same 
sins are the ones that lead to eternal damnation.” Arcades had a smile on his face, and the fox felt 
as if the wolf’s analogy was pretty silly, even though it was very accurate, ““You want me to ask 
you to take these off, don’t you?” 

Photias returned a smile back to the fox, “Of course. I won’t let you out unless you ask 
me to, mate.” Arcades kept the smile on his face as he played along with the analogy, “Can you 
let me out, Jason?” When the fox finished his response, Jason almost immediately placed the key 
inside of the thumbcuffs and undid the double-lock before undoing the main lock and releasing 
the fox’s hallux digits from the cuffs. With Arcades now completely free from restraints again, 
he spread his legs apart and flexed his digits to get more blood moving back through them. 
Photias was reaching the conclusion of his analogy, “And that”Il be about what does it. How did 
you like that, mate?” Arcades gave his genuine opinion, “It was very silly, but I do see what you 


were trying to say throughout it. I think if you refined it a bit, it would be more effective. I’m 


sure most people would not volunteer to get chained up for this demonstration like I have. You’d 
have to come up with something that’s a bit more relatable for people who aren’t content with 
being bound in chains. Not everybody is like me, as you know.” 

Photias kept the smile on his face, and he could feel some blood rushing to his cheeks, 
despite the fact that the fur on his cheeks prevented the fox from seeing his cheeks go red, 
“Thanks for going through it with me, Kurt.” Arcades gave a slight chuckle; he could hear the 
light tone in the wolf’s voice, “Heh. Anytime.” After the wolf regained his composure, he asked 
the fox another question, “Well, with that done, do you want me to put you back in it, or for me 
to put you in a different combination?” The fox considered the wolf’s offer for a moment, but at 
the same time, he felt that he had enough fun with handcuffs for the time being, “Hmmm... How 
long has it been so far?” Neither the fox nor the wolf were wearing a watch, but Jason did 
remember passing by a clock before they started. Photias stood up, and he went to go check the 
clock. When the wolf came back a short moment later, he replied, “It’s been about twenty-five 
minutes since we’ve been home.” 

Arcades now asked a follow-up question, “What time is it right now?” Photias answered 
the new question, “It’s one in the afternoon. I don’t believe we’ve had our lunch yet. Have we?” 
The fox thought for a split second, but he realized that he did not remember eating lunch since he 
truly did not eat lunch in the first place, “No, we have not had lunch yet.” The wolf placed the 
three restraints he had brought out to use on the fox back into the bag, and he zipped the bag up 
before asking, “Are you getting hungry?” Arcades had not really been thinking about if he was 
hungry or not, but now that the wolf was asking him directly, he suddenly started to feel quite 
hungry, “Well, now that you mention it, I’m pretty hungry myself.” After Photias packed up the 


restraints he and the fox played with, the wolf extended his hand to allow for the fox to take it, 


“Then how about we get some, mate?” Arcades took the wolf’s hand, and he quickly got to his 
feet. The fox was now standing up with the wolf, and they were looking at each other in the eye, 
even though there was a height difference of an inch or two, “Sounds like a plan. What are you 
hungry for, Jason?” Photias made a suggestion, “Perhaps we can make something here. We went 
out to eat for lunch yesterday, didn’t we?” Arcades nodded, “Yeah, we did. Making stuff here’s 
cheaper, anyways. Are you hungry yourself or something, Jason?” 

The wolf nodded, “Yeah. That’s why I asked. We can continue this little session later if 
you'd like.” Arcades looked down at the bag and felt that now would be a decent time to have a 
little lunch break, “Sounds like we’re both getting hungry, then. Did you enjoy seeing me locked 
up for that little chunk of time there?” The wolf placed his right hand over his head and canted 
his head at an angle, “Yeah...” Photias then asked the fox a question once he lowered his hand 
and straightened his head back while facing the fox again, “I hope you enjoyed being locked up 
yourself.” Arcades nodded, “Oh yeah, I did. Your little analogy towards the end made it a bit 
more... What’s the word? Notable? That was the first time you’ve ever made a metaphor like 
that.” Photias put his hand over his head once more, “Gosh... Heh... I’m glad you found it 
notable, mate.” Arcades embraced the wolf, “Thanks for doing this for me today, Jason.” Photias 
embraced the fox back, “No worries, Kurt.” The two brothers may not have been related by 
blood, but they were both part of the Lord’s eternal family of Saints. They would be together 


with the Lord Jesus Christ for all eternity. 


The end. 


